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Jogging
Chapter One

“Your tennis has got better, Jeff. But if you don’t get faster
before March, you haven’t got much of a chance,” my tennis
coach, Mr Allen, told me with a friendly smile. That was last
October on the last day of tennis practice. Then I knew that 1
had to jog every day if I wanted to be a member of the tennis

team at our high school in the summer.

My hobbies are tennis, skate-boarding and I play the piano.
Mike, my best friend, and I skate-board in a quiet street near
my house. Mike is a year younger than I am, but he’s really
good at skate-boarding. That’s the only thing he can do
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better. Mike lives in our street. He’s lucky because he has
only one older brother who doesn’t bother him much. I have
a bratty eight-year-old sister, Barbara, or Babs as her friends
call her, who’s my mother’s favourite. My father is away on
business a lot, but I think Babs makes him nervous, too.
The problem with our neighbourhood is that there are a lot of
little kids around. But all my friends except Mike live near
the high school. Sometimes I go over there with the new
motorcycle I got for my sixteenth birthday. Mike and I often
play tennis at Milford Park or mow lawns for our lawn-
mowing business.

I’'m in the tenth grade at the high school in Milford. School is
boring most of the time. Mike goes to private school now,
so he isn’t even on my bus any more. My father says I could
get good grades if I worked harder, so it isn’t worth sending
me to private school. I wanted to go to our high school
anyway, because I have a chance of getting on the tennis
team there. And a lot of kids I like very much also go to the
high school, like Lucy Smith. She has been in my class since
kindergarten.

So in October I started jogging. My route went into town,
back a longer way behind our house and home again. At
first I always took about forty-five minutes to run the route.
Of course, it was difficult to leave the house. My mother
always wanted to know where I was going. She was
frightened when I told her my jogging route. She was
afraid for me in the traffic, at night and in the cold. My
bratty sister always wanted to come with me and shouted
when I told her she couldn’t. Then, once I was finally on
my way, it was really hard. For the first few runs I had to
concentrate on my breathing. After the first two weeks, I
could sometimes look at the shop windows in town. I was a
little more careful at the traffic lights. I often looked into
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our neighbours’ gardens and houses when I came to that part
of my route.

There are always some houses for sale in our neighbour-
hood, and the one on Duncan Street was also on my route.
I started to watch all the changes in town, especially in our
own neighbourhood, during my jog. Soon I saw a change
at that same house every Wednesday. And it wasn’t people
interested in buying the house or moving in.

Usually the house was empty and dark, and nobody was
near it or in it. No cars were parked anywhere near the
house. But every Wednesday a wine-red Ford was in the
driveway of the house and somebody was working in the
garden. The Ford didn’t really look like a normal gardener’s
van. But maybe it belonged to the owner of the house or a
friend who was doing garden work. When we changed back
the clocks and the late afternoons got darker, I saw a light on
in a back room. I also saw shadows of people on the back
lawn.

I asked myself why the same people met at an empty house
every Wednesday evening. They sat in one room and left all the
others dark. Repairmen work every day, not just one day a
week. I couldn’t understand it. The house was in my thoughts
all week after I had realized how often this had happened on
Wednesdays. 1 decided to check the house the next week. I
didn’t like feeling so unsure about it.

The next Wednesday 1 passed the house again. When I was
far enough so the gardener couldn’t see me any more, I went
around to the back and through the garden behind the
house. I was careful. I stayed in the shadows, and I walked
up quietly to the back of the house. When I was standing
under the window with the light on, I could hear three
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voices; one gruff, deep man’s voice, one girl’s voice and
one boy’s voice, probably about my age. At first I couldn’t
really understand anything, but soon I could hear some
words, “Fifty dollars ... half an ounce ... pure.”

I waited quietly and thought about what I had heard. Slowly I
understood what was happening, but it was so unlikely in our
neighbourhood, that I listened again. This time I clearly heard
the word ‘coke’. Now I was really sure. There was something
going on here with drugs. I moved away quietly and ran home
as fast as I could.

When I got home, my mother was nervous because 1 was
fifteen minutes late. I still wasn’t sure about what I had
heard, so I just ate my meal quickly and went to bed. The
strange thing was that I was sure that I had heard one of those
voices before. But where, and who was it? And what should
I do now? With these questions in my head, I didn’t sleep till
midnight.

Chapter Two

In school the next day, I was thinking about what had
happened the day before. I couldn’t listen to the teachers.
Of course, I had to go to the police about my discovery —
that was clear. But would they believe me, a sixteen-year-
old? Or should I tell my father the story? No, that wasn’t a
good idea; he was always tired and nervous after work. 1
had to do it myself. I was thinking about this when my
English teacher asked a question. Then I heard something
that made me think of the house. 1 heard the same voice
that I had heard at the house. I looked around and saw it
was Lucy Smith. She was answering the English teacher’s
question.
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[ felt myself turn white, then red, then white and cold. I just
couldn’t believe it. Lucy Smith involved in drugs? A nice girl
like Lucy? Now I had to go to the police. Right after school. 1
didn’t want Lucy to be involved in drugs. It was even more
terrible than I had thought.

