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“You can dance, you can ji-ive….”  As I close the book I’ve just finished, placing my bookmark 
carefully on my TBR pile, the disco tunes of ABBA greet me. My sister and her best friend have been 
dancing to the same CD for an hour and it’s becoming rather repetitive. 

I slope downstairs and enter the dining room to return the book my dad lent me, and we 
passionately discuss plot theories for a while, until I remember the pending homework that is 
waiting in my room. 

I stand stunned at the sight in my room that greets me. My TBR pile is strewn across the floor- in no 
order at all! But if the books are knocked over, where’s my bookmark? It’s not valuable, but it means 
a lot to me; it was a gift from my late grandad so it’s my most treasured possession. As a root around 
my floor frantically, I realise; it must have been stolen. 

My anger simmering, I stomp downstairs. Dad is in the hallway talking to… Danielle. My stomach 
somersaults- last time I saw her, I made a right fool of myself so goodness knows what she thinks of 
me now.  

“Err, Luke, could you please move? I need to get Florence from Mia’s room to take her home.”  
Danielle’s smooth voice jolts me out of my detective-mode, but I quickly regain focus. 

I stand resolutely in her way. Dad, Mia, Danielle and her younger sister Florence must be my 
suspects- mum’s at the university lecturing. 

“Uhm, sorry, no,” I nervously reply. “My precious bookmark has been stolen; everyone in this house 
are suspects. You’ll be interviewed in due course.” I’m really getting into this detective lark. 

Dad leaves Danielle and so do I; him to finish the ironing and me to interview Mia. There’s no point 
interviewing him; he didn’t have the opportunity and he has no motive either; he misses his dad as I 
much as I do. Dad begins whistling- “a bit of Poirot for you, detective,” he chuckles. I glare at him; 
he’s not taking this seriously. 

As I march upstairs, I glance back and see Danielle fiddling with her tawny-brown hair in an unusual 
way. Could this be suspicious behaviour? 

I shake my head, trying to rid my brain of the thought. It doesn’t bode well to suspect your crush, 
does it?  

The Poirot theme tune still in my head, I enter Mia’s room and she and Florence sit bolt upright, 
having just been in deep discussion. I explain my mystery case but Florence refuses to be 
interviewed- understandable, given I’m practically a stranger to her. 

“It wasn’t us!” Mia exclaims, protesting their innocence. “We were dancing in here.” Imparting a 
crucial piece of evidence, she says, “I heard someone running up the stairs- it wasn’t dad; there was 
no loud stomping.” That’s hardly good news- it must’ve been Danielle. While I’m buried deep in 
thought, Mia pipes up. “Why don’t you examine the crime scene? That’s what Daisy and Hazel do.” I 
don’t usually take advice from fictional characters, but it is a good idea so I leave Mia’s room and 
enter mine. 
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Now I’m not in a state of frenzy, I take a proper look at my room- ‘the crime scene’. Lying on a book 
is a single brown hair. It’s not dad’s, Mia’s or even mum’s- we’re all blonde. Florence does have 
brown hair but as she was in her room with Mia, this can only mean one thing- Danielle stole my 
bookmark. How could she? Now we’re talking more at school, I had thought she might feel the same 
way about me as I did about her, but obviously not. I mentally scold myself- ‘facts over feelings, 
Luke.’ 

As I trudge downstairs, I study Danielle’s face for signs of guilt but find none. ‘Do you really want to 
do this?’ I question myself.   

All in one go, I announce “you stole my bookmark!” Danielle quizzically looks at me, her big brown 
eyelashes blinking as if to process the gibberish I’ve said. As I’m about to question her further, Mia 
rushes downstairs, Florence following. 

“It wasn’t her!” Mia gasps. I glare at her for interrupting my denouncement. My sister confesses, “It 
was us!”  

She continues, “Florence and I were discussing the other day how it’s so obvious you and Danielle 
like each other-” 

I catch Danielle’s eye and we immediately look away. 

“-And how you two were too embarrassed to say anything. So I hatched an ingenious plan to get you 
together.” 

“By framing her?” I say through gritted teeth. 

Annoyed, Mia persists. “While you were talking to dad in the dining room, I dashed into your room 
and took the bookmark, and placed Florence’s hair on a book to look like Danielle’s. I was going to 
sneakily put the bookmark in Danielle’s bag when she came in but dad opened the door before I 
could.” 

Confused, I ask, “Why did you think that framing Danielle for theft would result in us getting 
together?” 

Mia replies sheepishly, “I thought if you were working together on a mystery case, it would bring you 
closer together. But when I heard you accusing Danielle, I realised my plan had gone horribly 
wrong.” 

I feel a red-hot blush rising up my neck. “Can you please go?” I motion to Mia and Florence. 

Once they’re out of the way, Danielle faces me. “They’re correct, though, aren’t they?” she says. I 
nod subtly, which she takes for a yes. “Well, when life gives you lemons,” and she steps towards me, 
and it all happens in a rush. Her smooth lips on mine, and suddenly- bam! Fireworks shoot up inside 
me and it’s bliss. It’s all I’ve dreamed of and more! ‘Finally,’ I think and laugh, and we pull apart. My 
lips tingle from where hers touched mine and I beam at her, and she smiles a smile so wide and 
joyous that I know this whole mystery was worth it. 
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