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    THE SEARCH FOR WOLFIE
~

    A BELLA SIMON ADVENTURE

    



“Woof!” 
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    Max the Wonder Dog

    I heard my dog, Max, barking. He sounded scared but I ignored him. His fear of everything was uncharacteristic of a Phantom dog, but sometimes I thought he was more of a reincarnation of Scooby-Doo than a mythical creature that has been around for centuries. I thought he just saw a spider and was frightened by the encounter, but hearing him bark a second time, I decided to go and check it out. 

    “Eeeek!” joined Max’s bark.

    Panic started to set in. I ran. I didn’t know what I was about to get myself into, but I’d risk it to save Max. I ran faster, but tripped and fell in my clumsy haste, and my brown hair spilled out of my bun. I jumped back up, but my sight was impaired because I’d forgotten my glasses in my rush, and the battery was slowly dying in my flashlight. 

    My feet carried me to the kitchen, where I found a little black ball of fur and a pair of frightened green eyes staring up at me. I scooped up my companion and did my best to comfort him, but he kept looking intently at something behind me. I turned around and immediately regretted my decision.

    “Eeeek!” The screech again. Its host was a comical mix of a pelican, hare, and a dog all squished together to create the weirdest and most confusing cryptid ever - Wolfie. I flinched in terror, not only at the sound, but also at the animal. Wolfie looked right up at me and seemed to smirk. He scattered off into the darkness, cackling as he left.
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    Wolfie

    “Oh my god,” was all I could manage. I was frozen in fear and excitement. But that all faded when my phone rang. The caller ID showed it was my mom, Carolyn. I was definitely going to get an earful for this stunt. 

    “Hello?” I said.

    “Bella Simon, where are you? Your father and I are worried sick. You know it isn’t safe for a thirteen year old girl to be roaming the streets of Cambridge by herself at night...” She kept going on and on, and I soon stopped listening. I didn’t care what my punishment was; all I cared about was finding Wolfie again. But that would have to be another night. Thank goodness my mom has us staying here for three months while she sets up a new headquarters for her marketing business. That means I have plenty of time to snoop around Abbey House with my good friend Scooby-Doo…err…I mean Max.          
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    Bella Simon

    “Where were you last night, Bella?” My dad, Gene, asked me at breakfast the next morning. “You know your mother and I were worried about you.”

    “I know, Dad. I took Max for a walk, and I guess lost track of time.” My terrible excuse didn’t sway my father in any way. He just smiled and looked down at his meager plate of eggs. He was about to say something else, but my mom came huffing down the stairs in her business suit and heels.

    “Bella, I don’t care where you were or what you were doing. All I know is you’re grounded for a week,” she commanded. 

    No, good morning or how did you sleep – nope, just a slap on the wrist and a week devoid of fun. Max whimpered. My mother made a face at him and then continued out the door in a flash.

    “Bye, sweetheart,” Dad called, which was answered with a mumble and a slam of the door.

    “Bella, it isn’t fair of you to sneak out at night when your mother is busy doing work like this. She’s already stressed from work, and now this? Especially since you snuck out to go walking around a college town...” My dad went on about how I could’ve been kidnapped or worse. They just didn’t understand. Finding Wofie would be my big break. I would finally be recognized as a real cryptozoologist. 

    Dad finished his lecture and gave me a hug. “Okay, Bella Bug, I’m heading out to sightsee. I’ll have my phone on me, so if anything happens, give me a ring.” 

    With a kiss on the cheek and a belly rub for Max, my dad was off to explore Cambridge, leaving me by myself for school and my music lessons.
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    Streets of Cambridge

    “Okay, Max, today is our first day of confinement. How does it feel?” I asked, faking my enthusiasm.

    “Ruff,” Max said. He looked a little excited. This would mean all day naptime for him.  

    I just wanted to lie on the floor and die. “It’s so unfair,” I mumbled as I climbed up the stairs to my room. It was nothing special - a bed, chest of drawers, and a desk with my school stuff. I had my guitar and piano in the corner. I sat at my desk and got started on my schoolwork, but after four hours, boredom set in, and neither of my parents was home. Max was busy snoring on my bed, and with all my schoolwork done, I didn’t know what else to do. 
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    Bella’s Bedroom

    “Hmmm...what shall I do?” I asked myself. I tossed my green rubber ball up in the air and thought of the possibilities.

    “I could read a book, but that’s boring.” I caught my green ball on its journey back down. Max rolled over and started barking in his sleep.  I rolled my eyes and continued thinking of things to do.

    “Nothing, there’s nothing fun to do because I’m stuck in this stupid house!” I moaned. I sat in my chair for a few minutes wallowing in self-pity and anger over the loss of my freedom. 

    My phone vibrated. It was a text from Dad. 

    Hey, Bella Bug. I’m getting a bite to eat, then I have some more sightseeing to do. I might be gone a few more hours, but not too long. Mom says hello, and she won’t be home until late. How’s your schoolwork coming? –Dad

    “Same old dad,” I said. My dad used to be a journalist for the New York Times. He had a great career and was pretty famous. He met my mom and left it behind to pursue a new life with her. Now his main hobby was sightseeing and writing about the places he went on his blog. I texted him back, letting him know that my schoolwork was done, and that I was going to watch a movie or something. He reminded me to be safe and not to leave the house. I smiled. 

    “Well, Maximus, it’s only one-thirty. Dad will be gone until four or five, and Mom isn’t going to be home until after six. What are we going to do?” I asked. Max was awake now, and walked over to where I was sitting. He jumped up in my lap and licked my face. 

    “No ideas? Well, I guess it’s movie time,” I said. 

    We climbed up on my bed and I pulled the purple duvet over me. Max jumped in and snuggled next to me. I cackled, and got my computer out and turned on one of my favorite movies, Death on the Nile. 

    
    “Bella…wake up, sweetie,” Mom whispered as she gently shook me awake. 

    “Oh, hey, Mom,” I yawned. My computer was playing the ending credits for Death on the Nile, and Max had somehow sprawled himself on top of me and was snoring loudly.

    Mom put my computer away and sat on my bed. Her curly black hair was the polar opposite to my straight brown hair. My dad always said her beauty would make Aphrodite jealous. She smiled at me. I noticed she was all dressed up - red lipstick, earrings, the whole nine yards. 

    “Did you sleep well?” she asked as she ran her fingers through my hair. I nodded. She grabbed my glasses off my bedside table and put them on me. Max had shifted from lying on me to sitting in her lap, and mom was busy trying to get him off. 

    “Why are you dressed up?” I asked as Dad walked in the room in his suit. Max jumped off the bed and ran to him for a belly rub.

    “Business dinner with some very important clients. We got you some food downstairs. I’m sorry we couldn’t spend time with you tonight, but business is business,” she said with a shrug.

    “Okay, have fun,” I said as I hugged her.

    “Grrrr,” Max said. As Dad finished the belly rub, he came over and gave me a hug and kiss. They hurried out to attend Mom’s business dinner. 

    I went downstairs to see what they’d gotten me to eat, and of course, they got me Chinese
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