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ONE
The end of the school year had come. At last!
Dunkum Mifflin had been counting the days. He was rip-roaring ready for summer.
He and Abby Hunter stood tall on the school stage. Miss Hershey’s class was taking their curtain call. They bowed low as the audience clapped.
Yahoo! End of school, thought Dunkum.
The audience kept clapping.

Then . . . swoosh! The stage curtains dropped and the lights went up. The Blossom Hill School spring play was finished. A smashing success.
Dunkum and Abby hurried backstage. The other Cul-de-sac Kids were waiting in the wings, behind the curtains. They were all smiles.
Abby was the president of the block club. Five boys and four girls. They loved adventure and solving mysteries. Their club slogan was “Cul-de-sac Kids stick together.”
Dunkum removed his space-captain suit. Carefully, he placed it in the props box. “What a cool play,” he said.
Abby’s eyes danced. “Lots better than last year!”
“Yep, sure was,” Jason Birchall said. He was prancing and jiving about, as usual.
Eric Hagel and Jason gave Dunkum and Abby high fives. “All the practicing paid off,” said Eric.
“Time to celebrate!” said Jason.
“Everyone’s coming to my house,” Dunkum said, grinning. He had sent out invitations for an ice-cream party.
Jason’s eyes grew bigger. “What are we waiting for?” he asked. “Let’s get going.”
Eric and Stacy Henry agreed. “Junk food, here we come,” Stacy said. And Eric gave a thumbs-up.
“We won’t be in Miss Hershey’s class next year,” Jason said. He tossed his space costume into the props box.
“Don’t worry about that now,” Dunkum said. “Summer’s finally here!”
Dunkum’s blind cousin, Ellen Mifflin, came around the curtains. Honey, her guide dog, led the way. The dog wore a shiny blue space suit and black wire antennas. He had played a poochy part in the play—Space Dog.
Abby and her younger sister, Carly, and Carly’s best friend, Dee Dee Winters, crowded around Space Dog. “So . . . how does Honey like show business?” asked Abby.
Ellen’s eyes were closed. “Oh, she loves it. Don’t you, girl?” She knelt down and hugged her dog. Ellen’s long brown hair covered Honey’s face.
“Wait till you see her brand-new tricks,” Dunkum said. He took off the dog’s costume and antennas.
“You’re kidding. New tricks?” Abby asked. She sat beside Stacy, near Honey. The boys crowded around, too.
Ellen stood up, smiling. “Honey loves to perform. Don’t you, big girl?”
“Woof, woof!” barked Honey. “Give us a sneak preview,” Eric pleaded.
A mischievous grin swept across Ellen’s face. “Wait for the party,” she said.
“Aw, why not now?” Jason begged. “Because I need ice cream for the trick,” Ellen said. She pushed her hair behind her ear.
“That reminds me,” Dunkum said, looking at Jason. “Are you hungry for chocolate ice cream?”
Jason licked his lips and rubbed his stomach. “Wild pit bulls couldn’t keep me away.”
“Don’t you mean wild horses?” Dunkum said.
“Horses . . . pit bulls, whatever.” Jason pranced around.
“I know a good pit bull joke,” Ellen said. She held on to her dog’s harness. “Want to hear it?”
Honey barked and shook her head.
“Hey, it looks like Honey just said no.” Jason and the Cul-de-sac Kids watched Ellen’s guide dog closely.
“Better cover Honey’s ears when you talk about pit bulls,” Dunkum joked.
Ellen giggled, feeling for Honey’s ears. “There,” she said, finding them. “Now, what did the pit bull say when he sat on a pile of sandpaper?”
The kids looked at one another. They shrugged their shoulders.
“I think we give up,” Dunkum said, eager to know. “What did the pit bull say when he sat on the sandpaper?”
Ellen’s eyes were open, but they stared straight ahead. “ ‘Rough, rough,’ ” she giggled.
“Hey, that’s a good joke,” Jason said as he headed for the door. He was usually the last person to arrive anywhere. But when it came to sweets, Jason Birchall was first in line!
Dunkum’s parents waved from the back of the room. “We’ll see you at the party,” Dunkum’s dad called.
Dunkum’s house was across the street from the school. He and his friends were going to walk to the party.
Abby and Stacy followed Ellen and her guide dog down the stage steps. Jason and Eric joined the girls near the outside door. So did Dunkum.
Adam Henny, a kid with dirt on his face, showed up just then. “Where’s everyone going?” he asked.
“No place special,” Dunkum lied.
Adam was the last person Dunkum wanted hanging around. Adam’s clothes looked like toxic waste dump specials. Especially the ratty red T-shirt he had on.
Besides that, Adam Henny was not a Cul-de-sac Kid. No way was Dunkum going to invite an outsider to his party!




