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Chapter 1

 

“Rebekah how does it feel to be the first ten year old to go into space?” the reporter asked and then shoved the microphone into Rebekah's face. Rebekah, dressed in a lime green space suit, with her bright red curls tucked into her very own space helmet smiled. 

“It is a great honor,” she said. She looked over at the space ship. It was shaped like a circle. Around its curve Rebekah was printed out in bold white letters. 

“What will be your first stop Rebekah?” the reporter asked. “The moon? Mars?” 

“I am planning on getting to the bottom of Saturn's rings,” she replied and lifted her eyes to the crowd around her. “There is something very strange about those rings. I think that planet may be hiding something.”

“Rebekah,” the reporter called out. “Rebekah!” she said in a more upset tone.

“I said, Saturn,” Rebekah frowned. 

“Rebekah!” her mother's voice shouted. 

Rebekah's eyes snapped open and she rolled over in her bed. She was not in a lime green space suit. There was no reporter in her room. It had all been just a dream. But she still wondered about that sneaky Saturn. 

“I'm up, I'm up,” Rebekah called out sleepily. Rebekah was normally the first person awake in her family. She liked to keep an eye on everyone and everything and sleep got in the way of that. But the night before she and her best friend Mouse had been out in the backyard very late studying the stars with her brand new telescope. Of course this had stirred up all kinds of questions for her. Science was still one of the great mysteries in her mind. Sure a lot of things had been discovered, but there was still so much more to learn about and get to the bottom of.

Chapter 2

 

When she reached science class she was excited to see that Mr. Woods had set up a projector in the class. She liked it when he showed slides of different bacteria and organisms. Today, however, that was not what he was showing slides of. 

"Today we are going to talk about life on other planets," Mr. Woods said as he dimmed the lights in the classroom. Rebekah looked over at Mouse who was busy trying to make sure his friend for the day, Whiskers, was still safely tucked into his pocket. He knew one incident of one of his mouse friends escaping would get him into some very big trouble. 

Rebekah huffed and raised her hand, demanding Mr. Woods' attention. 

"Yes Rebekah?" he asked as he situated the projector so that its images would shine on the white screen he had pulled down in front of the chalkboard. 

"Mr. Woods, you can't seriously be teaching a class on aliens," Rebekah said with her chin raised high in the air. 

Mr. Woods smiled patiently as he looked at Rebekah. He was a fun teacher most of the time. His hair was always wild and sticking up in different directions. He wore slightly bent glasses that were always crooked on his nose, making his blue eyes look like they were two different sizes. His clothes were always rumpled, and at least three days out of the week he found a reason to wear a white lab coat. He was surely one of Rebekah's more liked teachers, but she did not expect such a silly class from a science teacher. 

"Yes, I am teaching a class about the possibility of life on other planets," he said with a smile. "Who is to say what is beyond what we know?" 

"Uh, I believe that science has made it clear there is no life on other planets," Rebekah pointed out. 

"Actually-”, one of the girls sitting in the front of the class spoke up. "The Mars Rover recently discovered that water was once on the planet and that it might have been habitable. Maybe they will find out that there was once life on it!" she said, her voice full of excitement. 

"There is a big difference between aliens and microbes," Rebekah said sternly. The girl in the front of the class was Libby, and she was rather strange in Rebekah's opinion. She was always wearing t-shirts that had funny pictures of aliens and strange animals on them. 

"Maybe Rebekah," Mr. Woods agreed. "And I am not here to tell you that there is life on other planets, I am just curious what you might think life would be like on other planets." 

"It wouldn't exist," Rebekah said sternly. 

"I think it would be much better than ours," Libby spoke up. "I bet aliens are much more peaceful than we are."

"No, aliens are not real," Rebekah said firmly. 

"Rebekah, everyone is allowed to have their own ideas," Mr. Woods warned. "We should let Libby share hers too." 

Libby looked over her shoulder at Rebekah and smiled. 

Rebekah forced a smile back and then slumped down in her chair. She did not like where this class was going. For the rest of the class Mr. Woods showed slides of different images of aliens that people had reported seeing or imagined that aliens would look like. At the end of the class he gave an assignment. 

"I want each of you to take some time tonight and think about what a being from another planet might look like. Then you can draw this image for me, and tomorrow we can take a look at everyone's ideas. I think you might be surprised by how different they will be." 

