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THE RUMOURS ARE TRUE—MISTY LAKE IS HAUNTED!

When Justin receives a desperate call from his girlfriend, Melissa, who is a counsellor at Misty Lake Camp, he and his friends Van and Raj, head to the camp, to solve the mystery surrounding a string of accidents threatening to shut the camp down. 

What begins as rumours of a lake monster, quickly spirals into real danger—sabotage, kidnapping, and a plot to mine hidden silver. 

With the help of his friends, Justin uncovers secrets, faces down villains, and races against time to save the campers and expose the truth. 

Facing a final showdown with the Misty Lake Monster, can Justin come to the bottom of this baffling mystery and save the camp from closing down for good?
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Chapter 1 
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I FELT MYSELF BEING slowly dragged to the bottom of the lake. Everything was dark, and I couldn’t tell up from down. I realized I still had on my jeans and sweatshirt—why was I wearing my jeans and sweatshirt—in the water?


Why was I even in the water?

Why did my head hurt? 


All good questions.

As I was pulled lower in the water, I felt like I was losing consciousness, but just before I did, a thought suddenly entered my head. 

There actually was a monster in the lake, and it now had me!

*
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“JUSTIN, WATCH OUT!” A voice called out as a hand pulled me back onto the sidewalk. A taxi flew by, its horn blaring a warning and the driver yelling something at me as I looked up from my phone. My buddy Van Gilman had pulled me out of the way of the speeding taxi. 

“Thanks,” I muttered when I turned to him. 

“Dude, what are you doing?” He exclaimed, shaking his head. He had dark hair and piercing blue eyes, and was an inch shorter than my 6 feet. 

“I just got a text—from Melissa,” I said, glancing down at my phone again. 

“Isn’t she up at that camp up north?” He asked. “At Misty Lake Camp?”

“Yeah,” I said, reading her text again. 

“She misses you already? She’s only been gone for a week.”

“Yeah, and she needs my help,” I said, turning back to my friend. 

“She has a mystery for you?” A voice behind us piped up. Raj Mistry was another one of my friends. He had dark hair and was dressed in board shorts and a tank top with his favourite rock band logo on the front.

“Yeah, and she wants me to come up there and help her solve a mystery. There’s a monster in the lake and a ghost haunting the camp. And something about sabotaged equipment, too. She’s up there for two weeks at a youth camp as a counsellor.”

“The Misty Lake Monster,” Van said, nodding his head. “You remember? When we went there years ago—the rumour everyone spread about the monster in the lake. I can’t believe that story about the monster is still circulating.”

“Right,” I said, snapping my fingers. “I had forgotten about that.”

“There was a monster in the lake where you were camping?” Raj asked, glancing between the two of us. 

“Yeah,” I said, remembering our trip there when we were eleven or twelve. “Jamie Nelson almost got sent home early because he was spreading the rumour about the monster and was scaring everyone—no one wanted to go swimming.”

“I remember that,” Van said with a grin. “It was fun until the last day when he got caught pulling another kid underwater.”

“The kid almost drowned, so they closed down the camp early and sent us all home—we were mad at him for weeks.”

“What’s happening there now?” Van asked as we got to my SUV. I unlocked the doors, and we got in, Van in the passenger seat and Raj in the back.

“Maybe Jamie Nelson is back,” I quipped. “Someone or something is haunting the camp.”

I started the SUV, and we headed to Billy Burger, the local teen hangout in downtown Port Salser. I parked, and we went inside. 

While standing in line, the owner of the restaurant, Billy Braverman, came out to meet us. “Hey guys,” he said with a big grin. “Got any new cases, Justin?” he asked. He was tall and slim and had dark blond hair and a light beard. He used to play for the Maple Leafs and had retired to his hometown of Port Salser to open a burger place where teens could hang out.

“Actually, I do,” I said. I related Melissa’s text and the possible monster harassing the kids at the camp. 

“So, you’re going up there to find the ‘monster’?” he asked, and I nodded. 

“Well, good luck, Justin,” he remarked, then returned to the kitchen.

After we ordered and were bringing our culinary masterpieces to our table, I saw a familiar face in the restaurant. Daryl Peters was seated with a few of his buddies. We were once sworn enemies, and he was a bit of a bully—well not a bit, he was full on bully—but we had become friends recently through a series of unusual events (I had rescued him from kidnappers) then his father had recently passed away and it had transpired that a lot of his hatred of me stemmed from what his father had told him about me. 

So now we were kind of friends.

“Hey Justin, how’s it going, bro?” he asked when I came up to the table. I balanced the tray with one hand while we bumped fists with the other. 

“I’m good, Daryl. How’s it going? You guys have a basketball tournament this afternoon in TO?” I glanced around the table. Three of his basketball buddies were there. Carl Martin, Jake Prestwick and Press Dunhill. I nodded to each of them in turn.

“Yeah,” he said, taking a slurp of his pop. “We’re just leaving now—it’s a night game at U of T.”

“Wish we could make it, but we’re headed up to Misty Lake camp, up by Huntsville. Melissa’s up there as a counsellor at a kid’s camp. There is a monster haunting the lake. My friends and I are going up to see if we can catch the monster.”

Daryl almost choked on his pop. “Macdonald, you get into some of the weirdest situations with your mystery solving.” The other guys snickered. “But, hey, that’s cool,” he said with a nod. 