So I got off the bus in town near the police-station. [ hadn’t
thought about the last part of the journey home. I felt quite sure
of myself, as [ went into the police-station next to the library. A
tall police officer was sitting at a desk. He didn’t look up when
[ came in, so I said, “Good afternoon. " The policeman was still
writing, but at last he looked up.
“Good afternoon, can I help you?”
voice.

“Yes, I think there are drug dealers in an empty house in
Duncan Street. They sell their drugs to teenagers there. ”
“Well, son, what you think isn’t enough here. The police have
to have some proof. How did you get this idea?”

“The house is usually empty, but every Wednesday a wine-red
Ford is in the driveway and somebody works in the garden
and ... "

“Haven't you ever heard of a gardener? The owners are
probably trying to make a nice garden, so somebody will
buy the house at last. Get back to your schoolbooks and

he asked in a bored

your sports, and don’t bother us with your teenage
fantasies. We have serious work to do here, with real
criminals. ”

“But sir, I'd like to tell you the whole story. I'm sure a drug
dealer goes there ... "

“Of course, probably disguised as a gardener, right? Leave
their job to the police, son. Now go home and stop wasting
time. Your mother is worrying where you are. Goodbye. ”

And so this bored police-officer had laughed at me and I had
to walk all the way home and carry my school things. I
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started walking. I was tired and thinking about what I could
say to my mother when I got there, because I was more than
an hour late.

I tried to go in quietly as if nothing had happened, but, of
course, Babs shouted and everybody saw me. My parents
wanted me to explain why I had missed the bus and why I was
so late. I said something about staying after school and then I
went up to my room.

After I had done my homework, I had to decide what to do
next. The police didn’t want to help me, so the only thing I
could do was to find out more for myself. But it was too
dangerous to check the house and be near the criminals alone,
so I had to choose an assistant. The best person was Mike. I
was sure he would believe me and help. So I decided to tell him
the whole story. The next day I went over to Mike’s house and
talked about it with him. Mike was even more enthusiastic
about it than I was myself.

“Hey, man, that’s really terrible. We’ll be in the newspapers if
we catch that drug ring. ”

I told him that we didn’t know if a whole ring was involved,
that we had to have some proof first, and that the whole thing
was very frightening. That’s when Mike had one of his coolest
ideas.

“We have to keep a diary of everything we see that happens
at that house. We have to collect really clear evidence,” said
Mike. He had really understood the idea now. Every
Wednesday he jogged with me. After the first time, we
decided that Mike should walk down to the corner of Miller
Road and Duncan Street to meet me. That first Wednesday he
was running so hard he got a stitch and had to walk. Soon,
we had an idea about what was happening. We kept careful
notes of every new and different thing we saw and all the
conversations we heard. Mike was really brave and went
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right up to the car sometimes, even when the gardener was
there. We found out that he wasn’t really a gardener, but that
comes later. Here are some of the things we wrote in the
diary ;

Wednesday, 14th November

1. Ford in the same place.
2. Man with dark beard, brown trousers and dark blue pullover
working in the garden.
3. Three people in kitchen at the back of house.
-man, about 40, blue and green pullover, jeans;
—girl, it really is Lucy Smith, student at Milford High
School;
— boy, about 15, black.
4. Together the kids buy two ounces of cocaine for $200.
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5. The man in the kitchen has a big, brown leather bag.
6. Mike goes quietly over to car and sees
small brown paper bags under the front seats.

Wednesday, 21st November

1. Wine-red Ford car, gardener and other
man with beard arrive at 5: 02 pm.
2. Kids are already at the back of house.
3. Man tells gardener to stay near
the car — there’s a lot of money in there.
He leaves car doors open.
4. Gardener has to look after car.
5. Man with beard and kids go in and
leave through the back door.
6. Today they buy another two ounces.
7. All leave at 5: 39 pm.
8. Two men leave in car, kids leave
through garden door.
9. Walk behind Lucy as far as her
house (109 Miller Road) .
10. Mike follows boy to 9 Sycamore Street.

We collected information for over six weeks. Then Mike and I
decided it was enough for our plan. Now we had:
—our notes in our diary
—an unclear tape of the voices in the house
— the number of the car
—some wool from the dealer’s pullover that he had
caught on one wall of the house
—some paint Mike had taken off a dirty place on the car.

Now we were ready. The only problem was to convince the
police that it was time to arrest the gang. I was also really
worried about what could happen to Lucy; I didn’t want her
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to go to jail. . . Our next step was to think of a good plan so
that the police could arrest the criminals by surprise. We
didn’t want them to have a chance to escape after our weeks
of work.

Chapter Three

Mike and I both agreed that we needed some of the drug to
convince the police to come and arrest the gang. The big
problem was to get the man in the garden away from the car.
One of us could then take one of the small bags from under
the seat. This was the evidence we needed. Mike and I
thought about this problem for at least three days. Then one
day Mike came over when I was repairing my motorcycle in
the garage. He wanted to help me. At last! I knew the best
way to take the gardener’s eyes away from the car: a
‘ broken’ motorcycle. As soon as I told Mike, he was happy
about the idea, too.

