
  
    
      
        THE WOODEN STATUE


        SHIVER BITES


        BEV IRWIN

      


      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
              

            

          


          
            
              

            

          


          
            
              DEDICATION

            

          


          
            
              

            

          


          
            [image: image-placeholder]
          


          
            
              

            

          


          
            
              

            

          


          
            
              I dedicate this book to my grandsons,

            

          


          
            
              Devin and Asher.

            

          


          
            
              I hope they will enjoy reading this story.

            

          


          
            
              

            

          


          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Acknowledgements

        

      


      
        
           I want to thank Janet Bullock for taking the cover photo.


          And Bob and Bessie Bullock for being the actors on the cover.


          


          
            [image: image-placeholder]
          


          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          


          Copyright © 2023 by BEV IRWIN


          All rights reserved.


          No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact [include publisher/author contact info].


          The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.


          1st edition 2023

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: image-placeholder]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: image-placeholder]
        


        
          CHAPTER ONE

        

      


      
        
          “Are you sure you packed everything?”


          Mom yells at Dad, again. This is only the fifty-third time this morning.


          “What about a hammer?”


          Mom is always checking up on Dad. He does tend to be a little forgetful at times. Like the time he left the cooler in the garage, and we had to stop and get a new one, plus replace all the food that was inside. Or the time he left the tent in the basement.


          So today, Mom is making extra sure he doesn’t forget anything. Today is the day we’ve been waiting for all year; the first day of our annual camping trip. But maybe I wouldn’t have been so excited if I had known how it would turn out.


          My brother, Tyler, and I have packed and unpacked our stuff for a week. We packed playing cards, the Monopoly game, fishing rods, baseball gloves, and anything else we thought we might need for the two weeks away from home. Our pile is organized in the back of the van and just waiting for Mom and Dad to finally be ready.


          Mom goes through her list for the fifty-fourth time. She and Dad agree they have everything, and we can leave. I let out an exaggerated sigh when Mom says, “Brianne, get Pepper. I think we’re ready to go.”


          Pepper is an enormous ball of white fluff. His tail is tipped with gold and curls over his back. But Pepper has a bad habit. He likes to bark. His bark scares people, so we have to keep him locked in the backyard. Really, he’s a wimp who craves attention.


          When people get up the nerve to pet him, he jumps all over them, slobbering them with kisses. We took him to obedience school once, but he’s forgotten any manners he learned.


          I grab Pepper’s leash and head to the backyard. “Come, Pepper.”


          He jumps up and down and bounds to the gate. It takes me several tries to get the leash hooked onto his collar. He knows something is happening. It’s funny how animals have a sixth sense about things.


          “Sit, Pepper.”


          Pepper sits for two seconds. Not long enough for me to latch his lease before he’s jumping all over me again. I try a second time, raising my voice.


          “Pepper, sit!”


          This time he obeys. His long gold and white tail thumps against the ground. I hook on his leash and open the gate. Pepper shoots through the gate. I tighten my hold on him while I lock the gate behind us.


          When Pepper sees the open van door, he starts jumping again. He loves car rides. He must feel my hold on his leash loosen and he bounds for the car. I’m small for twelve and when he gets moving, he can be pretty strong. I go flying behind him. Pepper jumps through the open door of the van and hops right onto my chair.


          My parents bought the van last year and we love it. Tyler and I have our designated seats. Mom and Dad like that too. It cuts down on the fighting when we get bored on long drives. Now there’s no more arguing about who’s going to sit where and no more pushing or shoving when one of us decides we need more room.


          Mom made each of us an organizer bag that fits on the chair in front of us. They have various pockets for our paraphernalia. We even have a table we can pull down where we can play games or write.


          Pepper has the back seat to himself. He can run back and forth from one window to the other. He is afraid he might miss something if he doesn’t keep checking out both sides of the van. When the window is down, he sticks his head out and sniffs all the various scents the wind brings his way.


          I yell at Pepper, and he jumps to his spot. Now sitting, his tongue lolls out of his mouth, the lead hanging from his collar while he waits for our trip to start.


          Tyler is in his chair, his seat belt buckled. Mom and Dad check the locks on the front and back doors of the house for the third time. Finally, they climb into the van. Fastening their seat belts, they turn to check on us, bright smiles on their faces.