I headed back over to the table where Van and Raj had already started to eat. “What did Peters have to say for himself?” Van asked as I sat next to him and unwrapped my Ginormous Baconitis Burger.

“He wished me luck finding the lake monster.” Just then, my phone rang. It was Melissa. 

“Oh, Justin, it’s terrible—you have to come up here as soon as you can,” she said. She sounded as if she had been crying. 

“What’s happened?” I asked. Just then, I glanced up at the TV monitor that was in the corner of the restaurant, set to a news channel. The words “Misty Lake” were scrolling across the screen and something about a near drowning.

“Something else has happened. A girl was almost drowned here,” she said. “It happened this morning. The police just left and its—all over the news. The authorities want to shut the camp down.”

“Are they going to do that?” 

“For now—no, but the parents are getting worried—with all the accidents and now this near drowning; oh it was awful, something pulled Melody under the water, I saw it too, it was—hideous,” Melissa went on. “You have to come up here and find out who’s been doing these things, Justin. Please. Can you come this afternoon?”

“Sure, I can do that.” I said, glancing at Van and Raj, who were looking at me with curious expressions on their faces. I put up my index finger to indicate that I would explain in a minute.

“OK, let me know when you get here, and I’ll meet you at the entrance. I’ll clear it with the counsellors—maybe you can take over for one of the boy’s counsellors—a guy named Daniel just quit, and the lifeguard quit as well; she saw the monster or whatever that was in the lake—it freaked her out.”

“I’ll leave as soon as I can.”

“Thank you, Justin. I knew I could count on you. Oh—and you can bring Raj and Van with you if you want—we can always use the extra help, if they want to help, that is!”

We said our goodbyes, then I hung up. I took another bite of my burger, then turned to my friends. “How would you guys like an all expenses paid trip to Misty Lake? The only catch is you have to help me catch a monster!”
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TWO HOURS LATER MY SUV was packed, and we were ready to leave for the camp. The trip would take about five hours, so it would be nearly 10:00 when we would arrive. We drove north to Huntsville. The turnoff to the camp was just beyond the town, and we soon found the road. We passed through a small village and just outside of the town we saw a sign “MISTY LAKE CAMP 3 KM”

It was fully dark when we pulled into the camp entrance. Melissa met us as I parked by SUV. She was pretty with long dark blonde hair, pulled up in a ponytail. She had on cargo shorts and a t-shirt with “MISTY LAKE CAMP” emblazoned on the front in garish red lettering. 

“Oh, Justin, thank you for coming,” she said, giving me a hug. “I see you brought reinforcements—good.”

“Melissa, nice to see you again,” Raj said, and Van nodded. 

Just then the night air's stillness was shattered by a mournful screech! It seemed to come from the woods off to the side of the parking area.

“Oh, there it is again,” Melissa said with a shudder. “That ‘thing’ is starting to creep us all out.”

“I take it that’s the monster?” I asked and Melissa nodded. 

Just then two guys came up to us, both with the same t-shirts as Melissa. One guy was dark with long dark hair and a moustache. The other had a blond ponytail and a wispy beard. 

“I’m Kal,” the dark-haired guy said, extending his hand to us. “You must be Justin—and you are his friends, Van and Raj?”

“Yeah, I’m Justin,” I said with a nod. “So, Melissa told you about us coming—good.”

“Well, obviously,” the second guy said with a sneer. “I can see why Mulhall here said you were a good detective.”

“That’s Mike,” Kal said with a frown. “He’s a little—preoccupied at the moment, don’t mind him.”

“Yeah, Mike,” I said. “I did figure it out on my own, thanks for noticing.”

There was a tense silence as Mike glared at us. 

“Let’s get you guys settled,” Kal said a few moments later, moving off towards the camp. We grabbed our duffels from the back of the SUV and followed him and Mike. 

“What’s up with Mike?” I whispered to Melissa. 

“It was his sister—Melody—who nearly drowned today; he’s a little upset, as you can imagine.”

I nodded. 

Kal and Mike led us to the last cabin in the row of cabins that lined a lake in the distance. A thick mist hung over the water—hence its name. Also, there was a strange odour in the air that I couldn’t quite place.

“Here’s your cabin,” Kal said. “You’ll find cots inside and a dresser for your clothes. We’ll leave you to get settled. Breakfast is at 6:00. After that, we’ll get you guys assigned. Sound like a plan?”

“Yeah, Kal, thanks,” I said, stifling a yawn. 

“You heard that breakfast is at 6:00?” Mike asked. “Sure, you city boys can get up that early?”

“We’ll be there,” I said.

“See you in the morning,” Melissa said. “The girl’s cabins are on the other side of the boathouse,” she added, pointing. “We all eat breakfast in the mess hall—there,” she added, pointing to a low building at the end of the row of cabins.

We parted, with Melissa heading off to the girl’s cabins and Kal and Mike towards their cabin further down the line. We went inside our cabin to find three beds lined up against the wall and a small bathroom at the end. We stowed our bags, then turned out the lights and flopped onto our beds.

“That was a really creepy noise we heard earlier,” Raj said as we lay there in the darkness. “I don’t know if this was such a good idea—coming here—I mean, I want to help you guys and all, but, well, ghosts kind of creep me out.” 

“Yeah,” Van remarked. “It was a little creepy. What do you think, Justin? Do you believe in ghosts and monsters?”

“You know I don’t,” I remarked. “I think something bigger is going on here. Just call it a hunch, but something big is going on, and we’re going to find out what it is.”
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