Then we started working on the details of our plan. It was
clear that 1 would have to be the *‘ unlucky’ motorcycle
owner. I could ask for the gardener’s help and talk to him
for as long as possible. This was the chance for Mike to get
a small bag out of the car, run to the neighbour’s house,
phone the police and then wait for the officers to arrive. We
tried to think of all the details. We wrote a list of the things
Mike should tell the police, and the things that he mustn’t
forget because he was so excited. Some of the things on the
list were :

— the police should block the driveway with their car,
so that nobody could escape by car

— they should quickly block the back door

— nobody should come over to me.
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Mike also had to ask if the police could come in other
clothes. Our list also had other information like Mike’s
name and address and the address of the house. We wanted
to stop the motor by blocking the gas with some paper in the
filter. And we practised judo in case we had to fight. Our
plan was that Mike could get into the car but nobody should
see him. Then Mike and I could silence the man in the
garden when he saw a strange car in the driveway. And, of
course, the most important idea was that the police should
come immediately.

The Big Wednesday came. In my thoughts, I repeated
what I had to do over and over again. [ also thought about
all the things that could go wrong. By the time I came
home, I had the most terrible pain in my stomach. [ was
really nervous. I didn’t tell my mother why I was going out
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on my motorcycle and not jogging. Then I went over to
meet Mike. He was even more nervous than I was, but
everything we did from then on went well.

We started off on my motorcycle and then stopped 200
metres from the Duncan Street house, opened the gas line
quickly and put some paper in to clog the filter. We closed
it up again and started the motorcycle. Mike got off a few
houses before the ‘ drug’ house and I drove on slowly till I
was nearly in the garden, away from the driveway, but near
enough so the gardener could see me. 1 was afraid the gas
would last tco long, but then my motorcycle suddenly
stopped and it just didn’t start again. 1 tried to look as
worried as possible. I looked at my watch, checked my
motorcycle and tried to make it start. At last I got off,
pushed the bike off the street and onto the grass. I tried to
do everything very slowly to give Mike time. I started to
repair my motorcycle, and I felt even more nervous. The
gardener just went on with his work. He looked at me
quickly now and then. Just when I thought I would have to
call and ask for his help, he walked over to me. I tried to
look very busy — just repairing my motorcycle.

“Need any help, kid?” a gruff, but not unfriendly voice
asked.

I felt as if 1 was going red, but then I said quietly, “I don’t
understand it. The motor just stopped, but there’s enough
gas. ”

“I know a lot about motorcycles,’
“Perhaps I can repair it for you.”
“Yeah,” Isaid. I was hoping that he wouldn’t think of the
filter immediately. 1 got out the tool kit and we checked
things on the motorcycle. I felt it took a long time. 1
thought about Mike all the time — would the man hear Mike
when he opened the cax-door? Would he think of the filter,
find the paper and the whole plan would go wrong? I was

]

the man said and smiled.
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Very nervous.
nervous I was or Mike at the car. I was too worried to look
up to see what Mike was doing at the car or if he was gone.
I tried to be normal on the outside, but a thousand things
were jumping around in my head and each minute lasted
longer than sixty seconds.

But from the minute I heard Mike, who was whistling as he
walked down the street, everything happened quickly. Just as
two cars drove up the driveway, Mike walked over to us to
‘help’ and suddenly put his scarf over the gardener’s
mouth. Automatically, I got his arms into the grip we had
practised while Mike tied the scarf. He helped me take

Bl WEI

R o

control of the man, who stood there surprised and helpless.
The police were really great. Two police officers came over
and took our man. Three other police officers walked up to
the back door very quickly and quietly and took the group in
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the kitchen by surprise. The man with the beard had heard
the cars and was just trying to go out the back door, but
they arrested him.

We watched the police when they drove away in their cars
and the wine-red Ford with the criminals and the kids before
we really knew it was all over. Mike and I were really
glad —but I felt terrible when I saw Lucy in there with
criminals and police officers. We opened the gas line
again, took the paper out of the filter, started up my
motorcycle and drove to Mike’s. I called my mom and told
her I was eating dinner at Mike’s, so she didn’t have to
worry. And we sat on the living-room floor and talked
through every minute of the last hour to each other till the
phone rang. We had to go to the police-station. There we
showed what we thought was a very professional book of
evidence. They asked us lots of questions. The police
congratulated us on a good job.

Just as we wanted to leave, a man came in, who knew
everybody. He was the ‘ Milford News’ reporter for police
stories. When he learned from the police officer about the
gang, we had to tell the story all over again into the
microphone of his cassette-recorder and then he took our
picture. We were so glad to get out of the police-station that I
forgot to ask about Lucy. I thought about it all the way home
and decided to tell my parents. My mom wasn’t too happy, of
course, but she told me not to worry about Lucy; young
criminals don’t usually go to jail.

Chapter Four

When my dad opened the-newspaper the next morning, he got a
big surprise. The front page looked like this;
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