          “Is everybody ready?” Mom asks.


          “Oh, Mom. We’ve been ready for days,” Tyler groans.


          “Well, yes, I know, but it doesn’t hurt to double-check.


          “We’ll be gone for two weeks, you know,” Mom says.


          She knows she is a fussbudget, but she knows the rest of us would be in a muddle if she wasn’t there to keep things shipshape and running like a well-oiled clock. With a nod, Dad turns the key in the engine, and the van roars to life. Pepper barks and Tyler cheers.


          Dad backs the car out of the driveway, and we start on a vcation that none of us will ever forget.
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          CHAPTER TWO

        

      


      
        
          “I spy with my little eye something black,” I say.


          “I know,” cries Tyler. “It’s that horse over there in the field.”


          “You got it,” I say. I think I better make this more challengingly.


          Tyler takes his time and looks both ways out of the van. He likes to win and tries to find the hardest thing he can. Me, I’m easygoing. A game is a game. I didn’t like it when he gets too serious. When he does, I try to find something funny, or weird to make him remember that it is just a game.


          Sometimes this works; other times it just brings out his temper. And he does have a temper that goes along with his carrot-red hair. Finally, he finds something. “I spy with my little eye something black and white.”


          “Is it the cow over there?” I point to a cow in the field, although I know it won’t be that easy.


          “No.” He grins.


          “Is it the car over there?” This time I point to a white car with a black vinyl roof parked by an old farmhouse.


          “No.” His grin widens. “You have one more guess,” he says.


          “Is it the farmhouse?”


          I’m pulling at straws because the house is white, but it didn’t have any black on it except for the dirt that stained one side of it.


          “No again,” Tyler cheers. “I got you. It’s the newspaper up there.”


          He points to a scrap of today’s paper that Mom cut out and stuck in the sun visor earlier today.


          “Oh, Mom, he’s cheating. It’s supposed to be something outside the car, not inside.”


          “Now, Tyler,” Mom chides, “you have to stick to the rules.”


          “I don’t want to play anymore. I’m bored,” Tyler whines. He rummages through the pile of games in his bag.


          “That’s fine with me,” I say. “I don’t want to play with a cheater.”


          “I’m not a cheater,” Tyler yells.


          “Are too.”


          “Mom,” Tyler screams.


          “That’s enough.” Mom looks up from her knitting.


          That is just like Tyler. When he isn’t winning or getting his way, he doesn’t want to play anymore and goes crying to Mom or Dad. He is not a good sport.


          Ignoring him, I take out one of the new books I bought at the school fair in June. I love to read, and I have saved a pile of books to bring with me. I spread them out in front of me and read the front and back covers. I pick one about a family going on a camping trip. The cover shows three girls sitting around a fire roasting marshmallows.


          One of the best things about camping is the gooey taste of dripping marshmallows hot from the fire. It’s a treat I look forward to every year. I open the book to the first page and ignore my pesky brother. He’s busy making faces at me. Tyler can really be annoying sometimes.


          “Look at that,” Mom calls out. She points to the side of the road. “A garage sale,” she cries triumphantly.


          “Oh, no,” we groan in chorus. Mom spends most of her Saturday mornings when the weather is warm going to garage sales. Sometimes she even drags us with her. Once in a while is okay, but this is our holiday.


          “Mom, we want to get to the campsite before dark,” I protest.


          “I just want to stop for one minute.” Mom smiles sweetly.


          Dad obediently pulls the van to the side of the road and lets Mom out.


          “I won’t be long,” she promises.


          Yeah, those are her famous last words. But I see the gleam in her eyes. She is a lady on a mission. Her mission: a hunt for the perfect treasure. We watch her dash to the junk-filled tables. She begins her hunt. She picks up each article and examines it. Then, she moves slowly to examine the next potential treasure.


          “How about we get ice cream while Mom is busy?” Dad asks.


          “Sounds good to me,” I say. I am never one to turn down my favorite dessert.


          “Me too,” agrees Tyler.


          I reach over and poke Tyler in the ribs. “I’ll race you to the store.”


          “You’re on,” Tyler says.


          We leap out of the van and run to the variety store. The sign displays a large ice cream cone
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