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Chapter 1

 

There was mystery afoot in Rebekah's tiny town, and she was determined to solve it. She had already been at it for a few days. It had all started when the local policeman, James Todd started handing out tickets to everyone who walked across the street. He claimed it was jaywalking and that people must cross at the crosswalk. Of course there was a brand new crosswalk too. But why? It did not lead to anywhere special, just across the street. Something seemed very strange about the fact that Officer Todd was so firm about not crossing the street. 

Not only that but all of the shops along the street were cleaning their windows. They were painting their storefronts. Some had even gotten new flashy bright signs. 

"Something strange is happening here," Rebekah thought as she watched another group of painters head for the last shop on the corner. Everyone was so busy, as if they were getting ready for something. Or the town just decided to freshen up and make some changes. 

All of the adults she passed would stop talking as she approached, and then whisper as she walked by. She tried listening in on a few conversations but she could not seem to sneak up and go undetected. Something was very fishy and she was determined to find out what it was, even if it would mean venturing into the dark and dangerous world of the adults. All of the secrecy made her think that there was something very sinister going on. 

She stopped to ask one of the teachers from the school Mr. Winston, who was speaking quietly with the  owner of the hardware shop. 

“Mr. Winston why is everyone acting so strange?” Mr. Winston quieted down really fast when he heard Rebekah's voice. 

“Oh Rebekah,” he said quickly. “Don't you have homework you should be doing?” he asked. 

Rebekah stared at the teacher, her eyes wide. “Mr. Winston it's summer time.”

“Oh, right,” Mr. Winston scratched at the top of his head. “Well, it's never too soon to get ready for the school year. You should go home and do some review.” 

Rebekah gasped and shook her head. “I'm going, I'm going,” she said quickly, afraid that Mr. Winston might assign her some extra summer homework. As she hurried away she heard the two men begin to whisper again. By the time she got home, she was sure that there was more than a mystery afoot, there was a plot!

Chapter 2

 

At dinner, her parents were extra quiet. 

“I was in town today,” Rebekah started to say. 

“You shouldn't go into town by yourself,” her father warned. 

“Really Rebekah, you shouldn't be so nosy,” her mother said. 

“What?” Rebekah said as her fork clanged down against her plate. “I'm always allowed to go into town and I didn't even say anything about being nosy.” 

“Rebekah,” both of her parents said at once. “Leave the grown-ups alone!” 

Rebekah sat back in her chair and stared at her parents as if they had been replaced by aliens. Both were looking so sternly at her when she had not even done anything wrong. Her parents knew how much she liked to be a detective, and they had always understood. Now they were acting as if she should not even be allowed out of the house! 

“Eat your peas,” her father said. 

“Eat more of your meat,” her mother said. 

But Rebekah wasn't really hungry any more.

Chapter 3

 

The next day Rebekah went down to the fire station to see if any of the firemen were acting suspicious too. The fire station was one of her favorite places to spend time. The firemen were always very friendly. Sometimes they would even let her take the dalmatian for a walk. When she arrived she hoped they would at least be happy to see her. In fact, they were acting very suspicious. All of the firemen were scrubbing the station and washing the fire trucks. 

"What are you guys doing?" Rebekah asked with a frown. She knew it was not truck washing day, or she and her friend Mouse would have been there to help. They always volunteered to tidy up around the station and help out when the big trucks needed to be washed. 

"No time to talk now Rebekah," Mitch one of the firefighters said. "We are too busy." 

“But I-” Rebekah started to say. 

“Go,” Steve another firefighter said and pointed to the door. “We have too much to do today Rebekah, we can't talk.” 

Rebekah hung her head and turned away. 

Discouraged, Rebekah left the fire station. She walked along the sidewalk, sniffling to herself and muttering about mean firefighters until she reached the library. Here things were just as odd. The library was getting a good power wash and new decorations in the windows. The parking lot had freshly painted lines for parking spaces. All very very odd. Mrs. Peters the librarian was standing outside of the library, watching the power washing. Rebekah stopped beside her and waited until the loud machine turned off. 

“Oh it's beautiful!” Mrs. Peters clapped her hands happily. 

“But why?” Rebekah asked from beside her. Because the machine had been so loud Mrs. Peters had not even heard Rebekah step up beside her. 

“Oh Rebekah!” Mrs. Peters said crossly. “You should not sneak up on people!” 

Rebekah sighed heavily. She was getting very tired of everyone being upset with her, just for asking a question or two. “I'm sorry Mrs. Peters,” she said. “I was just wondering why the library is getting a bath.” 