Rebekah rolled her eyes and muttered under her breath about how pointless the assignment was. It was not that she didn’t like drawing, but she felt talking about aliens in science class was silly. As the kids started to leave the classroom she fell into step beside Mouse. 

"This is crazy isn't it?" she asked him. 

"What is?" he tucked his hand in his pocket to keep Whiskers calm. 

"Drawing pictures of aliens. Who really believes in aliens?" she asked. 

"I do," Libby said from behind them. 

"Well you're wrong," Rebekah said as she turned around to face Libby. 

"How do you know?" Libby asked with a smile. She was a friendly girl, just not very bright, in Rebekah's opinion. 

"Because, it has been proven again and again," Rebekah said and shook her head. 

"Not all things can be proven or ruled out by science, at least not yet Rebekah, you should be a little more open about it," Libby suggested sweetly. Then she looked at Mouse. 

"How's Whiskers?" she asked and peeked in his pocket when he held it open for her to see. 

"Happy," he smiled. "She likes the cheese you told me about," he said. When Libby walked away, Rebekah looked at him curiously. 

"What cheese?" 

"Oh I was having a hard time getting him to stay in my pocket, so Libby gave me some goat cheese to try,” he smiled and held out a crumble of the cheese. 

“Ew,” Rebekah scrunched up her nose. “That is smelly!” 

“Yeah it is, but Whiskers likes it!” he smiled. 

“Well she may know her cheese, but she sure doesn't know her science,” Rebekah smirked. 

“Are you sure?” 

Mouse asked and twitched his nose, not unlike his pet mouse did. 

"Of course I am sure," Rebekah sighed. "Don't tell me you believe all of this stuff too!" 

"I don't believe it," he said with a shrug. "I just don't not believe it either. I mean, lots of things are possible today that we didn't think were possible in the past, so maybe just maybe, we don't know everything," he offered her a silly grin. 

"Maybe," Rebekah said thoughtfully. She had never even considered that aliens could be real. But now that she thought about it, she was curious. 

That afternoon when she got home from school she sat down in front of her computer. She knew that if there were aliens, someone must have seen them. There had to be some proof somewhere. She started looking up information on aliens. The more she looked up, the more shocked she became. There was a lot of information about aliens and people who said they had seen them. One site, the scariest of all, said that some aliens could even look like and talk like human beings! 

"How will we ever know who is an alien if they look like us?" Rebekah wondered with horror. She printed off a list of things to look for when looking for an alien. 

 

1. Flashing or floating lights in the sky. These floating lights could be alien space craft looking for a good place to land, or other aliens that have already landed! 

2. Odd behavior or a strange appearance. If someone you meet seems very weird, you might just have met an alien. 

3. Oddly shaped eyes. Aliens have huge eyes that are hard to hide. If you see someone with eyes that are strange colors or shapes, this might be an alien. 

4. Glowing or green skin. If someone seems to be glowing, or has green patches on their skin, this might be their true alien being shining through their human disguise. 

 

She still was not sure if she believed in aliens, but it was good to have a list to use to spot them, just in case. She tucked the list into her camera case and then continued to search. She was a little surprised to find that while there was no scientific proof of aliens, people had been spotting aliens for many years. Some people even thought aliens lived right along beside them. It was an odd idea, and one that Rebekah was sure was not true, but still, she did have to wonder.

Chapter 3

 

That night at dinner she settled her gaze on her mother and father. 

"Are there aliens?" she asked and took a bite of her macaroni and cheese. 

"Uh, well, some people believe there are," her father said, his red mustache hiding his frown. 

"But many people believe there aren't," her mother said as she smiled. 

"That's not an answer," Rebekah sighed and pushed her broccoli around her plate. 

"Well sweetie, not everything in the world has an answer," her father said quietly. 

"But there must be an answer," Rebekah insisted. "It's just like school when you take a test. You might not always know the right answer, but there is always an answer." 

Her mother pointed to her broccoli. "Now you eat that up or you're not getting desert," she warned, before continuing. "It is true that we know a lot about the world around us sweetie, but there are some things we don't even know how to ask questions about. If you don't know every little thing about the universe, well then, you just can't be sure that you have all the answers." 

