
Chapter One 

 

Despite the light of the sun beating down on her back, Laura could still see her breath 

every time she exhaled into the cold. She and Ashley were presently walking from school to 

deliver classwork to Ned. Time seemed much slower as they desperately searched for a case to 

entertain themselves, but nothing seemed on the horizon. It’d become even worse now that Ned 

was home sick. “Ugh...club meetings have become so boring,” Ashley complained. “I want to 

beat something up. Laura, do you know someone I can go beat up?” 

“I don’t think you should alieve your boredom with violence,” she pointed out. The rabbit 

worried often that her friend would one day do something so brash that she got into real trouble. 

“I mean, I guess you could beat someone up in a videogame or something instead...if you really 

have to, I mean.”  

The cat shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not the same.” 

Just as Laura opened her mouth to lecture her, a loud siren filled the air around them as 

two police cars raced past. “That’s weird,” she commented. “It looks like they’re heading to your 

house.” Closing her eyes, Laura felt a slight tingling in her nose, a sign that meant trouble. “And 

it’s not good.”  

“Let me guess. Your psychic powers told you?” 

“Don’t you start with that, too.” Laura huffed. In their first case, Ned had agreed to help 

Laura find and put a ghost to rest. It was during that case that Ned ‘discovered’ her powers. At 

first, they’d had a big fight about it and she almost lost him. But she decided that instead, she’d 

play along, even if she didn’t really believe it. “I don’t have powers, I just have a feeling is all.” 
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“Honestly Laura, if you don’t believe that, you shouldn’t let Ned think you do. He gets 

carried away with this sort of thing. Besides, I’m not so sure he’s completely wrong. Your 

‘feelings’ tend to be spookily accurate.”  

That was exactly why Laura didn’t want to have them. “Let’s just hurry,” she sighed, the 

two girls quickening their pace. When they arrived at ‘Ashley’s house, however, they found that 

the cars were not in front of her’s, but Ned’s house next door. Laura’s nose began to tingle 

again as the front door opened. “Uh-oh.” Two large dogs in police uniforms led out an older 

female prairie dog. “Is that Ned’s Mom? Why are they arresting her?” 

“That’s his sister, Christie. Just as a head’s up, don’t mention Ned’s parents around him. 

It’s a touchy subject.” Ashley replied, her tail twitching nervously. Despite the amount of trouble 

the cat usually gave him, Laura could always feel that her friend had a soft spot for Ned. 

“Maybe something happened, and they need her to answer questions?” Laura 

suggested, until the officers turned Christie around and slapped a pair of handcuffs onto her 

wrists. Once restrained they roughly pushed her into the back of one of the cars. “Or not…” 

As the police cars pulled away, the girls witnessed a shocked Ned stumble weakly out of 

the house before letting out a fierce series of coughs. The two girls were beside him almost 

instantly, helping him back into his house. “Ned, what happened?” Ashley demanded.  

“They...they arrested her. They arrested Christie,” he wheezed before having another 

coughing fit.  

Laura took his hand in hers and led him to the couch, making him lay down. “Ashley get 

him some water or orange juice if they have it.”  

“Ugh...I hate orange juice,” he muttered. 

“That’s probably why you’re sick,” she lectured. “Just relax, okay? Don’t use up your 

energy.” Laura’s mother was often similarly childish, so whenever she became sick, it was up to 
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the young rabbit to take care of her. Truthfully, she was the sort of person that cared more about 

other people anyway, so she really didn’t mind. It did trouble her, however, that Ned had 

become so sick, especially since it was from standing in the rain for her case. 

Ned sniffled, reaching with a trembling paw towards the tissues that were on the table, 

just as Laura slid them a little closer. Blowing his nose, he looked at the two with a sigh. “Why 

are you guys here anyway? Aren’t you supposed to be at the club with Rocky?” 

Returning to his side, the cat handed him the glass of orange juice, causing him to 

grimace. A pleading look from Laura, however, proved to override his preferences. Gulping 

down the juice he detested, he waited expectantly for their answer. “We’re delivering 

homework.” The cat explained, still wanting to address his sister’s criminal activity. “We haven’t 

had another case yet, so we adjourned early. Besides, it seems like your life has suddenly 

become far more interesting. What happened exactly?” 