“It was just time for a bath,” Mrs. Peters said with a sparkle in her eye. “Nothing more. Now move along Rebekah, I have things to do. Much too busy today to talk.” 

Rebekah crossed her arms and glowered as Mrs. Peters walked away. She had never been so put off by so many people. She wondered if she had done something she could not remember. Was everyone angry at her for some reason? She decided to walk toward Mouse's house, to see what he thought might be going on.

Chapter 4

 

As she walked further along the sidewalk she came across two men in hard hats. They were looking at a large map in their hands. It showed the main street of the town. 

"What is that?" Rebekah asked curiously. She wondered if it had something to do with all of the strange activity in the town. 

"Not now little girl," one of the men said and waved his hand lightly. "Far too busy right now, you must move along."

 Rebekah was very surprised that they were being so rude. She was used to everyone being friendly. She decided that she had enough of the questionable activity that was going on around the town, and she would find out what was happening from a good source. Mouse would have to wait. 

Beverly Bar always knew everything that was going on in town. In school, she was the person to go to when the whole world wanted to know the answer to a question. She was always the one to know it. Beverly Bar usually spent her summer days in the ice cream shop so she could catch up on all the town gossip. 

This was where she was when Rebekah found her. She was sipping a chocolate shake. The first thing Rebekah noticed about Beverly Bar was that she was sitting quietly. She never sat alone. She rarely stopped talking long enough to hear the gossip she would spread. Yet today, Beverly Bar sipped her milkshake in silence. 

“Beverly, what is happening around town?” Rebekah asked as she sat down beside her. 

“Oh nothing,” Beverly said quickly. “Nothing at all. Boring day, same as usual.” 

“Beverly are you feeling okay?” Rebekah asked with concern. 

“Of course I am,” Beverly replied and sucked down the last of her milkshake. “Sorry Rebekah I have to go. Much too busy today to talk,” she hurried off out the door of the ice cream shop. Rebekah could only stare after her in shock. Beverly was certainly never too busy to talk.

Chapter 5

 

As the darkness fell the sounds of the town became quiet. Rebekah looked all around for anyone who might be lurking around with a can of paint. Just who was it that was painting all those new parking spaces and the crosswalk, and why? She did not see anyone with a paint can, but she did see a man speaking with the Mayor. They were standing outside one of the nice local restaurants. The mayor shook hands with the other man who wore a large top hat, and had a thin black mustache. 

"Very odd," Rebekah said as she narrowed her eyes. Why was the mayor meeting with a stranger when no one else was around? Was he the one asking for all the changes in their little town? The mayor looked up quickly, and all around, as if he suspected someone was watching. But why would he worry about someone seeing him? Rebekah shivered a little as this mystery was getting very big, even for her. 

As she walked home that night, her mind was filled with troubling thoughts. Was the mayor paying someone to change the whole town? If so, why? Was Officer Todd in on it as well? It seemed as if the whole town had played a part in the great mystery, everyone that was, except for the children. When she thought of this, alarm bells began to ring in her mind. 

"What if they are planning something that has to do with all of us kids?" she worried. It was summer, maybe they were thinking of starting school early. Maybe they were trying to hide some new law about kids being on the main street. She couldn't think of too much trouble kids had caused lately. Why would they be left out of whatever change was happening? She still was not sure what to think as she stepped into the house for dinner. In the hallway outside of the kitchen she paused when she heard her father speak. 

"Just make sure she doesn't find out," Rebekah's father's voice said clearly. 

"Yes, if she does, we will have a real problem on our hands," Rebekah's mother replied. There was only so much Rebekah could take. They were hiding things from her too? She was very surprised as her parents were always honest with her, and she trusted them very much. She never expected that they would try to hide something from her. 

“Oh, just think,” her mother sighed happily. “Just one more day, won't it be wonderful?” 

“It will,” he agreed. “Finally the kids of this town will get what they deserve.” 

Rebekah gasped. It was about the kids! 

"Hi," she said quietly as they stepped out of the kitchen. They both looked startled to see her standing there. 

"Hi," her father said brightly. "Hungry?" he asked with a wide smile and held out a plate of her favorite food, spaghetti. 

"Smells great!" she said at first, and then frowned. She looked from the delicious noodles up into her father's eyes. “I'm sorry,” she said quickly. 

“For what?” he asked with a frown. 

“Just in case I did anything that I have forgotten about,” she shrugged and bit into her lip. Both of her parents laughed. 

“Oh Rebekah, you are a strange one sometimes.” 

Rebekah stared at her plate. Maybe that was why they were keeping things from her. If only she wasn't so strange.

Chapter 6

 

After dinner that night she crept into her room. She picked up her phone and dialed her friend Mouse. 