TWO
Dunkum couldn’t wait to leave. “Have a nice summer,” he said to Adam.
The dirty kid smiled a faint smile. He pushed his hand into his pants pocket and pulled out something. “Here’s my phone number.”
Dunkum shook his head. “Uh, no, that’s OK,” he said and rushed out the door. He wanted to forget about Adam. No sense messing up the end-of-school party over that kid.
The Cul-de-sac Kids were waiting at the flagpole. “What kind of ice-cream toppings are we having?” asked Jason.
“That’s not polite,” Eric piped up. “Just wait and see.”
Dunkum elbowed Eric’s ribs. “Hey, relax, Eric. School’s out. It’s pig-out time!” He began to name off all the toppings. “Jelly beans, chocolate sprinkles, strawberry syrup . . .” He paused. “Uh, I forgot the rest.”
“Come on, try!” Jason pleaded. “Dunkum’s always forgetting stuff,” Ellen said.
“It’s a good thing Abby’s our club president,” Dunkum said. “She never forgets anything.”
“And don’t you forget it,” Abby agreed.
It was true. Dunkum was a good detective only because Abby and the others were his partners. She paid attention to details. So far they’d solved every mystery known to man. Well . . . at least the ones on Blossom Hill Lane.
Dunkum waited at the curb for Honey to step into the street. Ellen gripped the harness with her left hand. “Honey, forward,” she said.
But Honey waited for two more cars. When it was safe, she led Ellen across. “Good girl,” Ellen said.
A black jeep was parked in the driveway across the street. On the back was a bumper sticker. It read I

pets! A bald man was holding a fluffy, gray cat.
“Hey, that’s Mister Whiskers!” Dee Dee said, racing across the street.
“What’s that man doing with your cat?” Dunkum asked, staring.
The man turned and frowned. “Poor thing. I found him just wandering around,” he explained. He gave Dee Dee her cat.
“That’s strange,” Abby said. “I thought he stayed in the house.”

“Mister Whiskers?” The man looked at the cat in Dee Dee’s arms. “What a nice name.” He stroked the kitten, but his eyes seemed very dark. At least Dunkum thought so.
“Mister Whiskers is a cool Cul-de-sac Cat,” Jason said, nodding his head.
The man turned and looked at Honey. “That’s one nice dog you’ve got there,” he said.
“Thanks,” Ellen said. “She’s my eyes.”
“I can see that,” the man said. Suddenly, he got into his car.
“Thanks for taking care of my cat,” Dee Dee called to him.
“Anytime,” the man said out his car window.
The kids raced to Dunkum’s house.
Party time!

In the kitchen, a row of ice-cream toppings lined the table.
Jason was the first to be served. “Hey, look!” he said. “There’s a worm in my ice cream.” He held up something green and wiggly. He waved it at Carly Hunter.
“Ee-ew!” squealed Carly as Jason dropped the green Gummi Worm into his mouth.
Dunkum and Eric ate two worms each. Just plain.
Abby, Stacy, and Carly asked for waffle cones. Dunkum’s father scooped up chocolate ice cream for them. He pushed the ice cream into their cones. “Some worms for the ladies?” he asked, smiling.
“Not for me, thanks,” Stacy replied.
“How about sprinkles?” Dunkum’s dad asked.
The girls nodded. “Sprinkles are fine, thanks,” Abby said.
“They’re really chocolate-covered ants, you know. Fried and dried,” Dunkum teased.
“Double dabble yuck,” Abby said, giggling. She slid in beside Ellen at the table.
Honey lay close to Ellen’s feet, taking a snooze. The dog seemed at home in Dunkum’s house. Ellen did, too.
Ellen’s dad was out of the country with an overseas job. Dunkum didn’t mind at all. It was lots of fun having Ellen and Honey visit.
Dunkum’s mom dished up some ice cream for Ellen. Honey’s nose twitched, and she opened one eye. “I think it’s time for Honey’s performance,” Dunkum said.
Eric sat across the table. He wiped off his chocolate mustache with a napkin. “Go for it.”
Ellen reached down and touched her dog’s head. “Honey, let’s play Lickety-split.”
Dunkum made a drum-roll on the table.
All the kids watched closely.
Honey stood up. The tips of her ears stood at attention. She kept her eyes on Ellen. Only Ellen.
“Hey, check it out. The dog obeys better than I do,” Jason said, laughing.
“Honey is real smart,” Dunkum said. “Just watch.”




