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Nick looked over at Danny, noticing the sly grin on his friend’s face. “What are you cracking up about?” he asked, giving Danny a look.

“Because you’re scared,” Nick chuckled, shaking his head. “I never imagined that a big guy like you would be scared of a little ghost.”

“I’m not scared,” Nick said, rolling his eyes and focusing on the dirt path in front of them. The sun was starting to set, and the only light that he saw was the slight glimmer of the sun’s rays on the water.

They walked in silence for a moment while Nick tried to get his bearing. He wasn’t a big fan of ghosts or ghost stories, but Danny had dared him to come down to Sherlock Lake. He couldn’t resist a dare. Besides, if he didn’t go through with it, he knew that Danny would make fun of him.

Danny was new in town. He had moved into the house next to Nick’s parents, and he was the only kid in town that didn’t have to ask permission to leave when he wanted. He didn’t have to worry about annoying teachers or living up to the standards that high school life came with. He was homeschooled, and since Danny was so smart and had such flexibility in his home life, he also had a lot of time to get into trouble. That was something that Danny was good at.

“We’re almost there,” Danny smiled, pointing to the water that was almost at their feet.

“Okay, so what do we do when we get there?” Nick asked. “It’s not like we have a boat. How are we going to know if this ghost is even going to show himself if we aren’t on the water?”

“I got that taken care of,” Danny said, signaling to his left.

Nick looked over and noticed and old wooden boat sitting by a nearby tree. The boat looked like it had been made years ago. The paint was peeling, and the wood that was visible looked worn. “Is that thing even going to get us out there?”

“It should,” Danny replied. “Besides, it was all I could get. Don’t complain.”

“Fine,” Nick said as they walked toward the small boat and pushed it into the water. He seated himself across from Danny, grabbing a paddle from the side, and the two slowly pushed themselves on the water. “Where did you get this thing anyhow?” Nick questioned, wondering who in this town would have a boat so old.
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