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ONE

VISITING THE SCENE OF THE CRIME
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As Fanny rode away from Jenny’s house, the Sentry reporter, Frank Hamilton, entered the warehouse district. He slowed down and cruised the streets of the abandoned, mostly wooden structures. It was an area of approximately 20 blocks by 20 blocks. 

Boy, it wouldn’t take much to get these babies going, he thought, a match here and a match there, and you got yourself a roaring fire.

When he reached the perimeter and the start of the newer steel and brick constructed warehouses, he made a U-turn and reentered the older section. He drove through until he reached where he had first entered and pulled over. 

I’ll hang out here for an hour, he thought. The first two fires were 8 days apart, so I’d say our friend in the white car is overdue if he’s coming at all. 

Frank has been following this same routine for the past several days. With nothing much to go on, he had brought his camera and hoped his quarry would make a return visit. 

I’ll give it an hour, he thought.

––––––––
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The Following Morning

At 9 am, Jenny stopped at one corner of the complex consisting of one-family homes, and several apartment buildings. She waited for Fanny to catch up.

“No luck here,” Fanny said as she pulled alongside.

“Same here. I never realized there were so many white cars,” Jenny replied.

“I’ll take the three blocks on the left, and you take the ones on the right,” Fanny suggested.

“Okay,” Jenny said as she peddled away, “then I’ll meet you in front of the pool.”

“We’re going to need some cool water.” Fanny’s words drifted away in the distance.

Shortly, the two girls exited the water of the pool and stood with their arms up in the gentle breeze.

They were content to breeze dry.

Jenny was wearing her new two-piece bathing suit in dark blue, and Fanny wore a similar suit in black.

“Oh, we needed that, Fanny.”

“We earned it, Jenny.”

Being early at the pool, the girls had their favorite spot. Close to the high diving board and, more importantly, close to the jukebox and the dance floor.

“Being early pays off,” Jenny said as she sat on the blanket.

Fanny passed the sunblock lotion to Jenny and lay back.

“Now, we can just enjoy,” she said.

Jenny opened the folder she brought with her and removed a sheet of paper.

Showing it to her friend, she pointed at an area she had circled. “This is the area we covered this morning.”  

Jenny pointed to another circled area. “This is a smaller area that lies closer to where the murder happened.”

“Watson!” Fanny said and giggled. “It wasn’t a murder, it was two fires.”

Jenny shrugged. “I know, but I thought it sounded more mysterious. Well, anyway, that smaller area we could ride through later before we check out the scene of the crime.”

Fanny was still giggling as she agreed with her. 

“Good idea, Watson”

Stewart, Greg, and two friends showed up as Jenny was closing her folder.

The boys spread out their towels alongside the girl’s blanket.

One boy asked, “How’s the water?”

Fanny winked at Jenny and stood up. Jenny followed her lead and also stood up.

“The water is too hot,” Fanny said as Jenny added. “It also has a funny smell.”

“If I were you, I wouldn’t go in,” Fanny said as both girls jumped into the water.

They came up shaking the water from their hair.

“We have two comedians here, guys,” Stewart said.

“They had me going. I was disappointed,” one boy said. 

“I thought they were serious,” another boy said.

The two girls stopped laughing. 

“The water is beautiful,” Jenny said, as both girls floated on their backs.

The four boys quickly joined them.

After an hour, Fanny and Jenny went back to their blanket, and the boys stayed in the pool.

It wasn’t long before the lifeguard cleared the area in front of the high dive and motioned the swimmers to the sides of the pool. Two girls ascended the steps of the high dive. The first girl slowly walked to the tip of the board. She extended her arms up, and pointing forward. Using her weight, she pushed down and on the upward spring of the board, she was in the air. Legs straight, arms straight, she gracefully entered the water.

The second girl was basically a repeat, except she left the board on a stronger spring and flew higher than her friend. Of course, they weren’t without an audience, especially the boys. 

“Wow, Jenny, they were amazing,” Fanny said.

“They make it look so easy,” her friend replied.

“Well, it isn’t rocket science, but it takes a lot of practice, and not everyone could do it as well as they did,” Fanny said.

“I’m sure you could do it, Fanny, if you really wanted to.”

“I could, but that wouldn’t be fair. Those girls put a lot of practice to get where they are.”

In the meantime, the two girls gave a repeat performance to their cheering audience.

“Come on, Fanny, just once.”

“No, Jenny, but if you want to try, I’ll help you.”

“You would, Fanny, you would help me?”

“Sure, you’re my best friend. It would be fun. It isn’t like you’re going to win something.”

“Oh, but I’m afraid of heights, so, I could never do it.”

“All you need to do,” Fanny said, “is put your foot on the first rung of the ladder.”

“I don’t get it,” Jenny replied.

“You take the first step up, and I’ll do the rest.”

“Oh, goodness, Fanny, I really want to say yes.”

“You trust me, Jenny?”

“Of course, I trust you. Okay, I’m going to do it. I might never get another chance.”

Jenny walked toward the high dive and signaled to the lifeguard she was going up.

The lifeguard signaled to the nearby swimmers, “To the sides please, we have another diver.”

