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Praise for Frederick Moody




“A winning set up—fun, smoothly paced, and engaging with a vivid mountain town setting that allows the novel to quietly shine.” 
- TheBookLifePrize


"As an author and children's fiction fan, Frederick Moody brings back memories of reading adventure mysteries up in a backyard tree, being a junior detective, and chasing imaginary monsters through the woods. As a dad,  I love how Fred captures the imagination and exemplifies friendship and acceptance."
– J.C. Mastro, Author of Academy Bound




Welcome!


Welcome to Frederick Moody and the Secrets of Six Summit Lake by Jeannie Rivera! As a valued reader, we invite you to join our Griffin Children's Books Advanced Reader Team and gain early access to upcoming Middle Grade and Young Adult releases. Your feedback and reviews matter! Sign up now to be a part of our literary adventure.  

Click here to join the Advanced Reader Team!

To learn more about us and our books, visit our website: 
Griffin Children's Books
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One


Bigfoot stomped through the woods outside the village of Six Summit Lake on Wednesday, the 24th of September, uprooting foliage and crushing campsites. And by Friday, that crapweasal Luke was missing… Which may or may not have been Frederick Moody’s fault. 
Frederick Moody sat at the dining room table, picking at his dinner. His best friend, Cindy, hadn’t spoken to him in months. But proving Bigfoot was real would fix everything. Only—his presentation was the next day, and he didn’t have the evidence he needed. 
Static blared through Granddad’s radio, which sat on the credenza across the room. “Sheriff, You there?”
Granddad set the dinner fork next to his plate, eying the steaming pot roast, and sighed. His dark blue uniform still looked as freshly pressed as it had early that morning. He pushed away from the table, the chair’s legs scraping across the polished dining room floor. 
“Sheriff?” 
More static. 
“We got a situation…”
He crossed the room and snatched the walkie-talkie from its cradle off the credenza. “Moody, here,” Granddad said. He sounded as annoyed as he looked. “What is it, Joe? Just sat down to supper.”
“Sorry, sir,” Joe’s voice echoed through the speaker. “We got a hiker not checked in. Set camp ‘round Baker’s Ridge.”
“10-4.” Granddad grabbed his sheriff’s hat from the side table. “Go up there, Joe, and see what’s what.”
“Kids said they saw something…big and fur-covered—”
That got Fred’s attention. 
Granddad smashed the side button on the radio. “Report to my office when you’re through.” 
“Yes, sir.”
Fred’s heart sped up. Being the sheriff’s grandson had its advantages, like learning about the missing hiker before any other sixth grader in town. 
Granddad snapped the radio into the pouch on his duty belt, snatched his plate from the table, and pushed through the door to the kitchen, “Be back in a few hours.” 
Fred shoved the last of his meat and potatoes into his mouth, listening to Granddad bang around in the refrigerator. He had to hurry. He’d take the back way to avoid the deputies. 
As soon as he heard Granddad's boots creak up the stairs, Fred bolted through the foyer, grabbed his coat, and slipped out the garage door. He hurried past the orange Bigfoot Crossing sign outside Sasquatch Summit General Store, heading toward the trailhead. 
Six Summit Lake was famous for its Bigfoot sightings and twice-a-year Sasquatch Festivals. Anyone who grew up there knew the basics. Between school plays, gift shops, and all the peepers (visitors come to town to peep at the leaves, the mountain people, and, of course, the Bigfoot), it was impossible to avoid Bigfoot legends there. 
Still, most people didn’t believe the stories were true. But Fred did. And not just because his granddad and granduncle were part of “The Bigfoot Sighting of ’72.” He felt it in his bones even if Granddad insisted “he ain’t seen nothing out in them woods.” 
Didn’t matter. Fred would prove the creature was real. 
A police cruiser sped by with its lights on. 
“Crapsticks,” Fred swore.
As he moved across the general store’s parking lot, a couple pushed through the door. The woman wore a big goofy grin. She shook a glass globe with Bigfoot standing in the center, snow floating around him. She tucked a red-brown, scraggly-haired stuffy beneath her arm. 
The man carried an Adirondack Journal newspaper he must’ve purchased inside with the headline Fred had read earlier. “Festival Extended to Three Days. Revenue Expected to Skyrocket.”
“Says here,” the man tapped the lower right corner of the front page, “record lows expected this weekend. Maybe we need extra blankets, or—”
“We’ll be fine. My weather app didn’t say it would be that cold. Quit worrying.” 
“Amateurs,” Fred muttered under his breath. It was a mistake many out-of-towners made. Those apps never showed actual temperatures at the summits. 