THREE
Dunkum scooped up some ice cream. He put it in a cone for Ellen. “One vanilla cone coming up,” he said.
“Woof, woof!” Honey barked.
Ellen smiled. “You like this trick, don’t you, girl?”
Honey barked again.
Dunkum handed the cone to Ellen. She held it in front of her and gave the command. “Honey, take two licks. But only two.”
Honey’s tongue slurped the cone. Twice.
All the kids clapped.
“That’s double dabble amazing!” Abby said. “Our dog would never do that.”
“Nope,” little Carly said. “Our dog would bite the cone right out of your hand!”
“Wait . . . there’s more,” Ellen said softly.
Honey waited. Ears perked, tongue out.
Ellen gave the command. “Honey, take three licks.”
The kids counted, “1 . . . 2 . . . 3,” as Honey licked the cone.
Eric slapped his forehead. “I don’t believe this!”
“I not, either,” said Shawn, Abby’s Korean brother.
“Tell Honey to take twenty licks,” Jason shouted.
“She doesn’t know that number,” Ellen said. “But she knows this.” Ellen held up the cone again.
Honey looked up at the ice cream.
“Honey,” Ellen whispered. “Lickety-split!”
Carefully, Honey opened her mouth wide and held the cone in it. She carried the cone across the room without eating it.
Then she stood on her hind legs and tossed the cone up . . . up into the air.
Poof!
In one gulp, the ice cream—cone and all—disappeared into the dog’s mouth.
The kids shouted with delight, “Do it again!”
Honey licked her chops and gave Ellen a kiss. Dunkum quickly made another cone.
And Honey did the trick again.
Soon, it was time for the Cul-de-sac Kids to go home. Dunkum followed his friends to the door.
“Thanks for the party,” Carly said. She waved while her second ice-cream cone dripped off her hand. Vanilla drops dripped all the way down the sidewalk.
“Your party was fun, Dunkum,” said Stacy. “Even the fried ants.” She made a face and giggled with Abby.
“See you tomorrow.” Dunkum waved to them.
That’s when he saw something red flash in the bushes across the street!
White moonbeams cast their shadows on Blossom Hill Lane. Dunkum stared at the bushes.
Was someone in a red shirt hiding over there? Or were his eyes playing a trick on him?




FOUR
Dunkum rubbed his eyes, still watching.
I saw something, he thought. I just know it!
“It’s bedtime,” called his mother from the house.
Dunkum didn’t go back inside. Instead, he ran across the street. He searched the bushes and found some old newspapers.
Then he saw an ID bracelet. Dunkum picked it up. The letters A. H. shone in the moonlight.

A. H.? Must belong to Abby Hunter, he thought.
Dunkum looked up the street. He could see Abby, Carly, and their adopted brothers walking with Stacy.
He shook his head. “There’s no way Abby could’ve dropped this. Not way over here.”
He stuffed the bracelet into his pocket and headed back across the street. Looking down, he saw vanilla ice-cream globs on the sidewalk. “What a mess,” he whispered.
He remembered seeing Carly’s ice-cream cone drip on the sidewalk as she left. He hurried inside to get some wet paper towels. He wanted to clean up the mess before his mother found it. And before any ants started showing up. “Mom hates ants,” he muttered.
He left the front door open and dashed into the kitchen.
Ellen was still sitting at the table, humming softly. “I’m too tired to put Honey’s harness back on,” she said with a yawn.
Dunkum glanced at Honey. “Looks like she’s zonked out,” he said. “Here, I’ll help you upstairs.”
His mother was cleaning up the kitchen.
“Okay if Honey sleeps here tonight, Mom?” Dunkum asked.
She looked at the sleeping dog under the table. “Honey looks comfortable right there.”
Ellen stood up. “Sweet dreams, girl,” she whispered to Honey. Then she blew a kiss.
Dunkum bent his right elbow and guided Ellen upstairs. “The party was fun,” he said.
“I don’t think Honey had enough ice cream,” Ellen said. “She would have done that Lickey-split trick at least two more times.”
“Too much sugar might rot her teeth,” Dunkum said. “Unless she brushes right away.”
Ellen laughed.
“Well, good night,” Dunkum said and headed to the kitchen.
Honey was still asleep under the table. Dunkum watched the steady rise and fall of her breathing. “Sleep tight, Honey,” he said.
He hugged his parents good-night and went to his room. Putting on his pajamas, Dunkum thought of Adam Henny. Dirty, rotten Adam probably didn’t own a single pair of pj’s. And he had hardly one good friend.
Dunkum skipped saying his prayers tonight. He hopped into bed and snuggled down. Strings of moonbeams danced on the pillow as he fell asleep.

