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an excerpt from “Duffy’s Jacket”	by Bruce Coville	

  
 We get to this cabin, which is about eighteen million miles from 
nowhere, and to my surprise, it's not a cabin at all. It's a house. A big 
house.  
 “Isn't it great?" chirped Aunt Elise. "It's almost a hundred years old, 
back from the time when they used to build big hunting lodges up here. 
It's the only one in the area still standing. Horace said he hasn't been able 
to get up here in some time. That's why he was glad to let us use it. He said 
it would be good to have someone go in and air the place out."  
 Leave it to Aunt Elise. This place didn't need airing out – it needed 
fumigating. I never saw so many spiderwebs in my life. From the sounds we 
heard coming from the walls, the mice seemed to have made it a 
population center. We found a total of two working lightbulbs: one in the 
kitchen, and one in the dining room, which was paneled with dark wood 
and had a big stone fireplace at one end.  
 "Isn't it charming?" asked Aunt Elise hopefully. 
 No one answered her. 
 Four hours later we had managed to get three bedrooms clean 
enough to sleep in without getting the heebie-jeebies – one for Mom and 
Aunt Elise, one for Marie, and one for me and Duffy.  
 After a supper of beans and franks we hit the hay, which I think is 
what our mattresses were stuffed with. 
 Things looked better in the morning when we went outside and 
found a stream where we could go wading. Later we went back and 
started poking around the house, which really was enormous. That was 
when things started getting a little spooky. In the room next to ours I found 
a message scrawled on the wall. BEWARE THE SENTINEL, it said in big black 
letters. When I showed Mom and Aunt Elise they said it was just a joke and 
got mad at me for frightening Marie.  
 Marie wasn't the only one who was frightened.  
 We decided to go out for another walk. We went deep into the 
woods, following a faint trail that kept threatening to disappear but never 
actually faded away altogether. It was a hot day, even in the deep 
woods, and after a while we decided to take off our coats.  
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 When we got back and Duffy didn't have his jacket, did they get 
mad at him? My mother actually had the nerve to say, "Why didn't you 
remind him? You know he forgets things like that."  
 What do I look like, a walking memo pad?  
 Anyway, I had other things on my mind-like the fact that I was 
convinced someone had been following us while we were in the woods. I 
tried to tell my mother about it, but first she said I was being ridiculous, and 
then she accused me of trying to sabotage the trip. So I shut up. But I was 
pretty nervous, especially when Mom and Aunt Elise announced that they 
were going into town which was twenty miles away-to pick up some 
supplies (like lightbulbs).  
 "You kids will be fine on your own," said Mom cheerfully.  
 And with that they were gone. 
 It got dark. It got very, very dark. 
 We played Monopoly. 
 They didn't come back.  
 That didn't surprise me. Since Duffy and I were both fifteen they felt 
it was okay to leave us on our own, and Mom had warned us they might 
decide to have dinner at the little inn we had seen on the way up. But I 
would have been happier if they had been there. Especially when 
something started scratching on the door.  
 “What was that?" said Marie. 
 "What was what?" asked Duffy.  
 "That!" she said, and this time I heard it, too. My stomach rolled over, 
and the skin at the back of my neck started to prickle.  
 "Maybe it's the Sentinel!" I hissed. 
 "Andrew!" yelled Marie. "Mom told you not to say that." 
 "She said not to try to scare you," I said. "I'm not. I'm scared! I told 
you I heard something following us in the woods today."  
 Scratch, scratch.  
 "But you said it stopped," said Duffy, "So how would it know where 
we are now?"  
 "I don't know, I don't know what it is. Maybe it tracked us, like a 
bloodhound." 
 Scratch, scratch. 
 "Don't bloodhounds have to have something to give them a scent?" 
asked Marie. "Like a piece of clothing, or–" 
 We both looked at Duffy.  
 "Your jacket, Duffy!" 
 Duffy turned white. 
 "That's silly," he said after a moment. 
 "There's something at the door," I said frantically. "Maybe it's been 
lurking around all day, waiting for our mothers to leave. Maybe it's been 
waiting for years for someone to come back here."  
 Scratch, scratch. 


