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Written By –

Prabir Rai Chaudhuri

Special Note:

Dear Readers,

The stories in this book are a work of fiction and are purely products of imagination. While they are meant to entertain and educate, please remember that they are not real-life scenarios. We urge parents and guardians to supervise their children when reading this book and ensure that they do not attempt to replicate any of the actions or events described in the stories.

We have made every effort to ensure that the stories are appropriate for children of all ages, but as each child is unique, please use your discretion when deciding whether the content is suitable for your child.

Thank you for choosing this book, and we hope you and your children enjoy reading these tales of adventure and mystery.

Sincerely,

DISCLAIMER

This book, " Adventures of Wonder Kids Thrilling Adventures and Perplexing Mysteries," is a work of fiction. The stories, characters, events, places, and plots portrayed in this book are purely imaginary and a product of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to real-life events, people, or places is entirely coincidental.

The author has taken great care to ensure that the information in this book is accurate and up-to-date. However, the author makes no representation or warranty that the information contained herein is correct, complete, or reliable.

The stories in this book are intended for entertainment purposes only. Children should not attempt to replicate any of the events or actions portrayed in these stories in real life. Parents should supervise their children's reading and should exercise caution when determining whether a particular story is appropriate for their child's age and maturity level.

The author disclaims all liability for any loss or damage, including but not limited to direct, indirect, incidental, special, or consequential damages arising out of or in connection with the use or inability to use this book or the information contained herein.

By purchasing and reading this book, you acknowledge and accept the terms of this disclaimer.

PREFACE

Dear Readers,

It is with great joy and excitement that I present to you "Adventures of Wonder Kids Thrilling Adventures and Perplexing Mysteries." This book is the result of my lifelong passion for writing and my sincere desire to bring joy and happiness to children.

As a child, I remember being transported to magical worlds through the pages of my favorite books. I was fascinated by the adventures and mysteries that unfolded before my eyes, and I wanted nothing more than to create my own stories that would capture the hearts and imaginations of young readers.

Writing this book has been a labor of love, and I have poured my heart and soul into each and every story. I have drawn inspiration from my own childhood, as well as the wonderful experiences and stories shared with me by my own children.

Through the pages of this book, you will embark on thrilling adventures with the Wonder Kids as they explore the mysteries of the world around them. From the depths of the ocean to the heights of the stars, they will encounter challenges and obstacles that will test their courage and ingenuity.

My hope is that this book will bring joy and happiness to all who read it. If it can bring a smile to just one child's face, then my hard work will have been rewarded. So I invite you to join me on this journey of wonder and discovery, and to let your imagination soar with the Wonder Kids.

Thank you for choosing "Adventures of Wonder Kids Thrilling Adventures and Perplexing Mysteries."
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A Riveting Tale of Friendship and Adventure
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Devil's Canyon is the name of a valley at the bottom of which flows a river, when it rains, especially in winter and spring. In summer, its dry bed reveals burning sand strewn with pebbles. Cluttered in some places with tree trunks and strewn with fallen land, it is dotted with hollows called tanks, where dirty water stagnates while waiting for the next rains.

Higher up in the mountains, lives Stella, ten years old, and surrounded by three little sisters. They have very pretty names, like her. Nicole, eight years old ,Daisy, six years old and Silver Fish, three years old.

Stella. You will often see her wearing blue denim overalls. Her all black hair is divided into two very pretty long braids that line her face. She lives with her family and her tribe in these high wooded hills, access to which is made difficult, because the only dirt road that leads there seems more like a barely rough track.

To go to school, she must first follow a narrow path for ten to fifteen minutes which descends between the fir trees and ends in the bed of sand and rocks of the dry torrent, most of the time. Then she walks about thirty minutes on the cluttered and shifting ground of the river. She then reaches the main road. There, she boards a bus that takes the children to Blanding. There are thirty minutes left on the road with friends and girlfriends.

Nearly an hour and a half to go to class in the morning, like in the evening to come back, including an hour of walking, with the two older of her little sisters...

Sophie  is also ten years old and has three little brothers. Tyler, eight, Gavin, six, and Parker, three. She lives with her parents in the mountains as well. You will often see her in jeans in winter or shorts in summer, a t-shirt, her jacket if it's cold and her sneakers. She wears boy's clothes, because they will be used by the little brothers later. She does, however, have a long ponytail that hugs her brown hair and falls to her lower back.