At midnight, Dunkum sat straight up in bed.
Something had popped into his memory. Something so important it woke him up!
“Oh,” he groaned. “How could I forget?”
Grabbing his bathrobe, he darted through the hall and down the stairs. He flicked on the inside switch, flooding the front yard with light. Dunkum opened the front door and looked at the sidewalk.
Phooey!
The ants had already come. They were having an ice-cream party parade!
Dunkum tiptoed to the kitchen and yanked on the towel rack. The roll went flying. He crawled under the table and chased the roll of paper towels.
Right away, he noticed the empty spot under the table. Right where Honey had been sleeping.
“Honey?” he called softly, looking around the kitchen.
Dunkum placed the paper towel roll on the rack and rushed upstairs. He opened Ellen’s door without making a sound. Peering into Ellen’s room, he said, “Are you in there, Honey?”
Ellen made a squeaky little sound in her sleep.
He didn’t want to awaken and worry her. So he closed the bedroom door and flew back downstairs.
He looked everywhere for Honey. In the living room, under the coffee table. He looked in the dining room, under the dinner table. He even looked in the garage.
“What’s happened to Ellen’s dog?” Dunkum whispered. He felt sick inside.
Honey was missing!
He sat on a kitchen chair and stared at the floor where Honey had slept. Where was she?
Ellen would need Honey first thing tomorrow. And Ellen’s father was coming for her next week!
Dunkum had to find Honey.
Soon!




FIVE
Dunkum’s heart pounded.
He grabbed a flashlight and headed to the dimly lit basement. Slowly, he shone his flashlight into the darkest corners. Light zigzagged across boxes of Christmas ornaments.
Flash! He shined the light on rows of canned goods. But Honey was nowhere in sight.
Dashing upstairs, Dunkum ran outside, past the party ants. He spotted something lying in the grass. At first it looked like a fake red snake. He leaned down. “What’s this?” he said softly.
It was a leather collar. Just like Honey’s collar. Dunkum read the tags. It was Honey’s collar!
His eyes caught the swarm of ants. He’d forgotten again! But instead of going inside for paper towels, he marched to the outside faucet. He would hose down the ice-cream drippings, ants and all!
Just as Dunkum turned on the hose, a light flashed on above his head. He looked up to see his parents’ bedroom, filled with light.
Oh, rats, he thought.
Turning off the hose, he ran toward the house.
But his father met him at the door. “What’s going on, son? Why are you outside at midnight?”
Dunkum opened his mouth to speak.
“Don’t you know what time it is?” His father tapped on his watch.
“It’s late,” Dunkum blurted, trying to explain. “I think Honey left the house.” He held up her collar.
“You think?”
Dunkum’s mother was coming down the stairs. He stood in the doorway, hoping to block her view of the ants.
Dad told Mom the bad news. “Dunkum says Honey’s missing, dear.”
“What?” Mom let out a little wail. “Are you sure? Have you searched the house and the yard?”
Dunkum nodded. “I’ve looked everywhere.”
“Who was the last person to see Honey?” Dad asked.
Dunkum wasn’t sure. “I think Ellen was the last person to see Honey.” It sounded dumb because Ellen couldn’t see at all.
“You know, I had a real strange feeling about Honey sleeping downstairs tonight.” Dunkum’s mom pushed the front door shut. “By the way, this door was standing wide open when I went to bed.”
“It was?” Dunkum had forgotten that, too.
“Well, that’s it, then,” his father said. “Honey took off sometime after Ellen went to bed.”
Dunkum felt horrible. Guide dogs were special. Lots of time went into training them. Lots of money, too. Besides that, Honey was part of the family.
A lump the size of a scoop of ice cream filled his throat.
Dunkum’s mother pushed her bangs back. “Honey will probably come home when she’s hungry.”
“Hungry? That’s it!” Dunkum shouted.
His parents watched in amazement as Dunkum led them out the front door. “I think I just remembered!” He pointed to the sidewalk.
His mom gasped. “Oh, look at those horrid ants!”
Dunkum tried to explain. “After the party, Carly’s cone was dripping onto the sidewalk.”
Suddenly, Dad seemed to understand. “And we all know how much Honey loves vanilla ice cream,” he said. The lines in his forehead grew deeper.
“Honey must’ve followed the drips,” Dunkum’s mom said.
“So . . . she might be somewhere up the street,” Dunkum said. “Maybe even at Abby’s house.” He started up the sidewalk.
“It’s midnight,” his mom called to him. “It’s much too late to search now.”
“That’s right,” Dad said. “Honey will be all right until morning.”
But Dunkum was worried. Honey was trained to guide blind Ellen. Who knows what dangers were lurking in the midnight shadows?
Tears stung Dunkum’s eyes. This was all his fault.




