
[image: Cover: Hurricane Heist, by James Ponti. The Sherlock Society. New York Times Bestselling Author.]




Praise for THE SHERLOCK SOCIETY


[image: ] “A must-read; Ponti has crafted a delightful tale that combines humor, history, and heart into one captivating adventure.”

—SLJ, starred review

[image: ] “With an eye for atmosphere, history, and lively humor, Ponti brings the South Florida setting, as well as its quick-witted inhabitants, to vivid life, making for a worthy successor to classic kid mysteries that’s entertaining, educational, and exciting.”

—Publishers Weekly, starred review

“An environmental mystery featuring lots of clever detecting, a bit of danger, and real felonies to investigate.”

—Kirkus Reviews






[image: Hurricane Heist, by James Ponti. The Sherlock Society: book 2. Aladdin. New York | Amsterdam/Antwerp | London | Toronto | Sydney/Melbourne | New Delhi.]





[image: A map of Miami highlighting key locations related to, The Sherlock Society, including neighborhoods, landmarks, and fictional points of interest.]
Description 1




FOR KARINA, DAN,

KAELA, AND ASH,

PURVEYORS OF ART,

LAUGHTER, AND JOY





1 Celestial Navigation

MY LIFE WAS FILLED WITH countless embarrassing athletic failures. Three errors in a single inning of Little League. A particularly bad airball in front of my entire PE class. And a game of hopscotch that landed me in the emergency room. But none were as humiliating as being outrun by my grandfather.

My seventy-three-year-old grandfather.

It was dark and we were sprinting through the woods, but the results would’ve been the same on the track at school. This despite the fact that he had an artificial hip, two heart stents, and a surgically reattached pinky toe that he liked to brag could “still wiggle and everything.”

There were five of us running. My sister, Zoe, was out in front, because she apparently inherited all of the family’s sports genes. Next came my friends, Yadi and Lina, followed by Grandpa, with me in the rear. Which is exactly where I was in danger of getting bitten if we couldn’t stay ahead of the angry security dogs that were chasing us.

“Watch out!” Grandpa warned as he deftly hurdled a fallen tree in our path.

I gave it my best leap, but as I pushed off, my left foot slipped on some pine needles, which severely lowered my midair trajectory. (Can it be called midair if it’s less than twelve inches off the ground?) My right foot caught a branch that was sticking out of the trunk, and before I knew it, I slammed face-first into the ground and was spitting out dirt.

“Are you okay?” Grandpa asked as he helped me up.

My lip was starting to swell and my front tooth felt loose, but I could hear the barking getting closer. “I’m fine,” I mumbled due to the swelling. “Let’s keep moving.”

A few minutes later, we reached a creek about eight feet wide. I was momentarily afraid that everyone else was going to just jump over it, leaving me behind for the dogs.

“Should we follow along the bank or look for a spot to cross?” Zoe asked.

“Neither,” Yadi answered. “We should get in the water and run right down the middle.”

Zoe gave him a confused look. “Why would we do that?”

“Because the dogs won’t be able to track our scent,” he answered.

“He’s right,” Grandpa agreed. “It may be our best chance to lose them.”

“What about snakes and alligators?” Lina asked. “This looks like their kind of neighborhood.”

“They’re a concern, but still theoretical,” Grandpa replied. “The dogs, however, are very real. Besides, we don’t have to go far. Thirty or forty yards should be enough to cover our tracks. Then we can cross to the other side and try to make it back to the fence line.”

My non-participation in the discussion had nothing to do with a lack of interest and everything to do with the fact that I was trying to catch my breath without hyperventilating. When the others turned to me for some input, the best I could offer was a nod and a breathless “I agree.”

The water had a sour stink to it, and my jeans got soaked up to the thighs when my feet squished down into the muck. We didn’t really run so much as tromp, with lots of splashing and significantly more noise than intended. (Bright side: that noise may well have scared away the critters, because we didn’t run into any alligators or water moccasins.)

“Right over there,” Grandpa said, pointing at a cluster of trees and bushes up ahead on the opposite side. “We can hide in that thicket while we figure out how to get off the property and back to Roberta.” (Roberta was the name of Grandpa’s car.)

