
The House Across the Street

The library was quiet, even by library standards. There 
were only five people shuffling between the rows of  books 
or sitting at tables reading. Xxxx and Ffff  went over to the 
main desk where a librarian was typing at a computer. She 
held up a single finger to let them know she’d be with them 
in a moment and continued typing.

“What can I do for you girls?” the librarian asked when 
she was finished with her work.

“We’d like to see some of  the old copies of  the local 
paper you have,” Xxxx said.

“Any specific dates? If  it’s from a long time ago, we 
have copies on microfilm, if  it’s more recent, we have hard 
copies of  each year in binders.”

“We’re looking for copies from two to five years ago.”
“Those would be in binders to the back left of  the li-

brary,” the librarian said, pointing in the general direction.
They found the binders stored on metal shelves against 

the back wall. After locating the one from two years ago, they 
lifted the heavy, leather-bound edition and put it on a table.

“Couldn’t we have looked this stuff  up online?” Ffff  
asked.

“I tried,” Xxxx said, “but I didn’t have much luck find-
ing anything older than a couple of  years on the paper’s 
website.”

“Okay, let’s look through this one and see if  we find 
anything.”

It didn’t take them long to locate a story about a missing 
girl from Coopersville. It was just an update to say there 
hadn’t been any progress in the investigation, but it did say 
police were treating the latest disappearance as being re-
lated to the other four in the area over the past few years. 
Xxxx and Ffff  kept searching through the papers, writing 
down anything that seemed important in a notepad.

Three girls and two boys had gone missing, and all of  
them disappeared at night. In each case, except one, there 
hadn’t been any clues or witnesses to what happened. The 
exception was the first case, when a small amount of  blood 
was found in a back alley just two blocks away from the 
boy’s house. Other than being from Coopersville and dis-
appearing at night, there didn’t seem to be anything else 
connecting the kids. 

Xxxx glanced at her phone and saw it was only ten minutes 
until the library closed. They’d been looking through newspa-
pers and taking notes for more than two hours. Where had the 
time gone? They weren’t any closer to figuring out what was 
happening, but maybe it was silly to think they would be. What 
could they possibly find out from reading old newspapers that 
the police wouldn’t know from investigating the cases?

“You should call your mom and have her pick us up,” 
Xxxx said. “The library will be closed soon.” 

“Yeah,” Ffff  said, “I don’t want to have to wait outside 
in the dark.”

Xxxx hadn’t even thought about that. “You’re right, call 
her quickly.”

“What do you think about all these stories?” Xxxx asked 
after Ffff  called her mom.

“That we wasted a lot of  time,” Ffff  said.
“The only thing that sticks out to me is that the only 

evidence police found was at the scene of  the first abduc-
tion,” Xxxx said, ignoring her.

“I’ve seen in TV shows that sometimes police keep de-
tails of  a crime away from the public. Maybe there were 
more clues, but the police kept them secret,” Ffff  said.

“Maybe you’re right, maybe we did waste our time. But 
it could be that there weren’t any clues for the police to 
keep secret.”
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