
 

 
 

 
  CHAPTER 3 

 

John hurried to keep up with Malena, dodging awkwardly around the wide green bushes 

planted around the school.  

Malena headed toward the business district, leading John past small shops and restaurants. 

She slowed her pace when she noticed him struggling to keep up. 

“We’re almost there,” she encouraged.  

“Good.” John said, panting heavily. 

Malena glanced back, the purple beads in her braids clicking together as she did so. “Coast is 

clear. I don’t think we’re being followed anymore,” she said with a sigh of relief. 

“What?” John exclaimed, spinning around. He expected to see someone lurking suspiciously 

behind them. 

        Malena burst out laughing. Realizing she was just kidding, John shook his head 

reproachfully at her. 

“You know, you might get into trouble for that one day. Someone’s not going to believe you 

when you really need them to.” 

“Hey, when I’m serious, you’ll know. I promise.” 



They walked awhile in companionable silence when Malena abruptly said, “Over here, you 

have to see something.  The others are setting up at the Lab, but you need to check this out.” 

John looked at her curiously. She wasn’t smiling anymore. 

They walked down Orchard View, one of the more popular streets in town, especially for the 

students at East Rapids. A lot of cool hangouts within biking distance made the town great for 

kids. It had everything John loved: cheap food, a library, and a game store. 

They cut through a parking lot, weaving between parked cars to get to the crosswalk. After 

walking a bit more, Malena held up a hand. 

“Stop.” 

John looked at the building in front of them, confused. 

“Krazy Carly’s?” 

“No,” Malena said. “We can get hot dogs later.” 

She took John’s arm and spun him away from the café. Directly in front of them was an 

elegant metal streetlight. Standing about ten feet tall, it was coated in several layers of shiny 

black paint.  

“Notice anything about the light?” she asked. 

John peered up at it expectantly before he gave a reply.  

“Yeah. The shards of glass sticking out of the socket. Looks like the bulb is broken.” 

“Right. But look at that thick protective glass. You’ve got to remove those four panels if you 

want to get to the light bulb, right? Replacing a burned-out bulb is a pain.” 

“So?” John huffed. “What’s the point? Why are you showing me this?” 

“This is my city too, John. My home. Our home. And that streetlight belongs to all of us.”  

Malena’s dark eyes glared up at the shattered bulb. “We don’t like someone hurting our 

community, and neither does the rest of the League. We solve mysteries because it’s fun and 

challenging, but there’s another reason. We want to make East Rapids a better place. This is our 

community and we need to make sure it is a good place. We have to find out who did this.” 

“But how do you know that a person broke this light bulb? Maybe it shattered in a storm. Or 

the bulbs are faulty. There’s also the possibility that there is a short circuit in the wiring.” 

“My aunt is a sergeant for the police department. That’s how I found out about this. The bulb 

keeps breaking somehow, but the protective glass is never removed or broken. The only thing 

that’s busted is the bulb inside. They’ve checked out the light and they know it’s not an electrical 



problem. It’s got to be a person. The owner of Krazy Carly’s keeps reporting it. The city keeps 

replacing the bulb, but within a few days it’s broken again. No one ever sees the crime, but it 

keeps happening.” 

“Breaking the bulb without damaging the protective glass—how do you do that?” 

“Exactly. How? That’s the mystery we’ve got to solve. After we solve that, maybe we can 

find out when and why this keeps happening.” 

“And who did it!” 

“You’ve got it. That’s the reason why we need your help, John. Help us solve this mystery.”  

“What? Right now?” 

“Yes, now. Let’s head to the Lab and talk to the League.” 

Malena’s eyes were still flashing from her passionate speech, but there was also a smile on 

her face now. Malena had some kind of inner strength or charisma. Whatever it was, she used it 

to lead the group. 

Then John was once again sprinting, trying to keep up. 