SIX
The next morning, Dunkum hurried downstairs.
Was Mom right? Had Honey come home for breakfast?
He searched the front yard, then the back. Honey was nowhere to be seen.
He ran through the neighborhood and asked each Cul-de-sac Kid if they’d seen Honey.
Nobody had.
“Let’s trace the ice-cream trail,” Abby suggested when she heard the whole story.
The kids agreed.
So, starting at Dunkum’s house, they counted twenty ice-cream drops to Abby’s house.
“Look, you can even see Honey’s tongue marks,” said Jason.
Eric looked closer. “Cannot.”
“Gotcha!” hooted Jason.
Abby frowned, ignoring Jason. “What other clues do we have?” she asked Dunkum.
He showed Honey’s dog collar and the ID bracelet. “This is all I found last night . . . at midnight.”
Eric looked at the bracelet. He studied the initials. “A. H.? Maybe it belongs to Abby.”
“It’s not mine.” Abby twisted her hair. “Think of all the kids we know with those initials.”
“I’ll make a list of people’s names,” Stacy offered.

“Good idea,” Eric said.
The kids split up and hopped on their bikes. Up and down the street they rode, whistling and calling for Honey. They talked to each neighbor on Blossom Hill Lane. They even checked at the Humane Society, where lost pets are kept.
But no Honey.
At last they followed Dunkum into his house. Ellen was having breakfast. Her eyes were red from crying.
Dunkum raced into the kitchen. “We’re going to find Honey for you,” he said. “I promise.”
“We’ll do our detective best,” Abby said and gave Ellen a hug.
“Let’s put an ad in the paper,” Dunkum said. “If someone sees Honey, we might get a phone call.”
Abby suggested, “We could offer a reward.”
“Hey, good thinking. That ought to help,” Jason said. He held up the newspaper. “Look, here’s someone offering twenty dollars for a brown beagle.” The kids crowded around Jason.
Stacy pulled out a pencil and a pad. “If we each give some of our allowance, we’ll have enough for a nice reward,” she said.
“Don’t count Ellen,” Eric said. “It wouldn’t be fair for her to put money into a reward.”
“I think twenty bucks is too cheap,” Dunkum said. “Let’s go with closer to forty.”
So the reward for finding and returning Honey would be thirty-six dollars.
Dunkum divided nine kids into thirty-six bucks, leaving Ellen out. “Four dollars each,” he told them.
“Not bad,” said Dee Dee.
“I have more than that in my piggy bank,” said Carly.
“Me too,” said little Jimmy Hunter.
“It’ll be worth it to have Honey back,” Abby said. “Now, let’s decide on our ad.”

LOST—
 one golden Labrador guide dog.
 Answers to Honey.
 $36 reward.
 Call 555-1028
 or return to 233 Blossom Hill Lane.



“I really hope this works,” Ellen said. She wiped her eyes.
“We all do,” said Dunkum.




