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Author Bio
Barbara Gipson, is a  published author of children’s 
books (http://www.barbaragipson.com). She was born 
in Los Angeles, California on May 25, 1948. She 
graduated from the University of Southern 
California with a Bachelor of Science Degree in 
Public Administration. After thirty years of service, 
she retired from the City of Los Angeles, Police 
Department where she  was employed as a Manage-
ment Analyst II (Budget Coordinator) on April 2, 
1999. 
 She first started writing in 1978. She  kept 
having these mysterious dreams, and, upon 
waking, felt they’d make a great story. Not to 
tell, as she had been doing before, but to put 
into a mystery novel. She started keeping a 
notebook of story ideas and notes, which she 
still has and which has grown very large. 
When she finally sat down to put these notes 
on paper, none of them made any sense. 
However, she  did get enough notes on a 
common theme and set out to write her first 
mystery novel. It wasn’t long before she 
discovered that she didn’t know the first thing 
about writing a mystery novel. So naturally, 
she stopped and learned how to write one. 
Somewhere along the way, she  discovered an 
online class for writing children’s books and 
her interest in writing turned in that direction. 
Someday, though, she promises to write that mystery 
novel. Wait! She already has. 
 In 1996, when she enrolled in a writing course 
for the Children’s Institute of Literature. The result 
of that education and her first mystery novel was 
Disappearing Footprints. The first published book in 
the Shirley Brown Mystery Collection for Middle 
Grade Readers. 
 Barbara currently lives in Long Beach, 
California with her son Robert and sister Frances. 
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One moment eleven-year old 
Shirley Brown is playing a game 
of  Disappearing Footprints in 
Los Angeles, California with her 
best friend Phyllis Johnson. 
Suddenly, she finds herself 
underground in a sunken room 
gasping for air. “STAND UP,” 
someone shouts into her ear. She 
closes her eyes and ignores 
them. “I can’t. I need to rest.” 

“STAND UP NOW!” they yell 
again. This time, she dared not 
ignore them. She stands up 
pressing her head against the 
ceiling of the small room. It 
gives way and a rush  of air 
comes flooding into her lungs. 

Gasping, Shirley jerks awake, 
sweating, as a flash of lightning 
followed by a clap of thunder 
roars overhead. A puzzled 
expression crosses her face as 
she realizes that she’s standing 
next to the bed in the sparsely 

furnished powder blue bedroom in 
Copper Springs, Oklahoma where 
she has been living for the last six 
months. 

It was just a dream. A dream that 
she’d been having all week. Tonight–
she didn’t want to think about 
tonight. It’s only a dream. 
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Target Audience

GoodReads Review

by Jessyca Garcia 

I have always loved reading mysteries and ghost stories. “Disappearing Footprints: 
A Shirley Brown Mystery” combines both. In this story Gipson introduces young 
Shirley Brown. 

For being the first book in the “Shirley Brown Mystery Series” it definitely made 
me want to read the next book in the series.  

See the entire review on GoodReads.com

WHO SHOULD READ 

• Kids who love ghost stories 
• Kids who read mysteries 
• Girls between 8-14 
• Parents 
• School Librarians 
• Book Reviewers 
• Newspaper and Magazine 

Editors

http://GoodReads.com
http://GoodReads.com


 

 

 

Book Excerpt

Chapter Two-THE DREAM 

Gasping for air, the eleven-year-old jerked awake, sweating, as a flash of lightning followed by another clap of 
thunder roared overhead. She was standing next to the bed in the sparsely furnished powder blue bedroom. She 
was still in Copper Springs, Oklahoma, her living nightmare for the last six months. The game she’d been 
playing with Phyllis back in Los Angeles was a dream. Then why did it feel so real? And, why have I been 
having it every night this week? Each time it got a little longer. A little more—scary. 

Monday, they were just beginning to play the game. She’d gotten as far as the overstep in the driveway. 
Tuesday, she’d gotten to the tree where Phyllis should have been but wasn’t. Yesterday, she’d picked up the trail 
and moved over to the vacant lot where again Phyllis should have been, but wasn’t. Today, she was underground 
and out of air. 

She knew Phyllis was fine, they’d talked today, much as they’d done every day since her family came to 
run Uncle Curtis’ farm following his accident. She’d even helped Phyllis study for a science test today that she 
was going to have tomorrow. Yet, this dream seems so real. What if? No that’s not going to happen. It can’t 
happen. She shuddered and pushed the thought from her mind. 

She walked over to the bay window and looked out. The thunder and lightening had been joined by a 
pounding rain. She sat down on the window seat and watched for several minutes before dozing off. 

She heard a scream, dazed, she found herself standing on the walkway of her house back in Los Angeles. 
Phyllis came running towards her from the driveway. Shirley stepped back and braced herself expecting Phyllis 
to grab onto her. Instead, she ran right past. Surprised, Shirley turned to see Mona DuBois barreling towards 
her. She cringed, closed her eyes, and waited for the impact. Nothing happened. Slowly, she opened her right eye 
and peered at Mona. She stood a few feet in front of her; her light brown skin was red with rage. Sparks flashed 
off her hazel green eyes as a look of pure hatred distorted her beautiful face. Shirley stood frozen, watching 
Mona’s heaving chest as she huffed and puffed to catch her breath. Several minutes passed, someone screamed, 
and Phyllis ran past again. 

“Help us,” Mona said and took off after her. 

 A chill ran deep into Shirley’s soul and again, she woke up. This time screaming. 



Connect with Barbara Gipson

Email: barbaragipson@earthlink.net 
Website: barbaragipson.com 

Facebook: facebook.com/barbaragipson733 
Twitter: @barbarag8 
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