Rebekah was disappointed that her parents could not give her a straight answer. She usually relied on them to help her figure things out that she wasn't sure about. She polished off her broccoli while still thinking about the aliens. 

"Well there's one thing I can be sure of," she said glumly as she chewed her last bite of broccoli. "If there are aliens, I bet they don't make their kids eat broccoli." 

"Rebekah," her father warned. 

"Rebekah!" her mother sighed. 

"I know, I know, just eat it," she pouted. When she finished dinner she helped her mother clear the plates. After they shared some ice cream she decided that she would just have to look into this matter herself. She waited until it was very dark, then she grabbed her jacket. She went out back and set up her telescope. Mouse couldn't come over because it was a school night, so she called him on her phone instead. 

"Hi, what are you doing?" he asked around a mouthful of popcorn. 

"I'm hunting aliens, what are you doing?" she asked with a grin. 

He coughed on his popcorn. "You're doing what?" he gasped. 

"I'm using my telescope to see if I can find any aliens," she explained and then took a peek through the telescope. "So far, I see stars and more stars." 

"Wow, Libby really made you think, hm?" he asked. 

"Well I looked it up, and it seems that Libby might be on to something, might," she repeated. 

"You never know," he agreed. Rebekah was just about to say goodbye when she saw something strange in the sky. 

"What is that?" she wondered as she peered through the telescope. 

"Do you see something?" Mouse asked hopefully. 

"I think I do," she replied, a little frightened. There was a bright light moving around in the sky. It was much too close to be a star and much too high to be the headlights from a car. 

"What is it?" Mouse asked. 

"I don't know," she whispered and adjusted the telescope. The light was moving this way and that. It even flashed once or twice. 

"Oh no," she groaned as she realized what direction it was coming from. 

"What's wrong?" Mouse asked, eager to know what was happening. 

"It's a strange light, and it looks like it is coming from the school!" she cried out. She remembered the first thing on her list of things to watch for, it was strange lights. 

"The school?" Mouse repeated and laughed. "You're just trying to scare me." 

"No I'm not," Rebekah insisted. "I think there is something very strange going on here." 

"You always think something strange is going on," he reminded her, but his voice was shaky. 

"But think about it Mouse, what if there really are aliens in our school?" she asked with fear in her voice. 

"That's not possible," Mouse said firmly. 

"Like Libby would say, anything is possible," Rebekah argued. "All I know for sure is, there is a bright light moving around in the sky and it is right over our school! Maybe they are dropping off aliens, or picking them up!" she shivered at the very idea of sharing her school with real live aliens. 

"I don't know Rebekah," Mouse said in a quiet tone. "Why would aliens come to our school?" 

"Maybe they're here for Libby," Rebekah shrieked. "That must be it! She called them here, and now they're going to take all of us!" 

"Rebekah," her father called from the back door. "It's time for bed." 

Rebekah fell backwards dramatically in the grass. "He really thinks I can sleep after all of this?" she wondered out loud. 

"I'll see you in the morning Rebekah," Mouse giggled and hung up the phone. Rebekah glared at the phone for a moment. Then she lifted one eyebrow. What kind of kid carried mice around in their pockets anyway? What if it wasn't Libby at all that the aliens were after.  Maybe it was Mouse!

Chapter 4

 

The next day when Rebekah arrived at school she was ready to see if there were any aliens hanging around. She waited out front for Mouse to arrive. When he did he looked a little worried. 

"What's wrong?" Rebekah asked and watched him closely. 

"Oh, just had a little accident," he sighed and covered up the pocket in his shirt. 

"What kind of accident?" Rebekah asked feeling a little more suspicious. 

"Well, I was making my picture of what I thought alien life might be like. And of course, I thought it would be really interesting if there were aliens that looked like mice," he sighed heavily. "But everyone knows aliens are green, so I was using green paint and-" 

Whiskers poked his head up out of Mouse's shirt pocket. He was completely green! Rebekah gasped. She looked from the green mouse to her friend Mouse and narrowed her eyes. He was a very strange person. But that was why she liked him. It did seem odd to her that he was always carrying around mice, but that was just how Mouse was. 

"Are you sure it's paint?" Rebekah asked and poked a finger lightly at the mouse. Whiskers squeaked back at her. 