SEVEN
“Let’s ride our bikes to the newspaper office,” Dunkum said.
The Cul-de-sac Kids called their good-byes to Ellen.
On the way, they saw a dogcatcher. Dunkum cringed. Honey had lost her collar last night. What if the pound found her? How would a beautiful, smart dog like Honey feel locked up with mangy mutts?
“Hey, mister!” Dunkum called. “Have you seen a golden Lab around the neighborhood?”
The Cul-de-sac Kids stopped pedaling.
Jimmy Hunter’s eyes were wide as saucers. His older brother, Shawn, looked very worried. Carly and Dee Dee whispered to each other. Abby and Stacy were silent. Eric pulled his bike up next to Jason’s.
The dogcatcher walked toward them, mopping his forehead. “Sorry, kids. No dogs like that around here.”
“Thanks anyway,” Dunkum said. He felt kind of sad. But glad, too, that Honey wasn’t considered a stray.
The kids pushed on, past the corner store. When they came to the post office, Dunkum spotted Adam Henny. He was mailing a letter, wearing one of his Ratty R Us outfits.
Dunkum sped up. He hoped Adam wouldn’t see him. Because Adam Henny was the last person Dunkum wanted to talk to today.
“Yo, Dunkum! Wait up!” It was Adam shouting at him.
The Cul-de-sac Kids slowed down. Abby waved to Adam. So did Eric and Jason. Jimmy and Shawn rode their bikes over to Adam.
Dunkum gripped his handlebars, watching his friends. He felt too tense. He did not want shabby Adam in their club!
“Where’s everyone going?” Adam asked Abby.
Dunkum took a deep breath. He wanted to say, “Get lost.”
But Abby said, “Ellen’s dog is missing. We’re putting an ad in the newspaper.”
Adam looked surprised. “Honey’s missing?”
“Uh, we better get going,” Dunkum interrupted. He wanted to get away from Adam. Fast.
So he led the group, speeding off and leaving the dirty boy behind. Once again.
“Dunkum, wait!” Adam called after them. But Dunkum would not look back.

At the newspaper office, Abby shoved her kickstand down. She glared at Dunkum. “What’s your problem?” she asked. “You were rude to Adam. Why?”
“I don’t want him in on our plans,” Dunkum shouted back at her.
“What’s the big deal? Nobody said it was a secret about Honey,” Abby said. Her hands were on her hips. She seemed angry.
Eric stepped between them. “Don’t yell at her, Dunkum. Abby didn’t do anything wrong.”
“Yeah, who cares if Adam knows?” Jason asked.
Dunkum was no dummy. Eric and Jason were sticking up for Abby. “Adam Henny isn’t a Cul-de-sac Kid. That’s all,” Dunkum muttered. “He’s not in our club.”
“Well, so what?” Stacy spoke up. “He’s a human being, isn’t he?”
The kids stared at her, surprised. Stacy hardly ever raised her voice.
“It doesn’t matter if Adam is in our club or not,” Abby shot back. “He can help us find Honey, can’t he?”
Dunkum was afraid Abby might say that. No way should Adam get the reward money.
Eric shrugged his shoulders. “Adam’s not so bad.” He turned and followed Abby up the steps to the newspaper office.
The Cul-de-sac Kids were close behind.
Dunkum stomped his foot. His summer was off to a rotten start. Thanks to a kid who needed a two-hour bath!




EIGHT
When Dunkum arrived home, Ellen was reading her Braille joke book. “Listen to this,” she said.
Dunkum sat down. He was glad Ellen couldn’t see his face. He was also glad she couldn’t see into his heart.
“Who was the world’s first banker?” she asked.
“I don’t know,” said Dunkum, trying to sound interested.
“Pharaoh’s daughter. She found a little prophet in the rushes to the banks.” Ellen began to laugh. “Isn’t that funny?”
“Yeah, real funny,” Dunkum said, pouting.
“What’s wrong with you?” Ellen asked, facing him.
“How can you read jokes and laugh when Honey’s missing?”
“God will take care of Honey,” she said.
Dunkum felt terrible. He was getting it from all sides. Excusing himself, he went to his room. Every few minutes, he could hear Ellen laughing out loud.
The joke book must be very funny, thought Dunkum.
He decided to sit in his room, all by himself.

An hour later, the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it,” Dunkum said. He rushed downstairs.
Eric Hagel stood on the porch.
“Hi, Eric. What’s up?” Dunkum asked.
“Let’s talk somewhere private,” Eric said. His eyes blinked too fast.
“Come to my room,” Dunkum said, leading the way.
“Where’s that ID bracelet you showed us?” Eric asked.
Dunkum went to his dresser and picked up the bracelet. “What do you want with it?”
“I think I know who it belongs to,” Eric said. He took it from Dunkum. “I think A. H. stands for Adam Henny.”
Dunkum gasped. “Of course!” Why hadn’t he thought of that?
“But . . . we don’t know for sure,” Eric added.
“It makes sense, though, doesn’t it?” Dunkum said.
“Only if Adam dropped it in the bushes last night,” Eric said.
“Adam must’ve been spying on our party,” Dunkum decided.
“That’s strange.” Eric sat on Dunkum’s bed. “Do you think this is a dognapping case?” he asked.
“Beats me,” Dunkum said. “Let’s have a club meeting. We’ll see what the rest of the Cul-de-sac Kids think.”
“Ellen should come, too,” Eric said.
“You’re right. She has sort of a sixth sense,” Dunkum said.
They hurried downstairs to get Ellen.