They live in a small wooden house along a dirt road. Several cabins as they say over there, several small chalets, surround the house, for the customers. The father dreams of making it a real hotel, but, unfortunately, for the moment the customers are waiting. The dirt road discourages people from using it, but later this track will become a main road, it seems, and then the trade will follow...

There are more children than wealth in Sophie , but don't think she's unhappy, not at all. She feels rich in the nature that surrounds her and lives happily near her parents. Their love replaces money. No electricity at home, so no TV. We eat meals outside in the summer. Mom cooks on the wood fire... Our friend loves her adventurous life.

In the morning, Sophie  goes to school holding her two little brothers, Tyler and Gavin, by the hand, Parker is still too young. It follows, for ten to fifteen minutes, a narrow path between red rocks and brambles of wild blackberries. She finds Stella at the dry torrent. One awaits the other.

They go together with the little brothers and little sisters, laughing and chatting on the sand and the pebbles of the dry river bed, jumping from one stone to another, stepping over a tree trunk, and, sometimes, skirting several large puddles of water that shimmer in the sun.

Everyone finally arrives at the main road. A few minutes of waiting and they get on one of those yellow buses called school buses. In the evening, they do everything in reverse.

When there is a storm, the wash, ie the torrent, fills with water and mud in a few minutes. Going up to the village of the Amerindians or to the future hotel of Sophie 's parents then becomes impossible.

On those days, Aunt Esther, an authoritarian old lady, welcomes all six of them to Blanding, near the school. She makes them work hard. Clean the cellars or the attic, wash the house, wax the parquet, cut the hedges or the grass in the garden. It depends on the weather and his mood. She always finds something to do. Girls must learn to keep a household, she asserts, stern and ruthless. Later, they will have to manage a house, she says to justify herself.

Our friends avoid it as much as they can...better to come home all soaked with rain.

One Friday, after school, the six children looked at the sky with concern. The storm threatened. Yes, but we were on the eve of the weekend. Above all, the older girls didn't want to spend the evening listening to Aunt Esther gossip and then the next day cleaning up for her. They boarded the bus, despite the fearful and anxious gaze of the youngest, forced to follow the big sisters.

When the bus dropped them at the entrance to the valley, they rushed to the still dry ground of the river. They were all walking briskly, schoolbags on their backs. They arrived not far from the place where the two families separate and climb each on its side, in the direction of their dwelling. This very steep passage lets you see, a good fifteen meters higher, a dirt road that overlooks the valley.

A car had just skidded and slid several meters. She was clinging to the side of the cliff, her hood battered, against a tree that prevented her from descending lower for the moment.

The children saw a man's head against the shattered windshield.

Without hesitating for a second and forbidding the little ones to follow them, our friends decided to go and rescue him. Just at this moment, the first drops of the announced storm began to fall, these large drops which burst on the ground and wet here and there, the stones, the sand, the dead leaves.

Climbing this almost sheer wall was not easy. It was necessary to cling here to a rock, there to the roots of a tree, then to a branch, to avoid prickly plants and brambles. The two friends progressed slowly, testing the solidity of each root and each stone before settling there so as not to tumble. The little ones observed and admired the courage, audacity and agility of the big sisters.

Finally, they reached the vehicle. The man seemed fainted. They called him. He opened his eyes. The raindrops were now falling tighter and tighter and the storm rumbled its anger and violence.

-Come on sir. You have to get out of your car. We'll take you to the hospital. You can't stay there. The car is in danger of slipping and falling into the precipice, because of the storm.

The driver suffered from one or two broken ribs. He painfully got out of his car. Each movement drew a cry from him. At every moment, his movements risked destabilizing the vehicle.

The girls considered for a moment bringing the little ones and carrying the injured man back to the road. Of course, it leads to Sophie 's parents' house, but this track winds through the valley and hugs every curve and relief. There were still fourteen kilometers to walk, under the storm which was becoming more and more violent...

After some thought, they decided to hurry down with the injured man to the river bed. It would soon become impassable because of the mud that was gradually forming in the pouring rain. Turning fast enough to the right, they could follow a path that leads to old Chesler's house.

It's a log cabin, with a barn next to it, abandoned for almost twenty years. However, it seems that a family occupied it for a few months before returning to the West. 