Finding her wouldn’t be easy, because we were totally lost. All we knew was that we were somewhere in the vast acreage of the Dades Valley Ranch, a very private lodge and very well-hidden retreat where the rich and powerful met to socialize and do business while “roughing it” in the Florida wilderness. Unfortunately, the wilderness came without cell service, which meant we didn’t have GPS. And since we’d all been so focused on eluding the dogs, we were turned around with no sense of direction.

“Does anyone have the faintest idea where we are?” I asked as I climbed up from the water onto some slippery rocks.

“Kind of,” Grandpa said uninspiringly. “Although it would help if the clouds would clear so I could use the moon and stars for celestial navigation.”

“Celestial navigation?” Zoe couldn’t believe it. “This isn’t the Lewis and Clark expedition. Here in the twenty-first century, we can use an app on our phones.”

“You’ve got service?” Yadi asked, surprised.

“No, but the compass works without it,” she replied. “If we follow it east, it will lead us to the fence, which will lead us to the road, which will lead us to the car.”

Grandpa was impressed, if maybe a bit embarrassed.

“Don’t feel bad,” Lina said as she patted him on the shoulder. “Lewis and Clark needed a woman to guide them too.”

“Before we do that, we should rest for a moment and make sure we’ve lost the dogs,” I suggested, trying to make it sound like a strategy rather than another chance for me to recover.

Luckily, there was enough moonlight for us to find an opening in the thicket. That’s where we hid as the barking decreased and eventually stopped.

“Nice,” Zoe said, offering Yadi a fist bump. “You were right about the water.”

“Yeah,” Lina agreed. “Good job.”

“Let’s give them a few minutes to go away, and then we can head east,” Grandpa said.

This wasn’t the first time we’d gotten in over our heads. It was an occupational hazard of solving mysteries. The five of us made up the Sherlock Society, and we’d come to the ranch because we were trying to crack a case more than sixty years old. We didn’t know much about Dades Valley, just that it was so secretive and exclusive it wasn’t marked on any maps. Still, this was where the clues had led us. Just a few hours earlier we’d been excited about what we might discover. Now not so much.

It’s amazing how dramatically things can change in a few hours.

“Does this mean we’re not going to keep looking for the lodge?” Yadi asked.

“For tonight it does,” answered Grandpa. “We’ll have to find it some other way that doesn’t involve sneaking around in the dark.”

“I vote for that,” Lina said.

“Okay, the dogs are gone,” I said. “Are we ready to go?”

“Ready,” answered the others.

Zoe checked the compass on her phone. She was just about to tell us which direction to head when we heard a low, rumbling growl.

She shot me a glare. “Cut it out.”

“It wasn’t me,” I replied.

“Don’t look at me,” said Yadi.

“Shh,” Grandpa said. “Listen.”

There was another growl. This one was lower and lasted longer.

“Is that an alligator?” Lina asked, panicked.

“A gator makes more of a croak than a growl,” Grandpa said. “But it could be something like a bear or a panther.”

Lina flashed a nervous smile. “Suddenly, alligator doesn’t sound so bad.”

When it growled again, we could tell that it was moving closer.

“I think it’s on the other side of these palmettos,” Yadi whispered. “Everyone, stay quiet while I take a look.”

I felt my heart all the way up in my throat as he carefully parted the palmettos and peered through them. When he turned back to us, the color had drained from his face.

“What is it?” Zoe asked.

“You won’t believe me,” he answered.

“So help me, Yadi, if you tell us that it’s a skunk ape…”

“Oh no, it’s way worse than the skunk ape.”

“What could possibly be worse than that?” I asked, not sure I wanted to know the answer.

Just then there was a loud rustling, some extremely heavy footsteps, and an even deeper growl as the animal moved out into the open.

“You’re right, that is worse than a skunk ape,” Lina remarked as we looked into the shimmering moonlight and saw… a rhinoceros.

We stood there for a moment, frozen by fear and confusion. The fear part intensified significantly when the rhino turned and looked directly at us.

“Don’t move,” Grandpa whispered. “Rhinos have terrible eyesight, but they notice sudden motion.”

“This can’t be happening,” Zoe said, stunned. “There are no wild rhinoceroses in Florida.”

“Yeah, we know that,” Yadi replied. “But who wants to tell him?”

The huge animal had a bored expression and lazily chewed on some grass while it kept its gaze in our direction.

“Any thoughts?” I asked.

“Just James and the Giant Peach?” Lina answered.

“What is this?” Zoe said. “Book club?”