“I don’t know.” Ned admitted. “The police said it was arson, but it doesn’t make any 

sense. My sister wouldn’t have committed arson. All she did was go to ask for her job back at 

the restaurant. They told her no, so she left.”  

“Or so she says!” Ashley declared, prompting Ned to shoot her a stern glare. “Sorry,” the 

cat mumbled, lowering her head.  

“I’m sure you’re right, Ned,” Laura chimed in. “Once you’re feeling up to it, maybe we can 

do some investigating of our own.” 

He cocked an eyebrow at her. “You want to investigate this? It doesn’t exactly scream 

paranormal.” 

“You helped my friend when he needed it most. I can’t just let you suffer through this. 

We’ll find a way to help her, all right?” Her paw took his, the two of them sharing a gaze that 

made Ashley want to gag.  
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“Thanks, Laura,” Ned mumbled shyly as he tugged his paw from her grip. Ever since he 

was young, the prairie dog wasn’t a fan of being touched. It was only recently that he’d made 

Laura an exception to his rule. She still wasn’t entirely sure why he did, but for someone as 

affectionate as Laura, it was a compliment within itself.  

The rabbit’s ears twitched as she remembered another reason she’d visited. “Oh! Ned, 

Rocky finally printed the article about our next case.” Reaching into her pocket, she pulled up a 

folded clipping from the school paper and passed it to him. “It’s about our last case,” she 

explained. 

“You know I can read right?” He grumbled, his eyes scanning the words quickly as he 

read it out loud. “Last week, the school’s Paranormal Investigation Club managed to unearth the 

cremated remains of an older student on the grounds, putting an end to a mischievous spirit. 

Thanks to the efforts of Rocky Nelson, the school is now safe from the angry poltergeist. 

Returning the remains to the deceased’s family, Nelson also refused the reward money, as he 

was quoted saying, ‘It just didn’t feel right.’ Now that the school is safe once again, he intends to 

look into further cases around the town, in addition to his post here at the school paper.” Ned’s 

eyes widened with every word, his entire body shaking in anger. “I’m going to kill him,” he 

growled. “I’m going to freaking kill him!” Turning to the other two, he waved the paper in front of 

them. “He took all the credit for our case!” 

“Let me see that,” Ashley instructed, snatching the paper from his paws to read it herself. 

“Now I’m going to kill him!” Just as she got up, Laura immediately stood between her and the 

door. While Ned often spoke out in anger, it was typically only Ashely who acted on it. “Laura, 

move so I can punch his stupid face in.”  

“Come on guys,” she tried. “I’m sure if we just talk to Rocky, we can make him do a 

reprint. Besides, he did mention the club. That’s what’s really important, isn’t it?” 

© J. C. Roberts 2017 



“For once, I agree with Ashley,” Ned protested. “He took credit for turning down the 

reward money! what sort of bogus is that? If anything, he was the one who wanted us to take 

the money..”  

“I thought you said that helping people was more important than popularity, Ned,” Laura 

pointed out, trying to calm him down.  

“That doesn’t mean I want him taking credit for something he didn’t do! He didn’t even 

mention any of our names.” 

The rabbit glared at both of her friends, causing them to immediately back away from 

her. No one had ever seen her truly angry before, but with how sweet and forgiving she tended 

to be, most assumed it would be a scary sight to behold. “Ned Gunnison,” she lectured, “you are 

to rest and do your homework. Ashley, if I even hear that you confronted Rocky about the 

article, regardless if you hit him or not, you’ll be in big trouble.”  

“Sorry,” both of them apologized quickly, sitting back on the couch. 

“Well, what about you Laura? Doesn’t it bother you that he’s taking advantage of your 

friend’s situation like that?”  Ashley demanded.  

The rabbit smiled, her previous mood starting to purge from her. “The truth always 

comes out. I’m not too concerned with Rocky. He’s annoying at times, I suppose, but aren’t we 

all? What’s important is that we are helping people, right, Ned?” The prairie dog didn’t respond 

so she repeated her question, far more harshly. “Right, Ned?” 

Even still he didn’t say anything. His eyes were simply glued to the table where his 

homework lay. “Ned?” Ashley asked, resting her paw on his causing him to sit up with a start. 

“Are you okay?” 

“S-sorry,” he stammered. “I just…” As his words trailed off, he looked at the two girls 

helplessly. Tears began to form in his eyes; the first time either of them had seen him cry. “I 
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should have taken the money. If I had, Christie wouldn’t have gone back for her job. She 

wouldn’t be in jail. It’s all my fault.”  