"Mouse," she whispered into her phone. "I figured it out," she sighed. 

"What?" Mouse asked sleepily. He always kept his phone beside the bed because it was fairly often that Rebekah would call in the middle of the night with some amazing story she had come up with. Rebekah told him about all of the strange activity that day. She told him how her parents had acted too. 

“So now I know why,” she said glumly. 

“Why what?” Mouse asked with a yawn.

"Why the town is changing so much," she said quickly, "haven't you been paying attention to anything I've said?" she growled into the phone. 

"Uh, most of it," Mouse replied. He tried to be supportive, but to Rebekah everything was a mystery. 

"Well listen closely now," she said sternly. "I think they are trying to get rid of all of the children in the town." 

"What?" Mouse asked with a short laugh. "That's nuts, even for you Rebekah." 

"And just what is that supposed to mean?" she demanded. 

"I just mean, that I don't think the town is trying to get rid of the children. Why would they have a playground, an ice cream shop?" 

Rebekah nodded as she lay back on her bed. "It's all just a lure, trying to coax the child in, so that they can later be moved to another town. A town where children are okay." 

“Oh Rebekah,” Mouse frowned as he listened to how worried she was. “I think you might be a little off on this one.” 

“I am never off,” Rebekah insisted. 

“Oh really?” he laughed. 

“Really,” she replied. 

“What about the giant purple creature?” he asked smugly. 

Rebekah was quiet for a moment. 

“Rebekah?” he asked. 

“Well, maybe I was a little off on that one,” she sighed. “But not this time!” she said firmly. “I'll be over first thing in the morning, and I will prove it!” 

“Alright Rebekah,” Mouse sighed and hung up the phone.

Chapter 7

 

“Mouse, Mouse!” she called out as she knocked on his front door. It was very early in the morning, and Mouse liked to sleep in. Instead, he woke up to the pounding on his front door. 

“Mom,” he said groggily as he tumbled out of bed. Then he remembered that his Mother had business in town today, so he was alone. He stumbled to the front door, still half asleep. 

“What's going on Rebekah?” he asked with a groan when he saw his red-headed friend on the porch. 

“There is something very strange going on here!” she said firmly. 

“When isn't there?” he asked. Mouse was used to Rebekah's detective work. Most of the time it took them on wild and interesting adventures. But he did prefer them to start later in the day, especially when there was no school. 

“No I mean it,” Rebekah insisted. “It's like everyone in town has been replaced by pod people.” 

“Oh?” Mouse asked with more interest. “He liked anything that involved aliens. 

“Not real pod people,” Rebekah said with a frown. “Don't be so silly.” 

“I'm not trying to be silly,” he replied. “You're the one that brought up pod people.” 

“Mouse!” she cried out desperately. “This is serious!” 

“Okay, okay,” he said. “Let me just get dressed. I'll be right back.” 

While Mouse was getting dressed the mailman arrived to deliver his mail. Rebekah smiled and waved at the man. He looked up at her, met her eyes, and looked quickly away. Rebekah huffed. She didn't think there was any excuse for being rude. 

“I'm not going to bite,” she said firmly as she walked toward the man and he walked quickly the other way. 

“Sorry Rebekah, too busy to talk today!” he called out and hurried off. 

“I see,” Rebekah growled and put her hands on her hips. 

“Rebekah did you chase off the mailman?” Mouse asked from just behind her. 

“Not on purpose,” Rebekah replied and shook her head. 

As they walked toward town together Rebekah told him all about the strange way people had been acting. 

“Well Rebekah, you do usually ask a lot of questions, maybe everyone just needed a break from it,” he said as nicely as he could. “You know adults can be funny that way.” 

“Yes,” Rebekah nodded thoughtfully. “That is true. But it seemed very odd that ALL of them are acting that way,” 

“I bet everyone will be back to normal now,” Mouse said and they continued to walk along. 

“Maybe,” Rebekah nodded a little. She wanted to believe him, but her gut told her there were a lot of secrets being kept.

Chapter 8

 

When they reached the main street, there was still a lot happening. Vendor carts had rolled away so that the sidewalks could be cleaned. The streets were blocked off for street sweepers. There was even a man walking around with a clipboard who seemed to be checking off different things he saw that might need cleaning or fixing. 

“Hm, this is a little strange,” Mouse muttered as the adults on the sidewalk hurried past them without even saying hello. As they walked by so fast, one of them dropped a pamphlet from the pile of books she was carrying. Rebekah bent down and picked it up. She tried to hand it back to the woman, but she only continued to walk as fast as she could. 

