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––––––––

A long time ago,
in a little town in the desert,
a bunch of kids lived on C Street.
They weren't perfect people,
but they were perfectly wonderful kids.
This is a story of their adventures.

—

This book has been scored using 7 readability formulas. Reading Level: very easy to read. Reader’s Age: 8-9 yrs. old 


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Desert Mystery (Kids on C Street, #6)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Word List

I write these stories for my grandchildren. You are welcome to read them, share them with the children in your life, and, I hope, enjoy them. 

Author’s Note: We really did find a purse in the desert after a big rain and flash flood. However, the rest of the story is pure fiction.
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David sat on the sofa and looked out the window. The sky was very dark. Wind blew the leaves off the trees. His sister, Cookie walked up to him. 

“You can’t play outside.” She crossed her arms. 

“It’s only wind,” David said. “I can still play outside.”

He had on his orange jacket. It was shiny and slick. It wasn’t very warm but it wasn’t very cold out. 

“Mommy said the wind is blowing sand,” Cookie told him.

“My jacket will keep the sand off me,” David told her. He zipped up the zipper. 

Cookie shook her head. “You’re going to get sand in your eyes.”

David looked out the window again. The sky was even darker. Big clouds hung low over his yard. 

His other sister, Jackie, came out of the kitchen. She crawled up onto the sofa to look out the window. She was younger than him. “Mommy said to get away from the window,” Jackie said. 

David laughed. “Then why are you right next to the window?”

Jackie pressed her face to the glass. “I want to see. Why should I stay away from the window?”

Cookie tugged on Jackie’s arm. She was trying to pull their little sister away from the window. “Something in the wind could blow into the window. It could break the glass.”

Jackie pulled her head back. She made a face. “I don’t want broken glass on me!”

Suddenly, something hit the window pane. All three kids jerked away. 

“It’s only rain,” David told them.  

Little drops of rain were hitting the glass. Then big drops of rain hit the glass. David could barely see the house across the street where Jenny and Steve lived. The colors of the house, and trees, and street were all smeared together. 

A big boom of thunder shook the house. The glass in the window rattled. That was when it really started to rain. 

The sound of the rain was so loud David, Cookie, and Jackie had to raise their voices to be heard. 

Mommy came out of the kitchen. She was drying her hands on a towel. “Get away from the window,” she told them. “We’re going to have a gully washer.”

Jackie pinched her lips together. “What’s a gully washer?” she asked. 

Cookie was standing on the other side of the room. She was as far away from the window as she could get. “That’s when it rains really hard,” she said. 

David tried to see through the wavy watery glass.  “Mommy calls it a gully washer because there is so much rain it will run in the gullies.”

Mommy nodded. “Yes, and it will wash sand, bushes, and even rocks along the gully. It can be very dangerous.”

Jackie shivered in fear. “Will it hurt us?”

David unzipped his jacket. He couldn’t go outside in a gully washer. “It can’t hurt us in the house,” he told her. 

Mommy put a hand on Jackie’s shoulder. “Don’t worry,” she said. “It is only dangerous if you are out in the desert in a gully.”

The rain fell fast and hard. Cookie went into her room to color in her new coloring book. Jackie sat on the floor with her dolls. Mommy went back to the kitchen. David sighed. He would read for a while. There was nothing else to do. 

David was laying on his stomach on his bed. He was reading a book about rocket ships.  It was very interesting. He could imagine how exciting it would be to go into space in a rocket ship. It might be a little scary, too. 

He turned a page. And just like that the rain stopped. There was no more pounding of wind against the house. The window in his bedroom was clear again. He could even see the blue sky. 

He quickly put on his orange jacket. He zipped up the zipper. “Mommy,” he yelled. “I’m going outside to play.”

All over the grass in the front yard were leaves. They had been torn from the trees in the wind and rain. There were even little sticks and twigs that had broken off the trees. David looked across the street. Jenny and Steve were on their front steps. He waved at them. 

