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Cecil Goes Spelunking
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There once was a boy who was scared of the dark.
“Oh, poor Cecil Bunker,” his friends would remark.
They knew that he slept with a flashlight turned on.
He watched out for monsters all night until dawn.

Now Cecil’s new puppy slept with him in bed.
“Don’t worry, I’ll save you, Fitzhugh,” Cecil said.
When morning came Cecil would pick up his light.
It stayed in his pocket all day until night.

One late afternoon he met Wally and Will.
“Let’s build a new fort,” they said, “up on the hill.”
So off through the forest they ran with Fitzhugh.
The boys were excited to build something new.

Then all of a sudden the pup disappeared.
“We’ll help you to find him,” his friends volunteered.
They checked under bushes and looked under rocks.
“That’s him!” Wally hollered, but it was a fox.

“Let’s hurry,” said Cecil, “before it gets dark!”
And just at that moment, they heard a dog bark.
“That’s got to be him,” Will and Wally cried out.
“Fitzhugh...Fitzhugh...,” Cecil started to shout.

The dog began howling which gave them a chill.
The boys listened closely and stood very still.
Then Cecil called out, “It’s okay, boy, I’m here!”
He wondered how Fitzhugh could just disappear.
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They scrambled through branches and followed the sound.
Then Will said, “It’s coming from under that mound.”
And that’s when they saw it—a dark open hollow.
They stopped in their tracks and took a big swallow.

“A cave,” Wally whispered. “We can’t go in there.”
And Will said, “It could be a den for a bear.”
They heard Fitzhugh howling from somewhere inside.
And Cecil was tempted to run off and hide.

The call of his puppy was hard to ignore.
He hated the dark, but he loved Fitzhugh more.
Then with a deep breath, Cecil tried to be brave.
He flicked on his flashlight and entered the cave.

His friends watched him go with their eyes open wide.
“Just yell if you need us. We’ll be right outside.”
As Cecil went in he called, “Fitzhugh, I’m here.”
The dog barked, and Cecil could tell he was near.

Then deep in the cave Cecil tripped and fell down.
His flashlight went out as it bounced on the ground.
He crawled in the dark of that black hollow space.
And Cecil thought, Monsters must live in this place.

When Fitzhugh stopped barking the cave was so still.
And Cecil heard nothing but silence until...
A flapping of wings made a whoosh in the air.
Now Cecil was sure there was something in there.

He felt his heart quicken. He felt his knees shake.
He said, “If I’m dreaming, please pinch me awake.”
The blackness around him was velvety thick.
Poor Cecil was sure he was going to be sick.

He crept through the darkness and searched for his light.
Above, he imagined cave-monsters in flight.
And just when he thought he could take it no more...
He touched something cold on the muddy cave floor.

 “My flashlight!” he cried out and clicked the switch on.
He hoped that the wing-flapping-monsters were gone.
The beam of his flashlight shone bright on Fitzhugh.
Now Cecil stood frozen, not sure what to do.
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The dog was just sitting—surrounded by bats!
The two on his head flopped like raggedy hats.
And hundreds of bats hung in clumps upside-down.
“I’ll save you,” cried Cecil. “I won’t let you down.”
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The cave full of bats had made Cecil turn pale.
But Fitzhugh the puppy was wagging his tail.
He looked quite content as he licked his new chums.
And Cecil thought, This is as strange as it comes.

“Just look at you!” Cecil cried out with a grin.
“You must have been howling to make me come in.
I thought you were trapped or in trouble,” he said.
“And here you are sitting with bats on your head!”

Now Cecil was pleased he had no one to save.
So he used his flashlight to check out the cave.
The walls seemed to sparkle with crystals and gems
and coral-like flowers with curlicue stems.

He beamed his light up—the stalactites hung down,
like icicles dusted in cinnamon brown.
They clung to the ceiling and reached for the ground,
while some looked like soda-straws, hollow and round.

And then Cecil Bunker went on to explore.
Around him, stalagmites grew up from the floor.
He saw shapes like broomsticks and pancakes in stacks.
Weird corkscrew formations were clustered in packs.

It’s awesome, he thought. What a beautiful sight.
I’m seeing the dark in a whole different light.
“Let’s go now. It’s time to go home,” Cecil said.
And off flew the bats to their roost overhead.
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So Fitzhugh and Cecil walked out of the cave.
And Wally and Will said they thought he was brave.
The boys were relieved that their friend was okay.
They carried him round on their shoulders all day.

And never again did he sleep with his light.
Or wait up for monsters to come out at night.
He conquered the darkness just like a spelunker.
And now all the kids call him “Brave Cecil Bunker.”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


ops/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/f0044-01.jpg





ops/images/f0043-01.jpg





ops/images/f0049-01.jpg





ops/images/f0046-01.jpg





ops/images/f0040-01.jpg





ops/images/f0039-01.jpg





ops/images/f0042-01.jpg





ops/images/f0041-01.jpg







ops/images/f0036-01.jpg
LR






ops/images/f0035-01.jpg






ops/images/f0037-01.jpg





ops/images/f0032-02.jpg
LR





ops/images/f0032-01.jpg





ops/images/f0034-01.jpg





ops/images/f0033-01.jpg





ops/images/f0023-01.jpg





ops/images/f0031-01.jpg





ops/images/f0026-01.jpg





ops/images/9781551436388.jpg





ops/images/f0020-01.jpg





ops/images/f0019-01.jpg





ops/images/f0022-01.jpg
Kt

(>





ops/images/f0021-01.jpg





ops/images/ciii-03.jpg





ops/images/ciii-02.jpg





ops/images/f0015-01.jpg





ops/images/f0014-03.jpg





ops/images/f0018-01.jpg





ops/images/f0016-01.jpg





ops/images/ciii-05.jpg





ops/images/ciii-04.jpg





ops/images/f0014-02.jpg





ops/images/pub.jpg
OrcA Booxk PUBLISHERS





ops/images/f0014-01.jpg





ops/images/ciii-06.jpg





ops/images/ciii-01.jpg





ops/images/f0006-01.jpg





ops/images/f0006-02.jpg





ops/images/f0001-01.jpg





ops/images/f0053-01.jpg





ops/images/f0003-01.jpg





ops/images/f0011-01.jpg
Jr——,
ot ,ijw.u






ops/images/f0008-01.jpg





ops/images/f0009-01.jpg





ops/images/f0059-02.jpg





ops/images/f0059-01.jpg





ops/images/i-01.jpg





ops/images/f0060-01.jpg





ops/images/f0056-01.jpg





ops/images/f0054-01.jpg





ops/images/f0058-01.jpg





ops/images/f0057-01.jpg





ops/images/f0051-01.jpg





ops/images/f0050-01.jpg





