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    Chapter 1

    Sticky Fingers!

“MAY WE interview the twins?” I ask.

Mrs. PomPom frowns as we climb her front porch. Five minutes ago, she ran into my yard yelling that she’d been robbed and needed help. Believe it or not, that happens to me a lot.

I am Wednesday Walia Nadir, the number one detective in our neighborhood. My dog, Woof, is my partner in the Wednesday and Woof Detective Agency.
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“Interview? But they are just kindergartners, Wednesday,” she says. “What could they possibly know about thieving crooks who break into old ladies’ homes and steal their precious orange candy-making syrup?”

“I think the twins can help,” I answer as we enter her cozy home. A good detective needs the facts. The twins are Mrs. PomPom’s grandchildren: Zuri and Zach. They were the only other people in the house when the syrup went missing.

Woof gently rubs his nose against my hand, his signal that I need my detective’s notebook. I reach inside his vest pocket and grab it.

But my new friend Mariposa speaks first. “Show us the scene of the crime!” she demands. “I love reading detective stories like the Shirley Hurley books. She’s the best at solving mysteries! Me and Ruthie are learning to be detectives, too!”
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Mariposa’s new support dog, Ruthie, sniff-sniff-sniffs Mrs. PomPom’s hands and a few empty syrup jars. Woof nudges Ruthie, and she soon calms down. Woof is a very good role model.
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“I like your silver shoes,” Zuri tells Mariposa as she leads us to the room she shares with her brother. Mariposa really does have amazing sparkly shoes. She’s pretty stylish.
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“Why does your dog keep sniffing?” Zach asks Mariposa.

“It’s her job,” says Mariposa. “Sniffing is how Ruthie can tell if I’ve had too little or too much sugar in my body.” Mariposa is diabetic. That means she has to watch how much sugar she eats and take special medicine, or she could get very sick.

Zuri grins. “If Grandma had that kind of dog, its nose would fall off from sniffing Zach because of all the sugar he eats!” We all laugh as we sit around the small table. Zach sits crisscross on the floor.

“Hey, Zuri, love your room,” I say. “Were you having a tea party?”

She nods. “This morning. Zach didn’t play ’cause he had a sick tummy,” she says. Zach looks away. I follow his gaze to his bed. It sits high off the floor and has big drawers underneath.
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“Zach,” I begin softly, “are you feeling okay now?” He looks sort of miserable.

Zach shrugs.

“Nothing wrong with me or my tummy,” he mumbles. “I didn’t want to play tea party. I wanted to play pirate.”

Hmm, I wonder . . .

Ruthie jumps off the floor, sniffing and licking him more.
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“Down, girl,” says Mariposa. “She’s not supposed to do that. She’s still learning.” Ruthie continues to sniff-sniff-sniff at Zach.

I make a list of clues in my notebook. I detect a faint orange scent in the room. I look at Woof. He nods. Yep, he smells it, too. It could mean the thief was here!
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“Zuri, can you show us your favorite treasure?” Mariposa asks. I smile at Mariposa. I wonder if she’s seeing the same clues I’m seeing.

Zuri grabs a small shoebox from the closet.

She opens the shoebox to show her treasures—marbles, a few rocks, two doll shoes, and crayons.
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“That’s good stuff,” I say, then I turn to Zach. “I’ll bet her hiding place is way better than yours.”

“Is not!” he says, shooting to his feet.

“Bet it is!” Mariposa says. “Let us see!”

Soon as he moves, Ruthie sticks her nose in his fingers. “I think she likes me,” Zach says.

Woof moves toward the drawers under Zach’s bed. He takes another long sniff.

When Zach opens one of the drawers, I hear a tinkling sound. Glass bottles, I’d bet.

“Arf! Arf! Arf!” says Ruthie.

“Woof!” says Woof.

“The dogs can smell the orange oil scent,” I say. “Zach, it’s on your skin.”
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“Aha!” Mariposa shouts. “Caught you red-handed!” She’s still learning the detective biz, but she’s right.
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“Zach,” I say, “is there something you’d like to tell your grandmother?”
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    Chapter 2

    Wins By a “Hare”!

“THAT WAS awesome!” Mariposa says as we walk to my house. Mariposa’s family just moved in a few houses away. “When did you know?”

“Well, like it says in The Big Book of Detective Tips, I had to use my eyes, ears, and even my nose,” I say. “Only three people were home. I saw how Zach was acting mopey, almost guilty. Zuri said Zach had a big sweet tooth. And both Woof and Ruthie could smell something on Zach’s side of the room—and on his fingers.”
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“Oooh, you’re good, Wednesday Nadir!” Mariposa says. We give each other high fives. Our smiles are wide. “But I bet you aren’t better than the detective in my favorite book, Shirley Hurley and the Case of the Missing Classroom,” she says.

“I am better, because I’m real!” I say with a grin.

“Woof!” says my number one assistant and support dog, Woof.

Ruthie jumps and barks, “Arf! Arf! Arf!”

