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“A sleuth with an edge.”
—Don Graves, Canadian Mystery Reviews

small-town reporter claire abbott
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is terrified that her nightmare about an explosion
at the local high school is about to become reality.
When there really is a bomb threat at the school,
she fights to convince police the danger is real and
not just a prank. But Claire’s obsession has tarnished
her reputation, and she is forced to work on her
own. Will she track down the bomber before it’s
too late?
Race Against Time is the third book in the Claire
Abbott Mystery series.
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For Mitch, as always

one
i

nside the school, the bomb squad tried
to find a bomb that could go off at
any moment. Police cars and fire trucks
surrounded the building. Their emergency
lights blazed in the dreary light of this
winter afternoon. I shivered from cold as I
waited beside the cop cars.
The students had been evacuated. They
now stood in the snow-covered sports field
below the school. The kids knew someone
had made a bomb threat. They were also
watched over by their teachers. So I was
surprised to see a teenage boy run into a
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side entrance of the school. He wore a red
hoodie with a black skull on the back.
“Hey, stop!” I cried. Then I turned to the
nearest cop, Officer Banks. “A kid just ran
inside.”
“We have things under control,” Banks
said. “All the students have been evacuated.”
“There’s a boy in that building,” I insisted.
“If that school blows, he’ll die!”
The cop turned his back on me. When I
tried to tell him again, he ignored me as if I
wasn’t there.
I tried the firefighters. “There’s a kid
in there!” But they also acted as if I was
invisible.
I bolted inside the school after the kid,
hoping to stop him. The rows of lockers
seemed to go on forever as I raced from room
to room. I had only minutes to find the boy
and get out of this building before it blew.
Yet as I turned the corner to race down
another hallway, I saw a janitor calmly
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mopping the floor. “Can I help you?” he
said.
“What are you doing here?” I yelled as I
ran toward him. “There’s a bomb. This place
is about to explode!”
The janitor looked at me blankly.
“Didn’t you see the cops and their
sniffer dog?” I asked him. “They cleared the
building. They’re trying to track down the
bomb before it goes off.”
“Why are you here then?” he asked me.
“I followed a kid inside. Did he run this
way?”
“You shouldn’t be here.”
Yeah, I thought, tell me something I
don’t know. “I tried to tell the cops the boy
was here, but they wouldn’t believe me.” I
started off again down the hall. “I’ve got to
find him.” I glanced back briefly as I called,
“Get the hell out of here!”
“I can help,” the janitor said, but he
didn’t run after me. He just stood there
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in his gray uniform, holding the mop.
Even so, as I turned the corner and started
down the next hallway, I heard him repeat
himself. He sounded as if he were right
behind me. “I can help.”
Then the boom of the explosion
sounded, throwing me to the floor. A
moment later a ball of fire shot down the
hallway toward me. I knew in that instant,
before the searing heat hit, that I would
certainly die.
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