“Rebekah, look at that!” Mouse said as he pointed at one of the bike racks being unbolted from the sidewalk. Two more had already been removed. 

“Why are they taking our bike racks?” she wondered. Her eyes lowered to the pamphlet in her hand. It described a community called West Wood. All of the glossy pictures were filled with bright green grass, and perfect little homes. In bold text beneath one of the pictures it said, West Wood is an Adults Only community, and children are not permitted. 

“Oh no!” she cried out and covered her mouth. “I knew it! I was right! But now I know why I was right! I know why they are taking our bike racks!” 

“Why?” Mouse asked, still very confused. 

“Because they want to turn our town into an adult only community!” Rebekah wailed as she looked around at the adults hurrying off in all directions, all doing their best to avoid Rebekah and Mouse. 

“Rebekah,” Mouse smacked his forehead lightly. “That is absolutely impossible.” 

“Maybe,” Rebekah replied, and then pointed to the bold text on the pamphlet. “But why else would they be handing out these pamphlets? Why else would they be taking our bike racks, and making sure they are too busy to talk to us?” 

Mouse had a hard time thinking of another reason, even though her explanation was so odd to him. 

“Our parents would never allow it,” Mouse reminded her firmly. “Besides, there are way too many kids in town for us all to be forced out.” 

“Maybe,” Rebekah bit into her bottom lip. “But I for one am going to find out for sure.” 

Just as she spoke, she saw an entire line of children being led down one of the side streets. “Look,” Rebekah said. “They won't even let those kids walk on the main street,” she turned to look at Mouse, but it was not Mouse she saw. 

“Rebekah, you need to go on home now,” the Mayor of their small town said. Mr. Jackson was one of the most well known people in town. He had been to their school on a few occasions to speak sternly about safety, the rules of the town, and how important it was to volunteer. Rebekah had always found him to be a bit stiff, but he was the mayor after all. 

“Mr. Jackson, we were just going to the library,” Rebekah said nervously. Mouse stepped closer to her. 

“The library is closed,” Mr. Jackson said ominously. “As is the ice cream shop, and all of the stores. We are doing some special deep cleaning of the main street, so we ask that everyone stay off of it.” 

“Everyone but the adults?” Rebekah inquired boldly. 

Mr. Jackson's eyes glimmered with a strange look, but Rebekah could not tell what it meant. “Rebekah, there is no mystery here for you to solve, go on home and enjoy your day.” 

Rebekah stared after him as he walked away. 

“Oh dear,” she said and crossed her arms. “If the mayor is saying there is no mystery, then we are all in trouble!” 

“This is very strange,” Mouse had to admit. He glanced over at the line of children walking down the side street. 

“I wonder how they will get rid of us?” Rebekah said quietly as they began to walk back toward their neighborhood. “Maybe they will put us all on buses. Maybe they will fly us to another country!” 

Mouse sighed as he shook his head. “I don't know how, but I think I know when.” 

He pointed at a small sign on the light post they passed as they left main street. 

“7PM, Bring your children!” 

Nothing else. No reason why, no fancy decorations, just a simple black and white sign. 

“It's going to happen tonight,” Rebekah said darkly. “I can't believe this is happening.” 

“Me either,” Mouse agreed. He had never heard of such a strange thing occurring. 

“We have to find a way to stop it,” Rebekah said bravely. “They can't just get rid of all the children. This is our town too!” 

They agreed to meet back in town around 6:30. Until then they would have to think of a plan. How could two kids save all the kids in the entire town?

Chapter 9

 

That night when they met up in town Rebekah was armed with a few ideas, but she was certain none of them would work. 

“What do you think we can do?” Mouse wondered. 

“I think the only thing we can do, is try to talk them out of it,” Rebekah sighed. “Maybe if we volunteered more, cleaned up the streets, and behaved a little better, none of this would have happened.” 

“No,” Mouse said firmly. “This is not our fault.” 

They stuck to the side streets to get into town, not wanting anyone to notice them. As they walked, they heard a strange sound coming from just outside of town. It sounded like weird music, followed by very loud sounds, like stomping. 

“What in the world?” Mouse asked as he looked down the street. He could not see anything yet, but it was clear whatever it was, was coming in their direction. 

“Maybe that's how they plan to get all the kids out of their houses,” Rebekah said with a glare. “By playing music like the ice cream man.” 

“Rebekah, I really don't think our parents would do this to us,” Mouse said firmly. 

“Maybe not, but my parents were talking about how they had to keep it secret from me, so why would they need to keep anything a secret?” she demanded. She didn't want to think it was true either. Usually she could come up with a pretty rational explanation, but this one she could not think of any other answer for. As she noticed some adults approaching she pulled mouse into an alley between two shops. 