"Yes, of course it is," Mouse replied. "Unless you think he was abducted by aliens, and they turned him green!" he laughed loudly. Rebekah did not laugh as she looked at Mouse more closely. 

"Hm," she said softly. 

"Rebekah!" Mouse glared back. "Whiskers is not an alien mouse!" 

"Alright, but what about you?" Rebekah asked and tapped her chin lightly. 

"Me?" Mouse threw his hands up in the air. "Of course I am not an alien. Do I look like an alien to you?" 

Rebekah looked from Mouse's mad face to the green palms of his hands. 

"Uh," she said and pointed at his hands. 

Mouse looked at his hands. "Oh Rebekah," he cried out. "It's just paint, see," he pulled out the picture of alien mice he had painted the night before, to show her. There were several green mice on a planet made of bright yellow cheese. 

"Wouldn't they eat their own planet?" she asked and scrunched up her nose. 

"Oh, I didn't really think about that," he said with a frown. "Where's yours?"

All of the sudden Rebekah remembered that she had homework the night before. 

"Oh no, I didn't do it," Rebekah frowned. "I'll get a zero."

Mouse looked up at the clock as they walked into the school. "You still have time," he said. 

"But I need to figure out who the alien is," she reminded him. 

"So you know it's not me?" he grinned. 

"Yes, Mouse, you're too weird to be an alien!" she laughed. 

He ducked down into a bow. "Thank you, thank you!" 

When they reached science class Rebekah was very worried that she would get in trouble for not having her homework. She sat down at her desk and began scribbling together a design. 

"What is that supposed to be?" Libby asked as she peered over Rebekah's shoulder. Rebekah had drawn very tall stick figure aliens. She made their eyes as big as saucers and fished a green colored pencil out of her bag to give them a green glow. 

"Aliens," Rebekah shrugged. 

"Those are not aliens," Libby giggled. "Aliens are short." 

"How do you know?" Rebekah asked and looked up at Libby quickly. Maybe there was a reason she wore all those t-shirts and believed in aliens. Maybe it was because Libby was the alien! 

"I've read lots of books," Libby said proudly. "Aliens are short, and some are green, but some are gray. They do have big eyes though." 

Rebekah looked Libby over closely for any sign that she might be an alien. She did not have any green glowing skin. Her eyes were small and brown. Other than liking aliens, she really was not very strange. 

"Have you ever seen one?" Rebekah asked in a whisper. 

"Oh yes all the time!" Libby said happily. 

"Really?" Rebekah gasped.

"Well, I mean in movies and on television," Libby said. "I've never seen a real alien in person."

Rebekah sighed with disappointment. She pulled out the list she had printed out. 

"Does this make sense to you?" she asked. 

Libby read the list over and then nodded. "Yes, I'd say it's a good list." 

Mr. Woods walked into the room, and Libby smiled. 

"Good luck with your, uh, picture," she said as she hurried off to her desk. 

Rebekah looked down at her crude drawing and cringed. She hoped Mr. Woods would not be too upset with her. Before she could look up at him, he suddenly switched off the lights. The room began to glow. 

"Oh no!" Rebekah cried out. "The aliens are here!"

Chapter 5

 

“Rebekah!” Mr. Woods hollered as all of the kids in the class began screaming and hiding. “There are no aliens here,” he huffed and flicked on the light. “I was just trying to make it fun for us to show off our pictures. Is everyone okay?” he looked around at the still frightened students. Rebekah was the only one standing on top of her desk with her science book held above her head ready to smash some aliens. 

“Get down this instant,” Mr. Woods growled. 

Rebekah winced and climbed down off of her desk. “Now what in the world made you say something like that?” he asked. 

“Well, the room was glowing,” Rebekah muttered as a few of the other kids snickered at her. 

“Yes, well glow in the dark stars will do that,” Mr. Woods said as he pointed to the glow in the dark stars he had hung from the ceiling. 

“Oh,” Rebekah said quietly. Her cheeks were burning. She was usually so calm and could figure out any mystery, but this one had her on edge. 

“Now young lady, since you wanted to cause so much chaos, you can present your picture first,” he crossed his arms. 

Rebekah picked up her quickly sketched, half-finished picture. 

