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Publisher's Note

The Peabody Series presents the adventures of a group of friends  from the First Bible Church of Peabody, Wisconsin. Some of the same characters appear in several of the books, but each adventure belongs to a different member of the group. First it was Penny in Derwood, Inc., and now Scruggs in A Dangerous Game. Each character has their own battles on the inside and on the outside, and each has their own discoveries to make: whether it is calm and resourceful Penny; her brother, the handsome and quick-witted Jack; or their friend Scruggs, the tough, sober member of the group who is new to the faith.

Christian children, parents, and educators have already acknowledged the Peabody Series as something refreshingly new—an incorporation of high and gripping adventure with humor and an emphasis on personal integrity founded on faith.
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Off the Ground

Penny was in charge of getting us to Uncle Bill's motel, which is why I can only give a sketchy account of where we were when everything happened. Penny could be more exact about the airport, but of course after that she wouldn't be able to be more exact than me. But as for me, I'm not even sure where the airport was. Once you get out of Boston, you're flying over "the real New England." That's what everyone on the plane kept saying.

We'd be looking down at mountains, and someone would say, "Yup, that's the real New England!" as though Boston had only been a cleverly contrived fake or some type of tourist trap that snapped up the unwary. And a stewardess, walking by, would nod and say, "Yup, it's the real New England. Don't see foliage like that anywhere else, do you?"

The tiny plane we'd picked up in Boston was a commuter. Just think of a sardine can with wings, propelled by rubber bands, and you'll get the idea. Scruggs, needless to say, was sick. He hadn't wanted to come in the first place, but I'd talked him into it, and  my  Uncle  Bill and Aunt Betty  had called  him  up to ask him especially. Scruggs had met my Uncle Bill and Aunt Betty about a year before. You can read about his adventures in San Francisco in A Dangerous Game.

Jean, though not sick, was really pale. She'd held out fine as long as we'd been riding in something nice and big like a 727, but the commuter flight kept reminding her that she was hanging between earth and sky with no visible means of support.

Penny, as usual, was in control of everything including herself. She was sitting next to Annette, which didn't make her very happy, and Jean was in the aisle seat, hugging the armrests and looking across me to Scruggs, who had his head in his hands.

As for me, I was really happy. I'd saved up all my

money since who-knows-when and had made one of those once-in-a-lifetime purchases that everyone  ooohs and aahs over: a 35-millimeter camera. And now we were going to the very farthest part of New Hampshire, and I was planning on getting shots of the mountains, shots of deer, and shots of moose. I had every kind of lens imaginable in my big camera case.

"Jack, I wish you'd quit swinging that camera case around," Penny said.

"Shhh," Scruggs said with a moan. He dropped his head back onto his knees.

"It's getting in the flight attendant's way," she added in a whisper. I made a face at her, but I quit swinging the case. Penny's all right, but having to sit next to Annette had put her into a really bad mood, and whenever she gets into a bad mood, she pulls out her big-sister routine and bosses everyone around.

I had the camera around my neck because I wanted to look like a tourist. Everyone else on the plane did, and I wanted to blend in and act natural.

"Jack's so immature," Annette added.

“Hey!” I challenged her. "Define maturity. I've got a 35 millimeter camera, and you don't."

"Would you please be quiet?" Scruggs moaned again. "When is this flight going to end?"

The plane's interior was dark, but we had the little lamps over our seats turned on. Penny glanced at her watch. "Twenty-four more minutes," she said. "Then we pick up the airport's van, and it takes us to Littleton."

"How long does that take?" I asked. 

"Uncle Bill said it could take as long as two and a half hours if lots of people get on with us," she said. "Aunt Betty said normally it takes about an hour and a half."

The plane suddenly jolted.

Scruggs sprang to life. "What was that?" he yelled. "What was that!"

"Wind," I told him.

He glanced at me and then put his head back into his hands. "Oh." And then he mumbled, mostly to himself, "What am I doing here?"

I think that everybody other than Penny and me was asking that question. Penny and I have been out to see my Uncle Bill and Aunt Betty before—in San Francisco. They don't have any children, and they really like having us visit. But their latest invitation, which had at first been extended to Penny and me alone, had suddenly, and warmly, included Jean as being of age. And then we'd found out that they'd invited Scruggs to come up to see them, too. And somehow at the last minute my mom had told us that Annette was coming as well.

Maybe, if you know much about Penny and me, you know about Annette. She's a year younger than Penny and is kind of always trying to get up to Penny's level, if you know what I mean.

Annette always knows her verses in Sunday school (so does Penny, but for different reasons, I think), and Annette always knows who doesn't know their verses. Overall, she's the kind of kid who reminds the teacher to collect the homework. She used to really run Jean, who's kind of meek, and she still bosses Jean around a lot, if we let her. But mostly she'd set her sights on Penny, trying to get Penny to like her and trying to act like she and Penny were really the best of friends, although they hide it well.

Well, anyway, not one of us had given a thought to having Annette come along. But suddenly she was one of us. And it hadn't been much fun so far because she really couldn't stand Scruggs.

The plane at last tilted to one side, leveled again, and began its descent. Scruggs gave a shuddering sigh. Jean remained rigid.