Laura shook her head. “No, you did the right thing, Ned. I’m sure if your sister knew what 

you went through, she’d agree. She’d be proud of you.” Sitting beside him, she wrapped her 

arms around him. “If it helps, I’m proud of you.” 

After a moment of awkward silence, the cat cleared her throat. “Well, I’ve got to go. My 

parents are going to be worried and...I have to go.” Standing up, she quickly went out the door. 

Laura frowned, watching after her. How could she even think about leaving at a time like this? 

“She’s right,” Ned agreed. “You should probably be going too. I wouldn’t want your Mom 

to be even more upset with me than she already is after I skipped dinner with you.” 

She didn’t like the thought of leaving Ned alone right now, but Laura knew he was right 

as well. She closed her eyes for a moment, thinking hard before smiling softly. Pulling out her 

phone, she punched in her mother’s number and held it to her ear. “Hello?” Her mother’s voice 

crackled over the speaker. “Is that you Laura? How was the club?” 

“It was fine, Mom. I have a favor to ask of you.” 

“What is it sweetie? Do you have Ned coming over again? He’ll actually stay this time, 

right?” Despite that her mother’s tone indicated she was joking, there was a hidden level of 

seriousness beneath her words.  

The prairie dog tilted his head to watch Laura puzzled as she replied. “Actually, I was 

wondering if I could stay over at Ned’s house tonight.” She could hear her mother drop the 

phone in shock as Ned quickly pulled her phone from her and covered the mouthpiece.  

“Are you out of your mind?” He hissed. “You can’t stay over here. I mean I’m...and you’re 

a…” 

Laura rolled her eyes, snatching her phone back from her grasp. “Mom?” 
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“I’m here sweetheart, you just surprised me is all. Are you sure his parents are all right 

with you staying there?” 

Beside her, Ned was struggling to reach for the phone, but with one paw Laura was able 

to hold the weakened prairie dog at arm’s length. “He’s all alone, Mom. That’s why I have to 

stay. He’s really sick so I want to take care of him, just for tonight. He just received a bit of bad 

news, too.”  

“Well...I’m not sure that’s such a good idea. He’s a boy, Laura and I’m worried that…” 

“Don’t worry,” Laura interrupted. “He’s a perfect gentleman. Besides, I’m a big girl. You 

know I can take care of myself.” She could sense her mother’s hesitance still, but she held her 

breath and waited patiently for her response.  

“Well, I trust you so I suppose that’s okay so long as you don’t get into too much trouble. 

What are you going to do about school tomorrow?”  

“I’ll drop by early and change into my spare uniform. Our house is on the way from his, 

anyway.” 

“Alright, sweetie. You have your phone. Call me if you need me.”  

“Will do, Mom. Bye.” Hanging up her phone with a click, Ned sank back into his couch in 

defeat. “Good news, she says it’s okay.”  

“You can’t just invite yourself over to my house, Laura,” he protested.  

“Do you want to be left alone?” Laura asked.  

“No,” he grumbled. 

“I wasn’t lying when I told my mother you were a gentleman. Was I wrong?” 

“You weren’t,” he agreed, lowering his head in defeat. 

Laura beamed. “Then I fail to see the problem with me staying the night. This way, I can 

make sure you drink lots of orange juice and do all of your homework.” Ned answered her smile 
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with his trademark reluctant sigh. It was clear he didn’t like this idea. “Great! Now that that’s 

settled, what should we have for dinner?”  

The rabbit leaped to her feet, making her way to explore the house’s kitchen before Ned 

stopped her. “Oh, no! No, no, no! You can’t use anything here.” 

“What? Why not?” 

“Christie will flip if she finds out we touched her stuff. She’s a professional chef. Once 

she yelled at me for a full hour just for using the microwave ‘incorrectly’,” he explained 

frantically. 

“So, what?” Laura huffed. “You’re just not going to eat anything until she gets back?”  

He walked over and reached for a small jar that sat on top of the refrigerator. Pulling it 

down, he dipped in his paw and pulled out a small amount of cash. “No, we’re going to order 

pizza, eat on paper plates, and drink from paper cups so we don’t touch anything.”  

The rabbit sighed, flipping her phone open once again. “Fine. What do you want to 

order?” 
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