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Logan Pryce knelt down on the bank of Juniper Creek and sifted through the carpet of stones. Big ones, little ones, bumpy ones, flat ones—there were so many to choose from!


“Logan, it’s still your turn,” his sister Tess reminded him. She hoisted up the hem of her flower-print dress as she waded barefoot through the cool water.




“My stone went four skips, and Tess’s stone went five,” Anthony Bruna said, who was Logan’s best friend.


“Then mine shall go six skips!” Logan announced.


He picked up a smooth gray stone the size of a silver dollar and pitched it into the creek. Splish! Splash! Splosh! It sank below the surface after three skips.
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“Aw, that’s too bad,” Anthony said, patting Logan on the back. “Do you want to try again?”


“Nah. Let’s fish instead,” Logan suggested.


“I could run home and get us a couple of poles?” Anthony offered.


Tess frowned at the sky, which swirled with gold and purple clouds. “The sun’s starting to go down. Pa will be home soon for supper. Your pa, too, Anthony.”
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“I guess we’d better head on home, then,” said Logan, peering around for his dog. “Wait, where’s Skeeter?”
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“He’s probably chasing rabbits,” replied Tess. She cupped her hands over her mouth. “Skeeter!”


“Skeeter!” Logan shouted.


“Skeeter!” Anthony joined in.
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Woof! Woof! Woof! They heard Skeeter’s bark coming from the forest next to the creek.


“Skeeter! Come on, boy!” Logan called out as loudly as he could.
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Woof! Skeeter barked again. But still, he didn’t appear.




Logan sighed and marched into the forest to look for him. Tess and Anthony followed. Beech and sugar maple trees made a canopy over their heads and blocked out the sun. Deep shadows stretched across the dirt path and made it seem like night.
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    Logan wished he had a lamp to light the way. “Skeeter! Time to go home!”


Just then Skeeter burst out of a thicket of witch hazel shrubs. Burrs and leaves clung to his honey-colored coat.
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“There you are, boy! Where have you been?” Logan asked.


Skeeter barked, spun around, and ran back into the shrubs.


“Skeeter! Wait!” Logan ordered.


“Maybe he found something,” said Tess.




“Maybe it’s treasure!” Anthony added.


The three children dashed after Skeeter. They came upon him sitting at the base of a maple tree, his tail whipping back and forth.
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“What is it, boy?” asked Logan.


Skeeter pointed his nose to the sky. Logan followed his gaze.


A flash of white rippled through the highest branches of the tree. The leaves shook and shivered. Then everything was silent and still.


“D-did you both see that?” Logan stammered.
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