The club meeting was in Abby’s backyard. She called the meeting to order. Then she said, “Any new business?”
Dunkum held up the ID bracelet. “Eric and I have a theory. We think this clue might lead us to Honey.”
Abby and Stacy sat in the grass, twirling their hair.
Carly and Dee Dee were all ears. “What’s a theory?” asked Dee Dee.
“It’s like a guess,” Dunkum explained.
“I don’t want to guess about Honey,” Jimmy said.
Shawn shook his head. He was worried about Honey, too.
Eric was grinning. “Dunkum and I guess that this ID bracelet belongs to Adam Henny.”
Abby’s mouth flew open. “Why do you think that?”
“For one thing, there are only two kids with A. H. initials,” Dunkum said. He glanced at Abby.
Ellen asked to hold the ID bracelet. She had a strange look on her face as she touched it.
“If this does belong to Adam,” Dunkum said, “I think we’re looking at a dognapping.”
“Wha-at?” Abby and Ellen said together.
“It could be a case for the police,” Dunkum said. Talking about the police made him feel much better.
If Adam Henny was to blame, maybe then he’d leave them alone.




NINE
The next day, Dunkum talked to Abby after Sunday school. “I’m sorry about yesterday,” he said.
“You were upset. So was I.” She paused for a moment. “You know what?”
“What?” asked Dunkum.
“I’m sorry, too,” she said.
Dunkum waited in line at the water fountain. “Did you see our ad in the morning paper?” he asked.
Abby smiled, her eyes shining. “It looked terrific. But something’s strange. There were sixteen pets reported missing over the weekend.”
“Wow, that’s a lot,” Dunkum said.
“I think something’s going on,” she said.
“What do you mean?” Dunkum asked.
“I did some checking,” Abby told him. “I called six of the people who placed ads for lost pets.”
“You did?” Dunkum was all ears. “What did they say?”
“It seems that a bald man in a black jeep has been returning lost pets,” said Abby. “And, get this. Each owner had offered a reward.”
Dunkum whistled. “Sounds like some nice guy.”
“Unless he’s stealing them first and giving them back for money,” Abby said.
“Hey, what a rotten thing to do!” Dunkum said.
“If we could just find that man, maybe we’d find Honey,” Abby said.
Dunkum was silent, thinking.
“Wait a minute!” Abby’s eyes danced. “If Adam was spying in the bushes, maybe he saw something that night.”
“Like what?” Dunkum asked.
“Maybe he saw the man driving his jeep around Blossom Hill Lane, waiting to steal Honey!”
“I think you might be on to something,” said Dunkum.
He hoped so.

The Cul-de-sac Kids had another meeting. This time, near a run-down cottage. Shutters were drooping off their hinges. Paint was peeling off the door. Adam Henny’s house was a mess.
“Let’s find out what Adam knows,” Dunkum told the Cul-de-sac Kids. He led his fellow detectives across the street.

