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    Dedicated to every curious child who believes that every mystery has a clue, every adventure begins with a question, and every act of kindness makes the world a little brighter.
May your imagination always lead you to wonderful discoveries.
— Chinmay

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The smallest clue can lead to the greatest adventure, especially when friends solve it together."
— Chinmay
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Chapter 1: The Missing Red Wagon
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Max skipped up to Barnaby’s little yard after breakfast. His magnifying glass bounced on its cord with every step. The small wooden gate stood wide open, creaking softly in the breeze.

Max stopped beside the path and looked around. The flower beds were tidy, the watering can was full, but one thing was missing. Barnaby’s bright red wagon was nowhere to be seen.
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Chloe hurried in and peered behind the flower pots. She checked near the rake, under the bench, and beside the fence. Not one wheel, handle, or tiny red corner showed itself.

Barnaby stood by the empty patch, wringing his paws. “My wagon was right here!” he said. His voice sounded small and worried, like a squeaky hinge.
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Max crouched low beside the garden path. He held his magnifying glass over the soft, damp mud. Two thin lines wriggled away from the empty wagon patch.

His grin spread wider than a jam sandwich. “Wobbly wheel tracks!” Max said. “They wiggle this way, then that way, like the wagon danced off.”
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Chloe walked along the fence, keeping her nose near the clues. Something tiny fluttered on a splinter, bright against the old brown wood. She pinched it carefully between two fingers.

“A red-orange tuft,” Chloe said, holding it up. “That does not look like wagon fluff.” Max leaned closer and gave a thoughtful hum.
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Quick footsteps pattered near the open gate. Leo rushed in first, with Ava close behind him. Both were puffing, as if the skipping rope game had chased them.

“What happened?” Leo asked, bending over the tracks. Max pointed to the wobbly lines in the mud. “We have a mystery to solve,” he said.
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Chapter 2: Following the Wiggly Trail
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Barnaby took a slow breath and straightened his red bandana. “I need that wagon for the picnic blankets,” he said. “Everyone is meeting at the park after lunch.”

Ava stepped beside him and patted his paw. “We’ll help you find it,” she said. Barnaby smiled a little, and his shoulders sank with relief.
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Max and Chloe followed the wobbly tracks through the open gate. The lines curved across the pavement, then wiggled past a row of daisies. Barnaby stayed near the yard, watching with hopeful eyes.

Then a soft sound floated from somewhere close by. Fweee-ooo! It was a cheeky little whistle, light as a bubble.
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Max froze so suddenly that Chloe nearly bumped into him. He lifted one finger and held his breath. The wobbly tracks waited ahead, curling round the corner of the fence.

“Did you hear that?” Max whispered. Chloe nodded, her eyes wide with discovery. From somewhere beyond the corner came another tiny, teasing whistle.

8

[image: ]

The wheel tracks curled along the pavement in a funny line. They wriggled left, then right, like a sleepy snake. Leo crouched close, but kept his toes well back.

"No squashing the clues," he whispered to Chloe. Chloe nodded and held a leaf out of the way. The track wobbled past three garden gates and round a shiny puddle.
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At the next lamp post, Ava stopped so fast Leo nearly bumped her. Beside one wheel mark sat a tiny paw print. It was pressed into a patch of soft brown mud.

Ava pointed with one careful finger. "The wagon had a tiny helper," she said. Leo grinned, then looked along the pavement for more little toes.
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Chapter 3: Whistles, Snacks and Loops
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Just then, a whistle floated over the pavement. It came from behind Mrs Green’s hedge, high and sweet. Max lifted his magnifying glass and hurried towards the sound.

Chloe followed, pushing past the tickly leaves. The hedge shook with a quick, shivery rustle. When they peeked round the corner, only a sparrow hopped away.
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Chloe knelt where the hedge leaves met the path. Something small and brown lay beside the wobbly track. She picked it up and brushed off a crumb of soil.

"An acorn," she said, turning it in her palm. A neat little tooth mark sat near the top. "Someone stopped for a snack," Chloe told Max.
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Leo followed the track towards the corner shop window. The glass shone with jars of sweets and paper windmills. On the pavement, the wheel marks began to wobble wider.

Round and round they looped in silly rings. Leo stepped between them and spun once, laughing. "It looks like the wagon had a dance," he called.
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Ava reached the muddy circles a moment later. She put both hands on her knees and laughed. The marks twirled around each other like brown ribbons.

"This wagon did twirls!" Ava said. Leo tried one careful twirl beside the clues. His red sneaker landed just outside the mud, safe and clean.

14

[image: ]

Max crouched beside a pebble near the shop wall. He peered through his smudged magnifying glass until everything looked huge. A tiny scrape of red paint gleamed on the stone.

"Our wagon came this
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