The girls, the boys, and their protege arrived soaked at old Chesler's house. The rain, violent, drummed on the heads and shoulders and flowed down the hair. The clothes were heavy and stuck to the skin. The thunder and the flashes encouraged with great noise the storm to relentlessly attack its victims who were already shivering with cold.

They entered inside the shelter. Stella with Nicole and Daisy, Sophie  with Tyler and Gavin and the injured of course. He immediately slid down the wooden wall and sat down on the dirty, dusty floor of the abandoned, empty shack.  

The torrential rain pattered on the roof of the old chalet. Lightning regularly illuminated the room invaded by a few cobwebs. The claps of thunder resounded and surprised by their force. 

Several times the girls wondered anxiously if the house would last another night or if their shelter might collapse on top of them.

Dust, cobwebs, a slight musty smell and some mold reigned in the room between the walls and the wooden floor. The barn adjoining the hall was accessed through a narrow open French window. She was empty.

The little sisters of Stella demanded their supper. Sophie 's little brothers too. The two oldest were also hungry. Sophie  took Tyler and Gavin by the hand and explained to them that we wouldn't have anything to eat tonight. You must already have been very happy to be sheltered from the rain. We would sleep here on the floor and tomorrow morning we would find mom and dad, little brother Parker, and a good breakfast.

"He's lucky," Gavin muttered. He doesn't need to go to school. He doesn't have to walk every morning and every evening and then he gets his bottles.

-You are much too big to take a bottle, Gavin, smiled the big sister.

-I may be too big to take a bottle but I would drink it well if given to me. And it's your fault we're hungry and cold. All we had to do was go to Aunt Esther's.

Sophie  said nothing.

Stella and her little sisters were also hungry. Our Native American friend spoke to them in her own way. She explained to them that they are part of the Anasasi tribe and must therefore be courageous. Anasasis children do not complain of being hungry or thirsty or tired. The little sisters had to prove themselves worthy of their courageous ancestors.

Sophie  looked at her friend and smiled at her while the other proudly returned her gaze. The man was listening to them talk but he was apparently in too much pain to be able to participate in their conversation.

-We escaped Aunt Esther, rejoices Sophie . And our parents are not worried. They think we're safe in Blanding.

The little ones slept on the floor, without a blanket, without a mattress, without anything. They fell asleep pretty quickly.

The two eldest, Sophie  and Stella, got to know their protege in a little more depth. He explained his job as a prospector. He was looking for places where oil could be found. He evoked his interminable peregrinations on the tracks of the West.

The girls talked about their lives, about school, about their hopes. What they wanted to do, later, the trips and big cities they dreamed of.

Then they lay down near the little ones. These children have a hard life and sleeping on the floor on planks does not bother them. They do not know comfort and are hardly cozy. The two friends closed their eyes and fell asleep in turn.

The rain was easing a little but the wind was still blowing hard, twisting the branches of the trees. We could hear the fir trees whistling.

Suddenly in the middle of the night, Sophie  woke up with a start. She had just heard creaking, sounds of wood moaning. In addition, the rain came back in force at times and drummed on the roof. The tastes followed one another, violent.

Suddenly there was a terrible crack. Stella opened his eyes in turn. They looked toward the door that separated the two rooms of old Chesler's house. The building adjoining the chalet, the barn, had collapsed. Several planks of the floor had just lifted.

In the light of the moon, which sometimes appeared between the clouds, the two friends saw something gleaming under the floorboard that had just been ripped out.

They stood up and looked at the injured man. He seemed asleep. The four little ones, Tyler, Gavin, Nicole and Buttercup were also asleep.

The two friends crossed the narrow passage and managed to enter the next room through the opening. There, under the disjointed planks, they saw a kind of small wooden box. They grabbed it and came back carrying it into the room where the others lay.

Sophie  took a penknife from her jeans pocket. She slipped the pointed, moon-glinting blade between the slits in the box and had little difficulty opening it. It contained a very cute little doll and a letter addressed to a girl named Alice.

- Dear Alice. We go to California my parents, my brother and me. I don't have time to go to your place. I'm leaving your doll in the box with this message. You know the hiding place under the floor and I'm sure you'll come for news. Regarding our secret, go to Butlewash and enter the kiva. There were four. I leave you two. Ben and I are taking the other two. I hope to see you again one day... I kiss you. Your friend, Mary. (and Reuben).
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