“Hey, Wednesday!” comes a shout. Me and Mariposa turn to see someone hopping toward us.

“That’s my best friend, Belinda Bundy!” I say. Her pogo stick goes boing-boing-boing! “Sometimes we just call her Bunny. She hops a lot.”
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Belinda Bundy waves at Mariposa and me. She really wants to be a bunny when she grows up. Not a detective. Her parents do something called “creative parenting.” Mom says we don’t have that in our house.

“We’re going to my house. Want to come?” I ask after introducing her to Mariposa.

“Sure!” says Belinda. She turns and points her pogo stick toward my house. “Race ya!”
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I run my fastest, feeling the air in my lungs and sun on my face. Woof races beside me, his support vest flapping, ready to help if I need it. Belinda Bundy wins.

Mariposa says, “No fair! She used a pogo stick!”

“Belinda hops everywhere. That stick is like her shoes.” I laugh. Mariposa and Belinda laugh, too.

When we reach my front yard, Raafe, my twin brother, and his friend Calvin run to meet us.

“Your grandpa is going to let us play with the drones in the backyard,” Calvin says. Daddy bought Raafe a drone with a remote control, and Grandpa bought some smaller ones so we could play with our friends.

“Cool!” me and Belinda Bundy say at the same time.

“Awesome!” says Mariposa. Ruthie is sniff-sniff-sniffing her again.

I rub the top of Woof’s head, and he knows what to do. He goes over and walks around Ruthie in a circle. He nudges her until he has her attention.

“Do you need to eat?” I ask Mariposa. Food is sort of like medicine for her. If her meter beeps, it means she could pass out if she doesn’t get some quick sugar.
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“I think, yeah, maybe I do,” she says. She pulls a thermos of fruit juice from her backpack and takes a sip. Then she tucks her backpack under the table. “Ahhh! Okay, I’m ready.”

I give Woof the hand signal for sit. “Sit!” Woof obeys, and soon Ruthie is sitting, too. Then I give the signal for stay. Woof nods. Ruthie whines.
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“Sorry,” says Mariposa. “I haven’t had her long, and I can’t remember all the hand signals.”

“You’ll get it,” I say.

Then comes a voice that makes me grit my teeth. “Oh no! Not another poopy puppy on the block.”

Woof growls.

I turn around.

“Anita B. Moo-see-apricot!” I say.
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    Chapter 3

    Missing Impossible!

“IT’S PRONOUNCED Moose-E-A, Wednesday Nadir. You know that,” Anita growls. Gruff, her bossy dog, growls, too. Woof moves to stand in front of me. Good boy.

Anita B. picks up Raafe’s drone. “It’s not so cool,” she says. Raafe gently takes it away from her. I roll my eyes.

Calvin sighs and says, “Um, Anita, want to play, too?”

“Well . . . ,” she says, like she’s got soooooo much to think about. “I guess I can stay a few minutes. Then I’ve got important things to do!” She chooses the last drone.

We play for the next hour chasing the floating, flying objects. Grandpa waves at us. The dogs bark and play. Everyone is having fun, even Anita B. Woof remains alert for signs of me getting too sore or tired because he’s still on duty.
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I have juvenile arthritis, and I have to be careful. Luckily, I have Woof to remind me to take breaks!
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Ruthie sniffs at Raafe’s hand and then barks at the drone. Raafe laughs. “Maybe it smells like my lunch!”

“Eeew!” I say to Raafe. “That smell is gross. What is that?”
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“Leftover lamb sandwich.” He grins. “It’s been in my backpack with the drone for a few days.” Sometimes it’s hard to believe he’s my twin.

Woof gives Raafe’s hand a sniff, too. “Woof!”

We’re all laughing, even mean ol’ Anita B., until we hear an awful screeching sound and turn toward the road.

“Look!” says Mariposa.

“Oh no! It looks like that truck is going to crash!” I say.

Turns out the old truck doesn’t crash. It only loses a few apples after swerving. We place the drones on the grass near the patio. Grandpa comes out and walks over with us to make sure the driver is all right.
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“See anything important over there?” Belinda calls from the opposite side of the truck.

When I bend down to pick up another apple, Woof leans into my leg to give me support. Belinda is looking under the truck, then her face disappears. I watch her shoes, gray sneakers with white bunnies, climb back onto the pogo stick and hop back to the yard. I see everyone else’s feet under the old truck, too.
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Blue sneakers—that’s Raafe; black lace-ups—Calvin; white with ponies—Anita B. I giggle. It’s funny seeing only the bottoms of everybody. Woof smiles, too.

“I think everything’s good here,” Grandpa tells us. The driver nods and climbs back into his truck.

We wave and my stomach growls. Loudly. “Grandpa, it’s time for our snacks!” I say.

“Race you back to the drones!” Raafe says. I’m trying to tell him I’m hungry when he breaks into a fast run. We all run after him.

“No fair! No fair!” I call out.

Of course, Raafe is first to reach the drones. I’m going to give him a piece of
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