“The story begins with a rhinoceros eating James’s parents,” Lina replied.

“Do they do that?” Yadi asked, flustered. “Do rhinos eat people?”

“The one in the book did,” Lina answered.

“Yes, but in that same book, James traveled the world in a magic peach with a talking spider,” I pointed out. “I don’t think we can count on it for scientific accuracy.”

“Rhinos are herbivores, so they do not eat people,” Grandpa reassured us. “But they are still incredibly dangerous.”

“What should we do?” Zoe asked.

“We wait until he looks the other way,” Grandpa replied. “Then we go.”

“In which direction?” whispered Yadi.

“Up,” answered Grandpa.

“Up?!” Lina and I replied at the same moment.

“There’s a pair of oak trees behind us,” he said. “We’ll be safe if we climb up and wait.”

“Wait for what?” Zoe asked.

“For as long as it takes for him to go elsewhere,” he answered.

We’d reached a point where there were no longer any good decisions to be made. Just bad ones that were a little less bad than others.

In the distance, one of the dogs let out a howl, and when the rhino turned its attention toward that, we made our move.

The fear of being trampled or gored did more for my athletic ability than any coach ever had. Not only was I the first to reach one of the trees, but I couldn’t have scaled it quicker if I’d had a ladder. (I guess a few of those athletic genes made it to me after all.) I didn’t stop climbing until I reached a nice thick branch about fifteen feet aboveground. Looking down, I was amazed by how quickly I had accomplished the feat, but also terrified because I had no idea how I was going to get back down without falling and breaking something. Still, that was a worry for later.

Yadi and Lina were in the same tree I was in, while Zoe and Grandpa were in the other. Our flurry of activity had attracted the rhino’s attention, and it moved toward us, but it seemed more curious than angry.

Even though the sun had set, it was still hot and buggy and the branch was super uncomfortable, but it felt good to be up there. We tried our best to blend into the darkness as we waited and watched.

“He can’t really see us,” Grandpa explained. “But he’s got excellent hearing, so we need to keep quiet and stay still.”

“Okay,” we whispered.

I looked over at Lina, who was sitting on a branch near mine, and gave her a reassuring smile. She returned the favor.

I looked back at the rhinoceros and tried to figure out how we’d gotten into this mess. It defied all logic, and I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t been there every step of the way.

It’s funny how things can spin wildly out of control. How one bad decision can snowball into another and then another. Our biggest mistake was when we decided to trespass on private property. But that’s not where this mystery began. It all started more than sixty years ago, when my grandfather was the same age as me, and Hurricane Cleo was about to slam into Miami.





2 Cleo

August 26, 1964

TWELVE-YEAR-OLD PETE LASSITER TRIED TO make sense of what he saw driving through Miami. The “fun and sun capital of the world” had become a ghost town in preparation for Hurricane Cleo. The streets were empty, and the windows of most buildings had been boarded up. Trash cans, benches, potted plants, and anything else that might become airborne had been moved inside. Even the traffic lights on Biscayne Boulevard had been dismantled to keep them from blowing away. But when he looked up, all Pete could see was clear sky. It didn’t make sense.

“It’s where we get the term ‘the calm before the storm,’ ” his father explained as he shifted the gears of the delivery truck, and they pulled onto the Tuttle Causeway. “All the moisture in the air has been sucked away.”

“Where’d it go?” Pete asked, his words trailing off when he saw the answer directly ahead of them. From the causeway they had a clear view of the massive storm clouds that filled the horizon, and he knew the calm wouldn’t last long. Normally, he loved riding in the truck with his father. He especially liked the view of the world he got sitting up high in the cab. It made him feel big. But as he looked through the windshield at Cleo’s leading edge, he now felt very, very small.

“Wow,” Pete said softly.

“Yeah,” replied his father with a chuckle. “Wow.”

A day earlier, the governor had called for an evacuation along the coast. Now the cities of Miami and Miami Beach had issued curfews so only essential vehicles were allowed on the road. One such vehicle was the faded blue delivery truck for Lassiter Brothers Hardware.

The last three days had been chaos at the store as customers flooded in and cleared the shelves of everything from flashlights, sandbags, and plywood to ice chests, hand tools, and radios. A fistfight nearly erupted when two people tried to claim the last camping stove.