“Oh I see,” Mr. Woods said with a shake of his head. “You just didn't do your homework and were hoping that the aliens would save you?” 

Rebekah sighed as she looked at her shoes. “Well, I read something about aliens pretending to be people, and I-”

“Rebekah,” Mr. Woods looked her straight in the eye. “I will not have you scaring the other kids. There are plenty of ideas about aliens out there, but this class is meant to be for fun. It is not meant to be scary. There are no aliens pretending to be humans.” 

Rebekah opened her mouth to say something else, but Mr. Woods shook his head. 

“Sit down,” he pointed to Rebekah's desk. Rebekah sat down. But not before she noticed that when Mr. Woods' sleeve pulled away from his wrist, there was a glimmer of green on his skin. Her eyes widened as she stared at him. Throughout the rest of class she noticed his wild hair, his oddly shaped eyes, and his rumpled clothing. He was a very strange teacher. Strange enough to be an alien?

Chapter 6

 

“Mouse! Mouse!” Rebekah chased him out of class. He stopped in the hallway and turned to look at her. 

“What is it?” he asked with a frown. He had been scared when she said there were aliens. He had also been annoyed that he did not get to show off his alien mouse planet because Mr. Woods decided the class was too scary. 

“I think Mr. Woods is the alien,” Rebekah said, out of breath from calling his name so many times. 

“What?” Mouse groaned and slapped his own forehead with his palm. “Rebekah what has gotten into you? Mr. Woods is not an alien! Libby is not an alien and I am not an alien!”

Rebekah pouted a little. “But how do you know?” she asked, her heart beating fast. 

“Like Mr. Woods said, there are no aliens pretending to be humans,” Mouse said firmly. 

Rebekah bit into her bottom lip and tilted her head to the side. She squinted her eyes and tapped her chin. 

“But don't you think that's what an alien pretending to be a science teacher would say?” she asked in a rushed whisper. 

“Rebekah, Rebekah,” Mouse shook his head. 

“What about the light I saw?” she reminded him. “I know the difference between stars and light hovering over the school,” she said. 

“Well,” Mouse frowned, he was not sure what the light had been. 

“Just trust me,” Rebekah pleaded. “I saw Mr. Woods wrist, and it was green!” 

“Like my hands,” Mouse showed her his palms again. 

“Yes, but, it was glowing!” she said quickly. “I really saw it this time.” 

Mouse frowned. Rebekah was one of the smartest people he knew. She could solve just about any mystery. But he had never known her to be so afraid. 

“Alright Rebekah,” he nodded. “Let's figure this out together. But how?” 

Rebekah tugged Mouse around the corner in the hallway before Mr. Woods spotted them. “We'll have to check out what he does after school. I bet if he is an alien there will be plenty of evidence in his classroom.”

Mouse was used to getting into investigations with Rebekah, but this one was a little different. She was talking about spying on a teacher. 

“Don't worry,” Rebekah said when she saw his frown. “When we save everyone from an alien science teacher, they will call us heroes!” 

Mouse nodded, and from his pocket Whiskers squeaked.

Chapter 7

 

After school they camped out behind some cars in the staff parking lot. They knew that most of the teachers stayed after school to work on grading and preparation, and that Mr. Woods would do the same. They passed the time by feeding smelly cheese to Whiskers. 

"Why is he so afraid?" Rebekah asked as the little mouse ducked back inside of Mouse's pocket. 

"He is the littlest mouse of them all," Mouse explained. "The other mice are always getting to the food first, I think he is just used to getting pushed around." 

"Poor Whiskers," Rebekah said and offered him some extra cheese. As the sun began to set many teachers started leaving the school. 

"Now we just have to wait for Mr. Woods to leave and get in before the janitor locks the doors," Rebekah said quickly. 

"What if we get locked in?" Mouse frowned. 

"We'll find a way out," Rebekah said firmly. 

"Good because I don't want to spend the whole night stuck inside the school," Mouse warned. "I bet it is spooky after dark." 

"Oh Mouse, there is no such thing as spooky," she rolled her eyes at the very idea. 

"Uh, really, then what do you call a glowing science teacher?" he asked as he pointed to Mr. Woods. He had taken off his lab coat and was walking toward his car. His arms were glowing green! 

"I told you!" Rebekah hissed and had to stop herself from doing a happy dance. 