“Hey, David,” a voice called out. Jeff and Tom from down the street were walking up the sidewalk. They were brothers. Jeff had a jacket on. It was just like David’s, only it was green. “Let’s go out into the desert,” Jeff said. 

David thought about that. He remembered about gully washers. The rain could fall in one place. It could run down gullies and washes for a long way. The sky could be clear in another place but that water could reach you anyway. “I’ll ask my mom and dad, but I think they will say no.”

Tom scratched at a scab on his knee. He had fallen off his bike the day before and scraped the skin off. “Our mom said we couldn’t go out in the desert.”

Jeff shrugged. “We could still go,” he said. 

David shook his head. “I don’t want to get in trouble. And I don’t want to get hurt.”
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“Come on,” Jeff said. “Let’s go out in the desert.”

He said it over and over. 

David kept shaking his head. 

“Just ask your mom,” Jeff said. “She might say it’s okay.”

Tom picked up a small branch that had broken off a tree. He waved it in the air. “Even if his mom says he can go, we can’t. Our mom said no,” he told his brother. 

David decided to ask his mom. Maybe then Jeff would quit saying the same thing over and over. 

Inside Mommy was sitting at the table. She had a book open in front of her. 

“Mommy,” David began. “Jeff and Tom want to go out into the desert. Is that okay?”

Mommy’s eyebrows went up. “No!” she said. Her voice was sharp. “The water will still be flowing in the gullies. You could get hurt.”

David heard the back door open. It was time for Daddy to get home from work. He came through the kitchen door. “That was some storm,” he said to Mommy and David. 

“Yes, it was,” Mommy answered. “David and the boys down the street want to go out into the desert.”

“Why do you want to go out there?” Daddy asked David. 

“I don’t know,” he looked over his shoulder. He could see through the window. Jeff and Tom were standing on the sidewalk. Jenny and Steve had come across the street. They were all talking. “I guess we just want to see the gullies full of water.”

Cookie came out of her room. Jackie got up from the floor where her dolls were. Everyone was looking at David. 

“Why are you all looking at me?” he asked. “I just want to go out and see what happened in the desert.”

Daddy set down some papers he was carrying. He took his jacket off. “Give me a minute to change my clothes. I’ll take you all out.” 

After all the kids made sure it was okay to go,  they crowded into Daddy’s car.  Daddy was driving. Mommy stayed home. Jackie sat up front in the middle next to Daddy. Cookie sat next to Jackie. In the back seat were Jenny, Steve, and Tom. In the very back Jeff and David shared the rumble seat. 

One time David had asked his Mommy why she called it a rumble seat. She told him it was because it was the most noisy seat in the car. 

Daddy drove to the end of the street. He turned right. Then he turned left. They passed by the Kiddie Park. The swings and slides were all empty. 

At the end of that street the road turned to dirt. Daddy called out to the kids, “Hang on! It’s going to get rough!”

The road was very bumpy. David held onto the seat. The sound of the tires going over the bumpy dirt road made a loud noise. 

The road got even more rough. Daddy slowed the car down. In front of them the water had carved out a deep dip across the dirt road. Daddy rolled the car slowly over the rut. David could hear a splash as the tires moved through the water. 

The dirt roads in the desert were very twisty. They turned left, right, and left again. David lost count of how many times they had turned. 

Daddy stopped the car at the top of a small hill.  There was a wide spot near the road. He turned off the car. 

“You should have a good view of how the desert looks after a gully washer from here,” Daddy said. He got out and walked to the edge of the hill. Down below was a gully.  He looked off in the distance. 

David looked around. They were so far out in the desert he could see very far. The tops of the trees were the only thing he could see of town. The gully stretched off in the distance. 

Jeff ran to the edge of the hill and started down. He was heading toward the gully. 

“Wait,” Daddy said. “Here are the rules.” He held up one finger. “You may go down to the gully right there.” He pointed at the section that was near them. He held up another finger. “You must stay where I can see you and you can hear me.” He held up a third finger. “You must come back up here if I call you.”

Jackie moved closer to
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