 

*** 

 

The Lab was an old shed tucked in the corner of Kimmey’s backyard. It had been given a 

fresh set of white paint to match the house, making it bright against the row of dark trees 

marking the boundary of the Pryce property. Just a few feet beyond the property line, the ground 

gave way to a ravine with the remnants of a small stream at the bottom.  The smell of decaying 

plants and fresh water floated by on a breeze while the sound of crickets and frogs filled the air 

with noise. 

John followed Malena into the shed and then paused to let his eyes adjust to the lighting. The 

inside had been redone as well—the floor was wooden, and the walls were painted a cheerful 

yellow. A large photograph hung in the center of the shed between two windows. It was of 

Malena, Kimmey, Natsumi, and Hector, taken about a year ago. They were standing in front of 

an ice cream shop, arms around each other, laughing. Looking at the photograph, he suddenly 

felt very lonely. He couldn’t help but think that he didn’t belong there. They already had each 

other; he was a fifth wheel.  

That seemed so long ago but John could still remember every detail. 

“What do you think?” Malena asked. 



“It’s cool,” he answered. He let his eyes skip across the room, falling on Hector and Natsumi 

laughing together at the small round table near the door. Near them, Kimmey sat at a small desk, 

her face only inches away from a laptop screen. “How long has the League existed?” 

“We formed the club last year when we all started middle school,” Malena answered. 

“Kimmey, Natsumi, and I became friends in science class. Then I had a math class with Hector, 

and he was such a weirdo that we just had to adopt him.” 

Hector’s head spun toward Malena. “Hey!” he called with mock indignation. “I am not a 

weirdo!” 

Malena laughed. “You were always messing with the teacher’s computer!” 

Hector grinned mischievously. “So?” 

Malena turned back to John, smiling. “We all just started hanging out together. We solved 

one mystery, and then another, and in no time we made it official by giving it a name. I don’t 

really know how these things happen. They just do.” 

“Are you guys done talking yet?” Kimmey asked. She sounded almost annoyed. 

“What’s your problem?” Hector snapped. 

She looked away from the computer screen, surprised.  

      “I wasn’t trying to be rude, but we do have a mystery to solve here.” 

“I already tried to set up a video feed,” Hector said, “but I don’t have anything with a battery 

life long enough to leave out all night. The bulb-breaking seems to happen overnight and always 

after Krazy Carly’s shuts down. That’s at 6:00 p.m. This time of year, it’s dark by 5:30 p.m.” 

“There are four conditions, then,” Kimmey said. She put her elbow on the table and lifted a 

thin finger. “One, we can’t record a video to find the bad guy.” 

“Or girl,” Hector interjected. “Why does everyone always assume the bad guy is a guy?” 

“Or girl,” Kimmey said, rolling her eyes. 

“We don’t even know that it’s a person,” Natsumi added. 

“What else could it be?” Kimmey asked. 

“I don’t know,” Natsumi admitted, “but isn’t part of being a good scientist not jumping to 

conclusions?” 

Kimmey sighed. “You’re right. So whatever is happening, we can’t use video to catch him, 

her, or it.” 

“Next condition,” she continued, lifting a second finger.  



“It seems to happen at night. We all have to be home by 10:00 p.m. so staying out all night and 

staring at a streetlight isn’t an option. Even if we could, it doesn’t seem to happen every night. 

It’s only once in a while. 

“Third,” she brought three fingers together and grabbed them with her other hand. “Whatever 

happens, happens fast. No one has seen it being done.” 

“Fourth, it breaks the streetlight bulb without breaking the protective glass around the 

outside. Those are the facts, and that is all we know with certainty. Simple.” 

“Simple?” John said. “How is that simple?” 

Kimmey grinned. “Well, the facts are simple. The solution isn’t. That’s why you’re here, Mr. 

Expert.” 

“Great,” John said. “I’m glad there’s no pressure.” 

Natsumi leaned forward in her chair.  

“We haven’t found an answer yet, John, but there is one. There always is.” She paused and 

grinned. 
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