Stewart and Greg looked at each other. “Jenny?” Stewart said.

“You act surprised, Stu,” Greg said to his friend.

“I never saw her on the high dive, I guess she knows what she’s doing,” Stewart replied.

Jenny reached the ladder and glanced over at Fanny. Fanny smiled and nodded her head. Jenny put one foot on the first rung and suddenly scooted up and stood on the board. No one who was watching could deny that this girl was confident and knew exactly what she was doing.

She didn’t just walk, rather, she quick-stepped to the launch end of the board and stepped down hard with both feet. The spring she created propelled her into the air, almost straight up.

At the peak of her height, her body folded, and she touched her toes. At that point, she almost seemed suspended in mid-air. Her body straightened out as she descended and disappeared into the water. It was the old Jenny when she popped up.

Shaking the water from her hair, she turned to the boys and asked,

“How did I do?”

The look on the boys’ faces said a lot, but the applause of four pairs of wet hands answered her question.

Fanny was standing poolside and also clapping. 

“That was great, Jenny, you’re better than you ever were.”

As Jenny was drying off, Fanny whispered to her friend. 

“I might have left you up in the air a little longer than what is normal, but no one noticed... except me.”

“Oh, Fanny,” Jenny said, “that is so funny.” The two girls held each other’s arms and shook as they laughed.  

Leaving the pool, Fanny and Jenny stopped at Fanny’s house to change clothes and pick up Boots. They rode their bikes through the neighborhood, close to where the warehouses were located.

“We can cross this area off,” Jenny said, marking the area on the paper she held.

Fanny was sitting on her bike alongside Jenny. She was scratching Boots’ ear.

“You know what I found out, Sherlock?”

“What’s that?”

“A lot of criminals return to the scene of the crime.”

“Well, if we see that car,” Fanny replied, “and the plate numbers match, we are just two kids riding our bikes.”

The girls entered the warehouse area and rode through the streets. The old wooden structures were proof of the once-thriving community. It was Fanny who spotted the ruins of one fire. 

“This way, Watson, there’s not much left.”

Most of the skeleton of the building was still standing. There were hints of staircases that now led to nowhere. 

“Wow, what a mess,” Jenny said.

“Well, Watson, I can’t see any reason to hang around here, let’s scout through the streets on the way out.”

“Sure, let’s go.”

One block before leaving the warehouse district, Fanny noticed a car parked along one of the side streets. She stopped as Jenny caught up with her.

“Watson, that last street we passed, there’s a car parked down there. It isn’t white, but it’s the first car we saw in this whole area. It is out of place.”

“Let’s ride down past it,” Jenny suggested.

“Okay, but if we go down this street, we can approach it from behind. The driver might not see us until we pass it.”

“Okay, Sherlock, you lead the way, and I’ll follow.”

The two girls approached the car from behind. Fanny glanced at the driver as she rode by.

I know who that is, she thought. I bet he’s scouting the area also.

Two blocks later, Fanny stopped, and Jenny pulled alongside.

Jenny thought the driver looked familiar. 

“He had a camera, Sherlock. He took a picture of you as you rode past him. I know I saw him somewhere before.”

“That’s the reporter from the Sentry,” Fanny said. 

“His name is Frank Hamilton.”

“Oh, yes, he’s the one who was staring at you outside of Sid’s.”

“I think he was staring at the both of us,” Fanny said.

“Why do you suppose he’s here?”

“We should go, Watson, we can talk about that at our meeting.”

The two girls rode off.

Frank saw the two girls on bicycles as they approached his car. He already had his camera in his hand as Fanny rode by. 

I wonder what those two are doing here? It doesn’t seem likely they had anything to do with the fires, but then again, you know what they say, truth is stranger than fiction. Hmm, that’s right, it was those two who first noticed the fire at Sid’s pet shop. I definitely need to keep an eye on them.
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TWO

A SECRET MEETING
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Fanny and Jenny slipped into the Middle Village Luncheonette and sat in the last booth by the window. Sadie saw them come in and was surprised they didn’t greet her as usual. She walked over and stood by their table.

“Okay, you two, what are you up to?”

The two girls kept their heads down.

“Shh, Sadie, please don’t call us by our names, we’re having a secret meeting,” Jenny said.

“A secret meeting? Okay. Well, would you two want to try our egg creams?”

Jenny looked at Fanny and in a low voice said, “We should have something else, but what?”

“We’ll have two coffees, please,” Fanny said.

“All right, two coffees. How would you like your coffee?

The girls looked at each other. 

“How do your customers usually have their coffee?” Fanny asked.

“Well, you could have them just black,” Sadie replied.

Jenny made a face.

“Or you could have it with cream and sugar.”

“Cream and sugar,” Jenny said.

“Okay, cream and sugar it is. Oh, if anyone should ask, I haven’t seen you today.”

Jenny removed a sheet of paper from the folder she carried to take notes.

“Okay, Sherlock, let’s figure out why that reporter would be parked down by the warehouses,” Jenny said.

“He may have been scouting the area for the same reason we were there. Looking for the white car to return,” Fanny surmised.

“Or, he might be the one that set the fires. Remember, the
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