Lassiter Brothers was a family business, which meant all the relatives had to pitch in long hours to handle the extra demand. Pete had spent the final days of his summer vacation loading people’s cars and helping his cousins stock the truck. Fortunately, this would be their last delivery run. As soon as they were done, he and his dad could head back to Coconut Grove and ride out the storm at home with their family.

At the end of the causeway, the road was blocked by traffic cones and a lime-green police car with a white roof and a red bubble light. An officer, already wearing his rain gear, signaled them to stop. He had a baby face with the beginnings of a mustache. Pete wondered if he was growing it to try to look older.

“Miami Beach is under curfew,” the young officer said, approaching the truck. “Essential vehicles only.”

“Do emergency storm supplies count as essential?” Pete’s dad asked. “I’ve got a load of them to deliver to the Moroccan. Wood to cover windows. Sandbags. You name it.”

“Shouldn’t they have taken care of that yesterday?”

“They should have, but they didn’t order enough to finish the job.”

The cop shook his head. “And their mistake becomes your emergency.”

“Isn’t that the way it always is?” Pete’s dad replied.

The officer flashed a sympathetic smile. “What’s your name?”

“Tom Lassiter, Lassiter Brothers Hardware. This is my son, Pete.”

The cop nodded at Pete and wrote their names and destination on a clipboard. “And after the Moroccan?”

“Straight home to Coconut Grove,” answered Tom.

“Good.” The officer moved some cones out of the way and waved them through. “Keep safe and stay dry.”

“You too,” Tom replied.

As they drove away, Pete thought about the officer’s question. “Why didn’t they take care of this yesterday?”

“Like a lot of people, I don’t think they took the storm warnings seriously. It’s been fourteen years since a hurricane’s hit Miami hard, and they probably assumed it would change course and miss us. Besides, if there’s one thing that I’ve learned over the last six months, it’s that the people who run this hotel are not particularly organized. They’re always calling with a last-minute change because they forgot to order something.” He gave Pete a knowing glance. “Then they blame us for not having it in stock.”

Like the Fontainebleau, the Eden Roc, and the Deauville, the Moroccan was one of the glitzy resort hotels that lined Collins Avenue and gave Miami Beach its glamorous reputation. It was also important to the family hardware store because the owners were making extensive renovations and had hired Lassiter Brothers as the main supplier for the project. That’s why Pete’s dad had agreed to make the late delivery. Organized or not, they were good customers, and he wanted to keep them happy.

Pete looked out the passenger window at the storm, which seemed even closer now that they had reached the beach. “How many hurricanes have you been through?” he asked, trying not to sound nervous.

“Six or seven, but only a couple big ones. I was a baby for the Great Miami Hurricane, so I don’t remember that, but I know it was bad. When Hurricane King hit, your mom and I were living in a little apartment in South Beach. That one was scary, and we lost power for days. After it passed, we went for a walk through the neighborhood and saw a car upside down on the sidewalk. The wind had just flipped it over.” Sensing Pete’s nervousness, he added, “But don’t worry. Big as this truck is, ten hurricanes couldn’t flip us.”

They typically made deliveries to the loading dock on the side of the hotel, but this time Tom pulled into the big covered driveway and stopped at the front entrance. This tickled Pete and, for the moment at least, pushed his worries aside.

“We’re parking here?” he said gleefully. “I thought we had to go where the fancy people couldn’t see us.”

“Normally, but all the wood in the back of this truck is going to cover the windows in the main lobby,” explained his dad. “The closer it is, the quicker they can put it up. Besides, I suspect most of the fancy people have evacuated.”

Every year, when Pete’s family drove up to Massachusetts to visit relatives, they stayed at discount motels along the way. He’d never spent the night anywhere as grand as the Moroccan, and whenever he was there, he liked to imagine what it would be like to be one of its pampered guests. This little daydream was made easier when a bellhop opened his door and greeted him like he was one.

“Good afternoon, young Mr. Lassiter,” said the man. “Welcome to the Moroccan, where Miami meets Marrakesh.”

Pete laughed and smiled at him.

“Hi, Doc. How are you?”

“To be honest, I feel like Cleo has it in for me,” he joked. “First she hit Cuba, and now she’s headed to my hotel.”

Doc always said my hotel with a sense of pride and responsibility. He wasn’t just a bellhop—he was the bell captain, which meant he was in charge of the staff who did the pampering for all the fancy people who stayed there. He was incredibly personable and treated everyone as a valued guest, including those, like Pete, who weren’t actually staying there.