The woman gave the snow globe another good shake and hopped in the passenger side of an old blue Honda Civic. The back window had decals of Bigfoot chasing a family with a chunky kid falling behind that said, “Be Nice to Fat People, They May Save Your Life,” which was completely obnoxious. Fred couldn’t understand why people were so mean. He examined the rest of the stickers covering the bumper. “Bigfoot Hunters,” “Sasquatch Sighters,” “Yeti Yellers,” and Fred’s favorite, “Bigfoot doesn’t believe in you either.” Great. Fred scoffed. Annoying peepers. “Good luck,” he mumbled sarcastically before turning to head for the trail.
[image: image-placeholder]Fred settled into a dense thicket where the foliage was high and perfect. He could stay for hours, and no one would find him unless they climbed into the bushes. It was an ideal spot to spy on the crime scene. He scanned the undergrowth where he hid. Animal tracks cut the ground up. Small paw prints he couldn’t identify, and hoof marks from a deer. Regular stuff one would expect to find in the forest—along with a smashed soda can and a few discarded cigar butts.
He was already in place and within earshot when his granddad’s deputies arrived. They picked their way through the slapped-together camp. Near the makeshift fire pit, more empty cans and chip bags littered the ground. A cooler was tossed over. A camp chair lay on its side, mangled. Shopping bags were torn open, remnants of chicken bones spilling out. As Fred shifted to get a better look, a dry branch crunched beneath his feet. He froze, hoping they hadn’t heard him.
Officer Joe snapped a picture. “What do you think, Dad?” 
“Call me Sergeant Finney, when we’re working, Joe.” The Senior Sergeant Roy Finney removed his hat and ran a hand through his thinning hair. “Don’t know what to think, but it’s not—”
“Bigfoot.” The corner of Officer Joe’s mouth twitched, revealing a dimple on his cheek. Then he pressed his lips together as if trying not to smile.
Finney Senior shot him a harrowed look. “No such thing as Bigfoot. You know better than that. Probably a bear or something.” He crouched in front of the shredded tent and motioned with his hand, swiping sideways. “These look like claw marks. And look at all the food stuff. Careless.”
Officer Joe squatted next to Finney Senior. “A bear?”
“I spotted paw prints back a little way.”
Joe shook his head. “This got Bigfoot written all over it. Those kids said the creature tossed a guy over its shoulders and ran off into the woods.”
“There are no Bigfeet.”
“Bigfoots, Dad.”
Fred laughed. He couldn’t help it. 
“What was that?” Joe shone his light toward the bushes.
Fred held his breath, but Joe didn’t seem to notice him. 
Finney Senior growled. “Nothing’s out here. And you need to stop making crazy suggestions like that, you hear? We got a missing hiker. He’s in them woods somewhere, and we’ll find him.”
“But the kids—”
“Them boys don’t know what they seen. And the last thing we need is more Bigfeet hysteria in Six Summit Lake.” 
“Would bring in more peepers.”
“Peepers! Every nut, psycho, hunter, and TV crew would turn up trying to catch a sight, and they’d all be in the way. That’s how folks get hurt. We need to keep those crazies out of these mountains until we find the hiker, understand?”
Joe shrugged. “Looks like Bigfoot to me.” 
He snapped one last picture and followed Finney Senior down the path.
Fred liked Officer Joe. He was the only person in town who didn’t think his research was stupid. And Mayor Baxter’s crazy old brother Bill, but his support did nothing to boost Fred’s credibility. 
When the officers disappeared, Fred emerged from the bushes. He circled the fire pit, snapped pictures of his own, and crawled into the leaning tent. A crumpled sleeping bag and battery-operated camping lantern sat beside a blow-up pillow. He peered out, made sure Officer Joe and his dad were long gone, and then flipped the switch on the lantern.
He’d spied on dozens of investigations and searches without being caught. Fred shined the light around the camp and took out his Go-Pro to film the scene for his YouTube channel. As he stepped into the tree line, he caught a whiff of an obnoxious odor—a cross between sweat, smoke, and dead things. 
He followed the smell and the torn-up dirt and debris going in the opposite direction, expecting the odor to get worse. It didn’t. He rounded a tall birch tree. In the dirt, clear as a freezing winter’s morning, was a huge indentation. 
Fred dropped to his knees, the light flickering in his shaking hands. 
A footprint. 
Counting the six toe marks, he ran his fingers across the ridges in the dirt. The imprint was as deep as the length of a hand, and the tore-up ground where the pad of the foot landed was deeper than the rest. Bigfoot had walked right through those trees. And Fred had finally found the proof he needed. 




