[image: cover-image, The Mystery of the Toxic Tide]

 

The Toxic Tide

 

Pebble Beach Mysteries #2

 

 

 

By Willow Night

Illustrated by Driss Chaoui

Copyright 2025 by Willow Night.

All rights reserved.

Pebble Beach Mysteries:

#1 The Sinister Sound

#2 The Toxic Tide 

#3 The Haunted Lighthouse

Sycamore Street Mysteries:

#1 The Mystery of the Haunted House

#2 The Mystery of the Toxic Playground

#3 The Mystery of the Stolen Necklace

#4 The Mystery of the Missing Books

#5 The Mystery of the Old Town Hall

#6 The Sycamore Conspiracy

Sycamore Street Mysteries (Collection)

 

 




Chapter 1


Zoey woke up when she felt her little dog Skippy squirming by her feet. She snuggled deeper into her covers, breathing in the smell of the salty air. Zoey’s window was left open last night and now it was chilly in her faded yellow bedroom. She cracked one eye open and looked down to her feet. 

Zoey looked over the quilt that her grandmother had made, and out the little window in her bedroom in the beach house at Pebble Beach. She could see the docks and the water of the bay. With the sun just peeking over the water, the sky was covered in pink and orange. The water’s colors were blues and pinks that shimmered. 

Skippy squirmed again. He wanted to get up and go outside. 

“Skippy,” Zoey said. “If you want to go out, go down to the kitchen and Dad will let you out. I’m going to stay here a few more minutes.” She cuddled down under the quilt.

A little while later, Zoey jerked awake to see that the whole sun was above the horizon and shining into her room, which was already starting to warm up. She jumped out of bed and pulled a hoodie out of her dresser and ran downstairs to find Skippy sitting with Dad in the kitchen. 

“Oops,” she said as soon as she walked into the kitchen, “I forgot to write in my journal.” She ran back upstairs. This summer Zoey had decided to keep a journal, after she had an unusual and thrilling event with her cousins Sam and Morgan.

The three kids had been looking into a strange rumble happening in the water of the bay. They figured out that it was coming from illegal sonic searching. People from the oil company were looking for oil in the bay against the law, and hurting the fish and turtles with the sounds of their sonic air cannons. 

Dad spoke and cut into Zoey’s train of thought. 

“Let me make you some tea first, Zoey. The kettle is already hot.” Dad had his mug of tea. His favorite was a kind of smelly tea, a tea that was smoked. Zoey didn't like her tea smelling like someone had burnt it in a campfire. Dad put a peppermint tea bag in a mug, poured the water over it, and handed it to Zoey. 

“Thanks, Dad.” she told him as she reached for the cup and carried it back to her room. She sat at her little desk and opened up her journal. Not a lot had happened yesterday, so she didn’t have much to report. 

Zoey thought again, but couldn't remember any of her dreams. So she started to write about what she thought she might do today. Today she and Sam were planning to play a board game and maybe go into town to get lemonade from the café.

If it got really hot again after lunch she'd probably go swimming again. When it was hot and sunny at Pebble Beach, Zoey liked to go swimming every day. After she sketched out these plans in her journal, she tucked it inside the little drawer in her desk. Zoey took a few more sips of tea and brought the rest of it back downstairs.

“Hi again,” she greeted Dad. 

“What are you up to this morning?” he asked. 

“Well, Sam and I might play a board game if he gets up and if we have all the pieces.”

“Oh, he’s up. I saw Sam and Morgan down by the docks,” Dad told her.

“Okay, thanks, Dad.” Zoey said. “Come on, Skippy,” she called as she slipped on her flip-flops and headed out the sliding glass door to find her cousins.

An hour later, Sam and Zoey were sitting across from each other at the sunny table on the deck playing Scrabble. Scrabble wasn't Zoey's favorite game. But it was a good game to play at the beach. It took a while, but you don’t have to focus that hard. At least, Zoey didn't focus that hard.

Right now she was ahead of Sam. She thought she wouldn’t be for long since Sam was always looking for super clever spots to put his words. He would often beat Zoey unless she got lucky with a bingo word with seven letters. 

While they played, they were munching on toast. Just toast with butter for Zoey, but Sam liked his toast with jam. Mom and Dad were sitting in the kitchen, talking in low voices. Zoey half listened as she moved the letters around on her tray, trying to figure out if there was a word she could play.

“There's really two issues,” Mom said to Dad. “One is getting to the bottom of where the garbage is coming from. And the second is to figure out how to clean it up on such a large scale.”

￼[image: Chapter_Illustrations-1.png]

“The rules for dumping are very strict,” Dad said back. “And they're posted everywhere.”

“I can't believe somebody around Pebble Beach thinks it's okay to throw that kind of garbage in the bay,” Mom murmured. “Ms. Joan said they're having issues with the turtles because of all of the plastics, in particular the small stuff.”

Ms. Joan ran the Turtle Rescue next door to the family beach houses. Most of the turtles she rescued were hurt in some way, but Zoey hadn't heard about turtles getting hurt by plastic.

Mom went on, “They've hired a guard at the marina for a night watch. We've never had to have anything like that around here before. I guess they think somebody's dumping garbage in the bay at the marina.”

Dad said, “It might be from a boat, but it's so much garbage. It seems more likely it's coming off from land.”

Zoey decided ‘scram’ was not going to work. Instead she went with ‘flan’, which she was pretty sure was a fancy kind of breakfast food. Sam followed up with ‘happy’ with the Y on a triple letter.

As Zoey nibbled her last bite of toast she felt her stomach growl. She always needed a lot of food in the summer, when she was running around all day at the beach house. 

“Mom, do we have any bagels?” Zoey called in through the screen door. 

“We're out of bagels. Sorry, Zo.” Mom called back. Zoey looked at Sam. Sam had heard Mom and Dad talk about the garbage, too. The bagel store was down by the marina where they might get more info about this strange problem.

“You did just eat three slices of toast,” Mom added doubtfully. 

“We might want bagels for lunch,” Zoey said and looked at Sam. Sam nodded and whispered back.

“Let us venture into the bustling market square to acquire these delicious rounds of bready goodness. We may discover clues to the enigma of the baffling debris being dumped in the Darkcoil River.”

Zoey giggled. Sam liked to pretend he was a Mistwalker in the imaginary realm of Shadowglen, and that he and Zoey were on a quest there as they battled the evil Servants of the Vortex.

Sam laid out his word on the Scrabble board and stood up. “Zoey and I can go pick them up.”

“I think it’s a great idea,” said Dad. “Now I can stay home and relax and still get bagels. Hang on, I've got a ten in here somewhere.” He went digging around in his wallet.

“Let me just get some stuff,” said Sam, “and I'll meet you back here in five minutes.”
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