Over the previous six months, the two of them had developed a friendly rapport whenever Pete tagged along with his father. Doc had even arranged it so that he could swim in one of the hotel’s three pools, which were otherwise strictly for guests only. (To fit in, Pete’s mom had gotten him a Hawaiian-print swimsuit to replace the cutoffs he normally wore swimming.)

“It’s good to see you, Ignacio,” Tom said, calling Doc by his given name. “Can you and Pete get the shovels and the empty sandbags out to the beach?”

“Of course,” he answered. “And five of my staff are ready to help you unload the wood and the rest of the truck.”

“Muchas gracias,” Pete’s dad replied.

It was an emergency situation, and they were doing heavy manual labor, but Doc and his staff were still in uniform, which consisted of a purple jacket with the Moroccan logo on the breast, black pants with purple stripes down the sides, and a red fez hat with a tassel. Pete couldn’t believe it.

“They’ll let us park in the front, but they won’t let you switch out of your uniform?” he said as they walked around to the back of the truck.

“It’s not a matter of permission,” Doc replied. “There are still guests in the hotel, and when there are guests, my staff and I are dressed appropriately. I insist on it.”

“You still have guests?” Pete asked, surprised. “I thought everyone evacuated.”

“Despite the warnings, some have decided the Moroccan is more to their personal taste than a Red Cross shelter in a high school gymnasium.” Doc pulled a small blue notebook from the inner pocket of his jacket and opened it. “Tonight we will have forty-four people staying in twenty-one rooms.”

“Twenty-one, just like Roberto Clemente,” Pete said, referring to the jersey number of the baseball star. “He’s my favorite player.”

“Mine too.” Doc smiled. “In 1958 I saw him play for Puerto Rico against Cuba in the Caribbean Series. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“What happened?” Pete asked, excited.

“The game was tied in the bottom of the ninth, with the bases loaded, when a huge brawl broke out. It was so bad, they stopped the game and sent everyone home. The players, the fans, everyone.”

“That’s unbelievable,” Pete replied, stunned. “They just left it tied?”

“They let everyone calm down overnight and came back to finish it early the next day.”

“Let me guess, Clemente won the game for Puerto Rico.”

Doc grinned. “Even the great Clemente couldn’t beat Cuba that year. It was our third straight championship.”

“I’m jealous that you actually saw him play,” Pete said. “Hopefully, I’ll get to see him during spring training next year.”

As they talked, they loaded a luggage cart with stacks of empty burlap bags and headed out to the beach so that some of the hotel’s lifeguards could fill them with sand. The sandbags would then be lined up along all the hotel’s doorways to prevent stormwater from coming in.

Doc carried an armful of shovels while Pete steered the cart through the hotel. He wasn’t used to coming through the main lobby, and he marveled at the design elements. Everything was themed to create the distinctive feel of North Africa. There were horseshoe arches, hanging lanterns, and geometric designs in the tile floor. The lobby walls were textured like the exterior of a desert fortress, and the main rooms were named after famous places in Morocco. Guests ate lunch in the Casablanca Café, had dinner in the Marrakesh Room, and listened to singers perform in the Kasbah Club. All of it was much nicer than the Pine Needle Motor Lodge in Florence, South Carolina.

“I wonder what it’s like to stay here,” Pete said.

“Tonight I will find out for myself,” Doc answered.

Pete turned and smiled at him. “You’re spending the night in the hotel?”

“My first time,” Doc said. “We need some staff to look after things, so I volunteered. I figured that it might help if any medical needs arise. I’m not sure how easy it will be to get a doctor during the storm.”

Pete knew that Ignacio had been a pediatrician in Havana before the Cuban Revolution; that’s why he was called Doc. Like many exiles who came to the United States, he was vastly overqualified for the job he had. One day, he hoped to get a license so that he could practice medicine in Miami. Until then, he was determined to make the most of it.

“Did you give yourself a good room?” Pete asked. “One of the suites on the top floor?”

Doc laughed. “Hardly. I’m on the ground level, where I can keep an eye on things.”

They exited onto the Moroccan’s massive pool deck, which was nearly as big as its parking lot. The main pool was huge, with a high dive and a trio of twisty slides; the kiddie pool was only a foot and a half deep, meant for splashing, not swimming; and the adults-only pool, called the Oasis, was set off to the side and separated by a row of palm trees. Normally, the entire area was filled with a sea of lounge chairs, but those had all been stowed inside for the storm.