Two


Fred was still awake Thursday morning when the alarm to get up for school went off. He’d worked all night in the Watchcave, putting together his presentation. The Watchcave was where he monitored sightings, maintained his YouTube channel, and constructed his inventions. It was his own secret lab, his Fortress of Solitude, his Batcave.  
Okay, Aunt Faye let him convert the two-car garage to a workspace so he’d stop bringing all his junk in the house. But it was his.
He’d fixed the space nicely, even if it looked like a cross between a police investigation room and a computer graveyard. A world map studded with pushpins covered one entire wall. He used different colored strings: red, blue, green, and yellow to signify the type of evidence reported. Eyewitnesses, footprints, photographs, and bones. Layers of photos and newspaper clippings buried the details of the countries on the map. 
Blackboard paint coated the opposite wall with scrawled chalk notes. An oval boardroom table cluttered the center of the room with half-dissected computers piled on top, and a mess of Amazon boxes shoved beneath. On the back wall above his black executive desk, a terrain map of the summits hung beside a cork board plastered with green hazy pictures Fred took with his homemade infrared camera. And he’d repurposed the old coat hooks and boot racks next to the side door for his archery equipment. 
Fred’s knee bounced as he tapped the keyboard, squinting through his glasses at the dual computer monitors. His eyes were tired, but nervous energy strummed through his body. He wouldn’t have been able to sleep even if he tried. Sightings were happening again.
He glanced at the old newspaper clipping on the desk of his grand-uncle and Mayor Baxter wearing ridiculous bell-bottom pants and tight, button-down paisley shirts. Headline: “Six Summit Lake High School Students Spot Bigfoot.”
Granddad’s cigar smoke wafted through the open window. Fred held his breath. He didn’t have a bedtime or anything. When his parents were away on a dig, which was always, he lived on his own, mostly. Granddad spent every waking moment in his office. And Aunt Faye paid him no mind if he passed his classes and stayed out of trouble. That was assuming he hadn’t blown up the garage with one of his inventions. It only happened once, and it was a minor explosion. 
“Frederick?” Granddad called from outside.
Fred didn’t want his granddad to know about his spying on the campsite. Not yet. 
He shoved the article beneath his keyboard, scattering the collection of postcards from his parents he kept there. Two slipped off the back of the desk and fluttered to the floor. “Um, yeah?”
“Shut the infonet down and dress for school.”
Fred crawled beneath the desk, navigating the tangled mess of wires to retrieve the postcards. “10-4.”
Granddad’s heavy boots crunched on the gravel driveway. The cruiser’s door slammed shut, and the engine roared. 
Fred scanned the room for his favorite Fortnite tee. It lay on the floor in the corner. It passed the sniff test. He tugged the crumpled shirt over his head, knocking random twigs from the night before out of his hair. Dark curls stuck up from his head like springs in every direction. Black-rimmed glasses slipped from the bridge of his nose. Jeans still looked good. The circles under his eyes did not. But he’d catch up on sleep later. The day was too important—and he was already running late.
Fred swung an overstuffed book bag over his right shoulder and hopped on his skateboard. But when he rolled by the vacant house next door, his stomach felt empty. He was never late when Cindy lived there. He missed her banging on his door in the mornings, walking to school together, and sharing gooey chocolate cookies from Bigfoot Beans coffee shop. He still remembered the first day she’d moved in during the summer before kindergarten. He had been sitting in his room watching the men carry furniture inside when she looked at him and waved. That night she shined flashlight beams at his window. It was their own Batsignal. They spent the summer tinkering with inventions, playing in the woods, and splashing around in the lake. And had been best friends ever since.
