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Murder’s Not Cool

By David Perlmutter

1.

Harry, Babs, Joyce and I were hanging out on the beach when it happened. That’s not too surprising, since the four of us usually hang out there together on the weekends. There isn’t a whole lot for twelve-year-olds to do in a small Pacific coast town like Rock Cove. Hell, we have to go up north to British Columbia if we want to get up to any serious mischief, since most days there isn’t too much of consequence that goes on around here. Or so you’d think. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

It was late in the afternoon when the whole deal went down. We had just finished our first round of Cokes and were preparing to return to the snack bar for more when we spotted the dead body. Or rather, I spotted it—bobbing up and down in the water just across from us on the shoreline, in the water—and let the others know about it, mostly by the scared, stuttering reaction I usually exhibit when I see something creepy.

“What’s the matter, Sheldon?” Joyce asked me, but she figured it out right away as soon as she turned over my way and spotted the body herself. They don’t call her “Poindexter” around the school for nothing!

“What is it, Shel?” added Babs. “A politician?” This latter remark was inspired by my supposedly “irrational” fear of this group of people.

“It don’t look like one,” said Harry, viewing the body through his binoculars. “Clothes aren’t expensive enough. You’re safe, Shel!”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Ha, ha!” said Joyce sarcastically. “All right, enough with the jokes! There’s a dead body in the water out there, and we’ve got to identify it!”

“Why have we got to do it?” Babs whined.

“You see anybody else around here?” Joyce countered.

Harry, Babs and I shook our heads.

“My point exactly!”

We discarded our shoes and socks, rolled up our pant legs (all except Joyce, who was wearing a black skirt), and we each took hold of one limb and brought the body onto the shore. It was when we turned it over, face up, that we really got shocked.

The body was that of our friend and middle-school classmate Francy Goldenson!

I was so shocked that I came close to tearing out all of my brown hair. The color nearly drained out of Harry’s black face. Joyce took off her glasses and started crying. Only Babs seemed to react without obvious emotion; she had her reputation as a tomboy to consider, after all. It was Joyce who spoke first.

“It’s Francy!” she wailed. “And she’s…dead!”

Babs wouldn’t have us wimp out like that. She stood between us and the body, her arms heavily muscled from her many athletic endeavors, and grunted for our attention as she shook her strawberry blonde hair in the wind.

“Snap out of it, guys!” she demanded. “There’s nothing we can do about it. She’s gone!”

“Don’t be mean, Babs!” Joyce said, wiping her eyes and putting her glasses back on. “Our friend is dead!”

“Sure, but that doesn’t mean you three have to be weepy wimps about it!” replied Babs. “I’m as upset as you are, but you don’t see me cryin’ over spilt milk!”

“But there must be something we can do!” said Harry, brushing a hand through his hair.

“There is!” I added solemnly. “I can tell Mrs. Goldenson what happened. Besides, she might know something about this.” I pointed to a pearl I had found in the water bobbing next to the body, quite obviously detached from what had once been a string around the body’s neck.
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