"I can't believe it," Mouse gasped. "Our science teacher really is an alien." 

"Shh," Rebekah ducked down further behind the car they were hiding behind. As soon as Mr. Woods sat down in his car, they made a quick run toward the back door of the school. Luckily it was not locked yet. They slipped inside. 

The empty halls were actually a little spooky. There was no noise of kids laughing, or teachers yelling. There was an eerie quiet. 

"Hurry up," Rebekah said as she headed down the hall. Mouse chased after her. When they reached the wing of the school that had the science classrooms, the hall light had already been switched off. It was dark. Except for the door to Mr. Woods' classroom. It was glowing! 

"Ugh," Mouse shuddered. "I don't know if we should go in there."

"We have to be brave," Rebekah insisted. "We have to get some proof that Mr. Woods is an alien or no one will believe us," she said and continued down the hall. 

When they reached the classroom, they peaked inside. It was glowing green, and in the middle of the glow, also glowing, was a young girl. They could not see her face at first. Then the girl slowly turned around. 

"Libby!" Mouse shrieked. 

Rebekah clamped her hand over his mouth. "Shh!" she hissed. They heard footsteps coming down the hall. 

"We have to help her," Mouse said. "Mr. Woods must have turned her into an alien!" 

"Someone's coming," Rebekah whispered and pulled on Mouse's hand. 

"Who is it?" Mouse asked with a frown. Rebekah peered down the hall. Out of the darkness, Mr. Woods was walking toward them. 

"Ah!" Rebekah covered her own mouth to keep from screaming. 

"Run!" Mouse squeaked and they both began running down the hall. 

“Rebekah, get back here!” a voice called out loudly. 

But neither of them stopped running. They tried every door until they found an open exit. As they ran out across the football field, the sun had set all the way. The football field was dark. Except for a bright light that seemed to be chasing them!

Chapter 8

 

“Keep running Mouse!” Rebekah called out, trying to hide from the light. It was swinging back and forth across the field. 

“I am, I am!” Mouse called back, and then suddenly he stopped. “Oh no,” he grabbed the pocket of his shirt. “Oh no! Whiskers is missing!” 

“What?” Rebekah stopped running and spun around. “Where is he?” 

“I don't know!” Mouse cried out in a panic. “He isn't in my pocket. He must have fallen out while I was running!” 

“Find him, find him,” Rebekah said quickly. The back door to the school was opening. She could see Mr. Woods standing in the doorway. 

“Rebekah!” He called out again when he spotted her on the football field. 

“Hurry Mouse,” she pleaded. 

“I'm trying,” Mouse sniffled. “But he's green, and so is the grass!” 

“Come on let's just go,” Rebekah said and tried to grab Mouse's hand. 

“No Rebekah!” he protested. “I can't, I can't leave him here. Mr. Woods will turn him into a real alien mouse. Just like he turned Libby into an alien girl!” 

Mr. Woods was running across the field, and Rebekah was very scared. But she knew that Mouse would not leave without Whiskers, and she was not going to leave Mouse behind. 

“Okay let's look,” she said quickly. They both dropped down to their hands and knees and began searching the grass for the tiny green mouse. 

“Looking for this?” a voice asked from right above them. 

Mouse and Rebekah looked up slowly to see a green mouse squeaking and sniffing on the green palm of Mr. Woods' hand. 

“Oh no, it's too late!” Mouse cried out dramatically and threw himself on the grass. “Mr. Woods turned him into an alien mouse! Look he's glowing!” 

Rebekah was too stunned to even try to run. Mr. Woods' hands were glowing a bright green, which made Whiskers look like he was glowing too. 

“Stay back alien!” Rebekah shouted as she jumped to her feet. “You might have gotten Whiskers, but you'll never get Mouse!” 

Mr. Woods sighed and shook his head as he looked at Mouse pounding his fists on the ground and Rebekah waving her hands in karate chops in his direction. 

“I think you two are a little confused,” he said calmly and pet the mouse in his hand. “Maybe we should talk about what you think is going on here?” 

“You're an alien pretending to be a science teacher,” Rebekah said as if it were pretty clear. 

Mr. Woods stared Rebekah straight in the eye and slowly lifted one eyebrow. 

“I am not an alien Rebekah,” he said sternly. 