But then she and her mom moved away across town last year. And almost at the same time, she stopped speaking to him because his research was stupid. But that would change, and he’d win his best friend back. He wouldn’t even be upset if she still called his Watchcave “the Fortress of Geekiness.” Actually, he kind of liked it.
[image: image-placeholder]The town buzzed with people, and the festival didn’t even start until the following night. Fred rolled on his skateboard past the boat launch and marina, squinting into the sun beaming off the sparkling water. Speeders and pontoons swayed in the slips waiting for one last voyage before the freeze set in. It wouldn’t be long. Burning wood chips and the smell of approaching snow already filled the air.
He turned on Main Street, intending to pick up speed to make the hill to Six Summit Lake Village Middle School, but a crowd had gathered in front of town hall. He zigzagged, whizzing in and out of the cluster of people, and stopped when his granddad and Mayor Baxter stepped out of the building.
Granddad stood a head taller than the mayor, wearing his clean-shaven serious face. His uniform was perfectly pressed with creases running down the pant legs. Fred eyed his own wrinkled shirt and winced. For an old guy, his granddad had a good head of hair, brown with silver running through the sides. Fred had his eyes. Serious, with irises so dark it was hard to make out the pupils, which was unnerving. He could never tell when Granddad was watching him. 
When the mayor stepped to a portable lectern, Granddad crossed his arms over his chest like one of those bouncers on television, daring anyone to pass him. 
The local news crew shoved a microphone beneath the mayor’s bushy mustache. He looked his usual self, with yesterday’s whiskers, blue jeans, pale brown T-shirt, and muddy sneakers as if he’d been working on his farm. Even for a press conference, the guy didn’t dress up.
Mayor Baxter adjusted his ball cap, pushing a few strands of silvery blond hair back beneath its mesh, and grinned. “The Six Summit Lake Police Department and New York State Police will locate the campers. We have the finest team of law enforcement officers and rescue crews in the Adirondacks.”
“Think it was Bigfoot?” a reporter asked, his lips drawing up at the corners.
The guy wore a black leather jacket over slacks, and must have been from out of town. Fred didn’t recognize him. 
“Campers get lost in the summits all the time,” Mayor Baxter said, “and the news always draws attention from you Albany guys. You like to drive up here and gawk at the locals, don’t you?”
Fred laughed when the mayor got his jab in.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” the mayor continued. “Them campers likely wandered off the marked paths or traveled up the peak without signing in at the trailhead. Dangerous, but people do that sometimes. Don’t you worry though, our local boys know these mountains. We’ll find ‘em. Besides…” the mayor smiled and paused for effect. Something Fred had seen him do a ton of times. “Bigfoot is good people. Friendly. And you can quote me on that. Be sure to stick around for the festivities, ya hear?”
“So, you think they’re lost? Second time in two days people went missing.” Another reporter called out.
The mayor pulled a cigar out of his front shirt pocket and a lighter from his jeans. He flicked the top open and puffed the cigar until the tip lit up red. He glared at the out-of-towner but didn’t respond.
“My sources said their car was abandoned on the roadside.” The reporter opened a small notepad. “A blue ‘96 Honda Civic. And the couple is not answering their cellphones.”
Mayor Baxter smiled and wagged a finger. “The cell towers don’t reach most our mountains. Hikers usually got no service. Not answering cell calls is no cause for alarm. And cars parked next to the trailheads ain’t considered abandoned after one night. Where do you expect folks to park, top of a mountain peak?”
Then the mayor laughed, hard and loud. But the hair on Fred’s neck stood on end. He remembered the blue car from the night before and hoped the snow-globe-shaking couple didn’t go up the summits unprepared. 
“How do you explain the last campsite? ‘Ravaged by a wild animal,’ the police report says.”
Alarmed murmurs came from the onlookers who, until that moment, were watching
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