Abby carried the ID bracelet. Stacy held Honey’s leather collar. The kids lined up on Adam Henny’s front steps.
Dunkum poked the doorbell. He hoped they were doing the right thing.
The screen door opened. A woman with white hair peeked through. “May I help you?”
Gulp! Dunkum didn’t know what to say. Was this the right house?
Abby stepped up to the door. “Is Adam home?”
The woman smiled. “Oh, he’s down the street.”
Abby held up the ID bracelet. “Does this belong to Adam?”
The woman nodded. “He’s been looking everywhere for it.”
Eric spoke up. “Tell him Dunkum Mifflin found it Friday night—in the bushes on our street.”
The woman raised her eyebrows. “Friday night, you say?”
“That’s right,” Dunkum replied. She must be Adam’s grandma, he thought.
“Well, now, let me think.” The woman frowned for a moment. “Adam said he went to a party after the school play. A special party.”
“Special?” Abby asked. She looked at Dunkum and the others. There was a question mark in her eyes.
“Oh, yes, and Adam was so pleased,” the woman said. “He told me his friends had the party just for him.” The wrinkled corners of her mouth curved up. “Is it possible that you are those friends?”
“Uh, no, not really,” Dunkum said quickly.
The woman’s smile faded. She looked down at the ID bracelet in her hand. “Thanks for returning this. I’ll see that Adam gets it.”
“Where is Adam exactly?” Dunkum asked.
“Just two streets down,” she said. “Maybe you can catch him. He’s playing detective today, his favorite game.”
The kids said good-bye and walked down the steps.
“Sounds like Adam’s super lonely,” Abby said.
“He’d have to be to make up a story like that,” Stacy whispered.
Dunkum heard what Abby and Stacy said. Having pretend friends can’t be any fun, he thought.
“Any kid who lies about going to a party must be desperate!” Abby said.
“No kidding,” Eric said.
Shawn and Jimmy were nodding their heads.
Carly and Dee Dee looked very sad.
Jason did not dance or jive. He stood still for the first time in a long time.
Suddenly, Dunkum wished he could change things for Adam. And he knew just what he must do!




TEN
The Cul-de-sac Kids ran down two streets and turned the corner. “Look for Adam’s bike,” Dunkum said. “It’s a faded green one with lots of rust.”
They didn’t have to look too long. The old bike was propped up against a police car. Three houses down.
Abby gasped. “What are the police doing here?”
“Let’s find out.” Dunkum led the way to the house.
Adam was sitting on the front step. His face was smeared with dirt. “Hi, Dunkum. What are you doing here?” asked Adam.
“Your grandmother sent us,” Dunkum said.
Adam’s eyes widened. “She did?”
“She said you were playing detective,” Jason said.
Adam’s face lit up as two policemen brought a bald man outside. The man was handcuffed.
“Wow! My theory was right,” Abby said.
The policemen led the man to the patrol car. They put him in the backseat and zoomed off.
Dunkum stared at Adam. He hardly noticed the boy’s crummy old clothes. “Looks like you’re an excellent detective.”
Adam beamed a smile. “Thanks.” He told how he’d tracked down the bad bald guy. “It all started last Friday night. I was spying on your party. After everyone left, Honey wandered outside. The front door was wide open.”
“My fault,” Dunkum muttered.
“I sat on the curb just petting her,” Adam said.
“And then what happened?” Dunkum asked.
Adam sighed. “I saw a black jeep at the end of the street. It was real late, so I said good-bye to Honey and went home. I didn’t even suspect the bald guy of stealing Honey. Not till yesterday.”
Abby asked, “What made you curious about him?”
“You told me about your ad, remember?” Adam replied.
Dunkum felt a lump in his throat. Things were finally starting to make sense.
“How’d you ever find this house?” Eric asked.
“I called 9-1-1 and told the police what I’d seen.”
“So . . . where’s Honey now?” Dunkum asked.
“In the backyard, waiting to go home.” Adam got up and went around the side of the house. He returned with Honey.
The Cul-de-sac Kids cheered and rushed to her. Honey’s gentle eyes seemed to say, I’m glad you found me.
Dunkum thanked Adam for his detective work. “Ellen always believed Honey would be safe,” he said. “She missed her dog, but she never worried.”
“I should’ve told you right away what I saw,” Adam admitted. “Please tell Ellen I’m sorry I waited.”
“Why don’t you tell her yourself?” Dunkum said.
“Really?” Adam’s face burst into a giant grin. “Do you mean it?”
“Lickety-split!” Dunkum said to Honey. And she ran between him and Adam all the way back to Blossom Hill Lane.
Abby and the others dashed close behind. They arrived at Dunkum’s house, out of breath.
Dunkum told Adam about Honey’s ice-cream trick.
Adam’s eyes lit up. “Honey does tricks?”
Dunkum nodded and called to Ellen. “Guess who’s hungry for a vanilla cone!”
Ellen squealed with delight from her room. “Oh, come here, girl!”
Honey raced upstairs, tail wagging.
“Don’t forget about the reward money,” Abby said.
But Adam shook his head. “I didn’t do this for the money.” He looked straight at Dunkum. “But I do want something.”
Dunkum was sure what Adam wanted. The boy who needed a bath also needed a friend.

Hurrying inside to the kitchen, Dunkum opened the freezer. He reached for a box of ice cream. “It’s time to throw a party for a fellow detective.” He smiled at Adam Henny.
And Adam smiled back.
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