“But your hands,” she pointed to his glowing green hands. 

“And the light?” Mouse pointed to the bright light. 

“And your arms,” Rebekah pointed to his glowing arms. 

“And Libby!” Mouse cried out. “Oh poor Libby!” 

“I’m not an alien,” Mr. Woods folded his arms. “I am a science teacher trying to plan a surprise for his students.” 

“A surprise?” Rebekah asked. 

“Yes,” he smiled. “I wanted you all to have a taste of some alien fun. So I decorated the classroom with some glowing paint, but,” he showed her his hands again with Whiskers still wriggling in them. “Some got stuck on my hands and arms. I have the spotlight hooked up because I want us to be able to come out here and stargaze, and see if we can spot a space ship. But we need to have some light so that no one trips or gets hurt.” 

“And Libby?” Rebekah asked nervously. 

“Libby has a lot of information about aliens, so she offered to help me with the surprise,” he sighed and shook his head. “We had the lights out to make sure the classroom would really glow.” 

“Oh,” Rebekah said quietly. She thought for a moment, and then looked up. “Of course, I knew that all along. It was Mouse that thought you were an alien. I mean, after all, aliens are not real!” 

Mouse rolled his eyes as he took Whiskers from Mr. Woods. 

“Maybe next time you want to investigate something Rebekah, the first thing you should ask, is Mr. Woods, are you an alien?” 

Rebekah giggled. “Okay, I will,” she said. 

“At least we know the glowing paint works,” Mr. Woods said with a grin. “Why don't you two come inside and help Libby and I finish up the surprise, okay?” 

Mouse and Rebekah nodded and followed Mr. Woods back toward the school. 

“Now Mouse, there is a little matter of a little green pet,” Mr. Woods said with a frown. 

“Uh, it was just part of the surprise?” Mouse said. 

“Oh I see,” Mr. Woods laughed and patted him lightly on the back. “We'll make sure he's the star of the show!” 
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I’d really love to hear from you! 

 

I very much appreciate your reviews and comments so thank you in advance for taking a moment to leave one for “Alien Invasion”.

 

You can join Rebekah’s fun Facebook page for young detectives here:

 

http://www.facebook.com/RebekahGirlDetective

 

Sincerely,
PJ Ryan

Now Available in Audio

Rebekah - Girl Detective #2: Alien Invasion is now available as an audiobook!

 

You can listen to a free sample here:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/alien-invasion/

 

More audio versions coming soon!

 

Visit the author website at:

PJRyanBooks.com

 

Please enjoy the following preview for #3 Magellan Goes Missing
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Chapter 1

 

“Oh yes I see,” she muttered in her best detective voice. She leaned her hands on the windowsill and stared out the window. It was an ordinary day in her ordinary neighborhood. She had been staring out of her window for quite some time, just hoping to spot something suspicious. She wanted to have an adventure, but she did not think anyone else did. Everyone seemed to have something to do, or something they were interested in. It was the beginning of summer and she was ready to have some fun. Sadly, she had a bit of a cold and could not go swimming just yet. So she decided to do her other favorite activity, detecting. Her mother called it spying. Her father called it being a little nosy. But she called it paying very close attention. She was paying very close attention to the older couple walking down the street with their tiny dog. She was certain that these people must not be as sweet and nice as they looked. She was just about to launch an investigation when her phone rang. She ran over to the stand beside her bed where she charged it. 

"Hello?" she said hoping it would be an adventure calling. 

"Oh ---- I am so glad you answered," Mouse gushed into the phone. Mouse was her best friend. He collected little mice as pets, so everyone called him Mouse. Actually, maybe she had been the one to start it, but either way, he was now known as Mouse. 

"What's wrong?" she asked. 

"It's Magellan," he sighed. "He's gone." 

"Is that a mouse?" she asked. 

"Yes! My favorite mouse!" he cried out. 

"Really?" she frowned. 

"Alright, they're all my favorite," he said. "But Magellan is so tiny, I am so scared he's lost or hurt somewhere." 

"Have you checked all your pockets?" she asked. Mouse liked to carry his pets around with him in his pockets from time to time. 

"Yes, and all the usual hiding spots- under the bed, in the closet, in the hamper-" 

"In the hamper?" she gasped. 