I'd gotten a lot of gadgets to go with my camera, and so I fished out my infrared flash. I fixed it onto the camera so that I'd be ready as soon as we got off the plane, I wanted to get a picture of it at night. The plane against the dark mountains.

"Is your seat belt on, Jack?" Annette asked.

"Cool it, Annette," I said. Penny was on a kick to be nice to Annette, but I wasn't. If she was going to come along, she was going to learn not to boss me around.

Annette whispered something to Penny, and Penny grunted in answer. Penny wasn't very happy about this adventure, and I felt unsure. I wasn't sure even then if it was going to be fun or not.

As it turned out, it was a lot more fun, and a lot more awful, than anything I'd ever been through before.
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Chapter Two
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In a Fix

It was pretty dark when we got off the plane. The airport was what I would call Advanced Stone Age: a glassed-in hallway with a small control tower. The plane landed and was the only plane on the runway or anywhere near it. 

Two men rolled big set of portable stairs up to the plane, and everybody exited out onto the runway. The flight crew simply carted all the luggage that was inside the plane out onto the tarmac, and they piled it up there for the passengers to sort out and take away. Then they left.

"I wish Uncle Bill could have come to get us," Jean said. She'd never flown anywhere before, and I could see that she felt a little lost.

"He wanted to, but that case he's on has got him all tied up," Penny said. "Don't worry. He'll take care of us. He called ahead about the airport van and made sure it was all right. Jack, what are you doing? It's too dark for pictures!"

"Not with my infrared flash!" I sighted up at the plane, focused as best as I could, and took the picture. "There!" I exclaimed. "Welcome to New Hampshire!"

"Vermont," Scruggs reminded me. He seemed to be feeling better now that the flight was over. "We're still in Vermont. We'll cross into New Hampshire in the van."

"Developing pictures costs money," Annette scolded. "What's the use of taking pictures of the dark?" 

"A lot you know," I began.

"Whoa!" Penny yelled. "Let's get our stuff and get the van. Then you can argue as much as you want."

"We weren't arguing," I said.

"Come on, Jack," Scruggs added. "Let's get our stuff."

Most of the people had been commuters without much luggage, and by now they were all drifting toward the so-called terminal. As we were gathering up our suitcases and knapsacks, a van came bouncing over a narrow service road and drove up alongside the plane.

"You the airport van?" Penny asked.

"Sure." The driver leaned his head out of the window. "Lotta' stuff there. You moving up here?"

Penny grimaced. "No, it's just a visit. We're here to see our aunt and uncle."

"I'll get out and give you a hand."

He helped us load our stuff into the van. As we were doing that, Jean said, "Oh look, there goes another van out there onto the highway. I didn't know this place got so many people to use so many vans."

"Oh sure," he said cheerfully. "Vermont's a nice tourist stop. It's real New England, if you know what I mean." But he quickened his pace with throwing our stuff into the van, as though wanting to give room to the next van.

"By now we do," I mumbled.

"Lotta' folks come up here just to hunt," he added. "Or hike. They take transport out to their favorite hideaway and foot it from there on until they go back home." He slammed the back doors shut. "Hop in."

"Do you know how to get to where we're going?" Penny asked as we all climbed in. "It's all the way in Littleton, but my uncle said he called."

The driver nodded as he hurried around to his side of the van. "Sure. That's no problem. I've carted folks farther than that. Everybody on! Which cabin is he staying at?"

He meant motel cabins. Penny told him, and we all climbed in.

In the darkness of the van I took off the infrared flash and put it back in the case, but I left the camera hanging around my neck.

We were all dog-tired. There were four long seats in the back. Scruggs and I shared one, and we let the girls each take one apiece.

"What brings you up here this time of year?" the driver asked as we pulled out. "An't you got school?"

"Teachers' in-service," Penny told him. "That lasts three days, and the principal let us take two more as long as we made up the work."

"We're all honor roll students," Annette added. Then she glanced at Scruggs. "Almost all, anyway."

He opened one eye and grinned at her without saying anything. She gave a little flounce of her shoulders and turned forward in her seat.

The ride took a long, long time. Penny asked the guy once if we were almost there. There was nothing to look at in the darkness. The van was winding its way through the White Mountains.

" 'Bout halfway," he told her. "These old vans don't make such good time, but they get you there."

Scruggs was already asleep, and so was Jean. I felt sure that Penny would stay awake, so I fell asleep, too.

The last thing that I remember was the pleasant jolting of the van on the highway, and feeling a little too warm because all the windows were closed. A long time later, I realized that everything was very still. I opened my eyes and saw that the sun was coming up. Coming up p over mountains that were tipped with snow. It was beautiful, and I remembered that we were in New England (the real New England) for a week with Uncle Bill. Then I realized that we were still in the van, and that it was cold.

I sat up and looked around. Penny, Annette, Scruggs, Jean—they were all sprawled in their seats, asleep. The driver was gone. The van was silent. We were out in the woods somewhere, and there was no road, only a double-rutted trail.

"Hey!" I exclaimed. "Hey! Penny! Scruggs! We've been left somewhere!"

Scruggs sleepily lifted up his head, cringing from a cramp in his neck. "What?" he asked.

I bolted to the side door and pulled it open, then jumped down outside the van. The air was chill and crisp. It was early November. That was the first thought that hit me—we might not be dressed warmly enough for the weather.
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