One edge of the deck was blocked off for the construction of a new luxury pool that was going to have a waterfall and private cabanas. The hole had been dug and the frame put in, and the cabanas were being made with lumber and hardware purchased from Lassiter Brothers.

A boardwalk on the far side of the deck overlooked the beach. This was where they handed off the shovels and bags so the lifeguards could get to work. Pete stood at the railing and looked out at the approaching storm. He inhaled a deep breath of ocean air and could feel the temperature beginning to drop. The waves were churning, and the clouds were the color of coal.

“Hello, Cleo!” Pete called out toward the storm. It looked like nothing he had ever seen. It was intimidating, terrifying, yet somehow beautiful. Mother Nature was coming to Miami, and there was nothing anyone could do to stop her.





3 The FBI

FORTY-FIVE MINUTES AFTER THEY ARRIVED at the Moroccan, Pete and his dad pulled away from the hotel and headed home. By this point, the so-called calm before the storm was over and Cleo’s outer rain bands had reached them. According to the radio, there had already been several squalls with winds over sixty miles per hour, one of which had knocked over some utility poles in Miami Gardens.

“What’s a squall?” asked Pete.

His dad took a moment as he tried to think of the best way to explain it. “If a strong wind suddenly blows for a few seconds, it’s called a gust. But if it blows for a few minutes, that’s a squall.”

“I wonder why they call it that.”

“I think it comes from the same root as squeal, because that’s the noise the wind makes.”

Pete’s eyes opened wide. “The idea that air can squeal is both fascinating and frightening at the same time.”

His dad laughed. “I agree.”

Tom Lassiter was an avid reader who loved words and chose them carefully. He was a big believer in finding the right one, even if it meant taking a few extra moments to figure out what it was. He had passed these traits on to his son, who had already told him that rather than work for the family business, he hoped to one day become a writer.

“Can I ask you something?” Pete said.

“Always.”

“Why do you call Doc Ignacio?”

Once again, Tom carefully considered his words before answering. “I think sometimes people use nicknames to put other people in their place. To make them feel less than. Not you. It’s great that you call him Doc, because your relationship is friendly, and friends use nicknames as a sign of affection. But my relationship with him is professional. Both of us do work for the hotel. So, as a sign of respect to a colleague, I think it’s appropriate for me to call him by his given name.”

Pete was always a thoughtful boy, and he considered this. “It’s like Roberto Clemente.”

“How do you mean?”

“His name is Roberto. But announcers and reporters always call him Bob or Bobby. That’s even what they put on his baseball card, but I don’t think he likes it. Whenever he gets the chance, he tells people that it should be Roberto. So that’s what I always call him when I’m talking to my friends.”

“That’s good.”

Pete smiled at his father. “I like that you call him Ignacio, Dad.”

Tom smiled back. “I like that you noticed.”



Hurricane Cleo made landfall just before dawn. It churned its way up through Florida before heading back out to the ocean south of Jacksonville. Huge sections of Miami were left without electricity, and the beginning of the school year was postponed a week while the area started to recover. Pete spent much of that time exploring the city and surveying the damage. Some neighborhoods were so flooded that people paddled down the streets in canoes. In Coral Gables, just a few miles from his house, he saw a forty-foot boat that the storm surge had lifted up out of the water and deposited in someone’s front yard. He even heard that fish and eels were seen swimming up and down Collins Avenue, although that was too far for him to ride on his bike to see for himself.

When he wasn’t exploring, he helped out at the hardware store. Once again, Lassiter Brothers was put to the test as wave after wave of customers came looking for the supplies they needed to repair and rebuild their homes. In addition to his uncles, who ran the store with his dad, Pete’s mom, aunts, and cousins all chipped in. Early Saturday morning, Pete was sweeping the floor near the register when there was a rapping on the glass door.

He looked up and saw two men in dark suits, ties, and sunglasses.

“We don’t open until eight,” Pete said loud enough for them to hear through the door.

One of them pulled something out of his coat pocket and pressed it against the glass. It was a badge.

“FBI,” said the man.

Pete didn’t know what to do, so he called out, “Dad!” When there wasn’t a response, he hurried back to the office, where his father was working at his desk
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