"Yes," he answered. 

"Brave mouse," she giggled. 

"Listen!" he said, getting frustrated. "It's not funny, I have to find Magellan!" 

"I know you do," she said. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have teased. This sounds like an investigation," she said firmly. "I'll be over in ten minutes."

"Please hurry," Mouse squeaked. 

When she hung up the phone her mind was already spinning with ideas.  As she walked out of the house she spotted the older couple with their tiny dog. They smiled nicely at her. She smiled back, but she knew they were up to something. 

The walk to Mouse's house was not very far. It was only down the street. As she walked along she heard something moving in the brush beside the sidewalk. 

“Who's there?” she demanded as she turned to look inside the brush. There was no person small enough to hide in the bushes. Maybe just maybe it was the couple's dog, come back to spy on her. She peeked through the brush to see what was following after her. 

In the middle of the twigs and leaves was a small orange cat. It looked up at her with little blue eyes and seemed very sweet. 

“Aww, what a cute kitty,” she cooed. 

That cute kitty wasn't happy that he had been found. He reached out with his sharp little claws and swiped at the finger that she stretched out to pet him. 

“Hey!” she protested. “That's my finger!” she snatched it back before its sharp little nails could slice into her skin.

 

 

Chapter 2

 

The orange cat hissed and growled at her. He stood up on his four legs and raised its back as if it would attack. 

“Bad kitty!” she said sharply. “Very bad kitty!” 

With a scowl she stalked off the rest of the way to Mouse's house. When she knocked on the door he opened it fast. 

“I still can't find him!” he said. 

“Oh no,” she sighed and shook her head. “I'm sorry that you lost Magellan. I just got attacked by a fierce cat!” 

“A fierce cat, like a tiger?” Mouse asked with surprise. 

“No silly,” she said. “But it could have been, for as loud as it snarled, and how sharp its claws are. It almost got my finger!” she showed him her unmarked finger. 

“Oh, bad kitty,” he shook his head. 

“That's what I said,” she grinned. “Now let's take a look at what we can do about this missing mouse!” 

“Magellan,” he reminded her. 

“Yes, Magellan,” she said. She whipped out her small notebook. “When was the last time you saw your mouse?” she said. 

“This morning, after I let them out into their maze.” He replied. “He was in the castle with all of the other mice, but I couldn't find him when it was time to put them back in their cage.” 

“Is there any way out of the maze?” she asked curiously.

 “Here, I'll show you,” he said. “I just built a new one yesterday.” 

Mouse's room was loaded with all kinds of inventions he had created to keep his tiny mice happy. He had mice roller coasters, he had mice bicycles, and even a mouse swing set. He walked her over to his newest creation, a large mouse maze complete with castle turrets and a drawbridge. The mice had to eat the cheese to get the drawbridge to lower. 

“This is great!” she said with a smile. “I'd love to run through it.” 

“You'd have to be a bit smaller,” Mouse said thoughtfully. She could tell that he was already inventing some ideas in his head as to how to make a life size maze. 

“So all of the mice were in here?” she asked and peered closely. “Oh Mouse one of your mice has a big appetite,” she said. 

“Huh?” Mouse looked at the corner of the maze that she was pointing at. There was a tiny hole chewed through the cardboard of the box. 

“Maybe he thought it was cheese,” she said. 

“Oh no,” he smacked his forehead and groaned. “How could I not see that? He could be anywhere!” 

“As long as he didn't get out of the house, we can find him,” she assured him, “Let's just take a close look at where he might have gone.” 

“How can we do that?” Mouse asked. “He's so tiny there's no way to know which way he went.”

“By being mice,” Rebekah said firmly and dropped down on to all fours beside the mouse maze. She began searching along the baseboards for anywhere that the mouse could have hidden. Mouse dropped down beside her and began searching too.

 

End of the preview. Continue reading to discover if Rebekah and Mouse find Magellan.

 

Get #3 Magellan Goes Missing here:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/magellan-goes-missing/

 

Save BIG on the “Rebekah - Girl Detective” 8 Book Bundle:

http://pjryanbooks.com/books/rebekah-girl-detective-books-1-8/

 

All Titles by PJ Ryan Can be Found Here 
PJRyanBooks.com

*Visit the author page to save big on special bundled sets!
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