“No matter what, we have to stick together,” she said sternly to him. 

“Of course,” he replied with a sharp nod. 

The music was getting closer. The loud thumping was getting closer too. Rebekah was stunned by this, as she was sure that there was nothing that could explain it. What kind of car could have a radio so loud? Mouse was huddled close to her as they both tried to figure out what was happening. 

All of the sudden all of the shops on the street turned on their lights. It was late afternoon and nearly closing time for most of them. What were they doing lighting up the street? 

“Oh no, something is definitely happening,” Rebekah said as she saw the adults beginning to flood the streets. They all had their children in tow. 

“It's happening!” Rebekah squealed and grabbed Mouse's hand. “We have to hide, we have to find a place where no one will see us!” 

Mouse was very confused. He was sure that Rebekah was wrong on this one. Why would their parents turn them over? But all of the children in town were being led out to the sidewalks. They all looked as confused as Mouse felt. His own parents arrived not long after, looking for him. 

“Mouse?” they called out through the crowd. 

“Don't answer,” Rebekah commanded. “If they find us, we'll be toast!” 

Mouse stayed quiet and sniffled. 

“Rebekah!” she heard her father call out over the noise of the people gathered on the street. 

“Dad?” Rebekah whispered quietly. She did not want to believe that her parents would want to give her away either. What was so wrong with having kids in a town? They kept everyone smiling. They always made sure grass was mowed and leaves were raked. They were a lot of fun to have around. 

The music that was approaching was very lively. It did not sound like the kind of music you would expect from something arriving to take all of the children in town away. Rebekah was curious when she began to hear the other children cheer. 

"What is happening?" Mouse wondered as he peered around the edge of the alley. 

"I'm not sure," Rebekah replied and also tried to see around the corner. She did not want to be tricked, but that music sounded like a lot of fun. Just as she was peering around the corner she heard the roar of a lion! 

"Ah!" she cried out and ducked back into the shadows. "They brought lions!" she squealed. 

"Lions?" Mouse had to see. He stepped out of the alley and gasped with surprise. 

"Rebekah, come look," he said quickly,. "Come see, hurry!" 

With all the cheering, and even Mouse seeming very excited, Rebekah decided to take a look. She didn't see anything at first, until the first big elephant came pounding through! 

"An elephant?" she said with surprise. 

"They're not here to take us away," Mouse laughed. "It's a circus!" 

“A circus?” Rebekah was shocked. “How, why?” she sputtered. Her mother stepped up beside her. 

“Rebekah our whole town is so proud of all of our kids, we just wanted to plan a special surprise for them.” 

“A surprise?” Rebekah laughed. “Why didn't you just tell me?”

Rebekah's parents exchanged a long glance. “Well Rebekah, we weren't sure you would play along and keep it a secret, like Beverly.” 

“Beverly knew?” Mouse asked with a frown. 

“Of course she did,” Rebekah laughed and threw her hands up in the air. “Beverly knows everything!”

Chapter 10

 

They all followed along, watching the parade as it marched down Main. It was a beautiful sight to see, from the wild animals, the dancing clowns, and the flipping acrobats. The musicians were filling the entire town with music. The children were happily running along beside the circus. Rebekah had to admit that she had certainly been wrong about this one. She was happy to be wrong. 

When the circus pulled into the fairgrounds, it did a slow circle before stopping. The Ringmaster, the man who Rebekah had seen talking to the mayor, stepped forward. Mr. Jackson soon joined him. 

“When your Mayor told me what wonderful kids he had in his town, we knew we had to put on a special show just for you!” he waved his hand and the acrobats tumbled around in front of him. “So before we open tomorrow, all the children of the town get a front row free show!” 

All of the children cheered with excitement. Rebekah was jumping up and down along with Mouse. Before they went in to see the show, Rebekah's father pulled her gently aside. 

“What were you thinking we were planning?” her father asked as he looked closely at Rebekah. He knew that she had suspected something bad. 

“Maybe that everyone decided that the town would be better off without kids,” Rebekah cringed. 

“Oh Rebekah,” her father laughed. “You have some imagination,” he hugged her tightly. 

“You sure do,” her mother grinned and hugged her. “Don't you know how important you are to us? How important all of the kids here are to the town?” 

“I do now,” Rebekah giggled and blushed over how wrong she had been.

Chapter 11

 

That night she learned two important things. One, her parents would never ever try to send her away. Two, sometimes it was a very good thing to be wrong. 

She settled in beside Mouse, to watch the show. As the lights of the tent dimmed and the animals began to call out, she noticed Mouse squirming. 

'What's wrong?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. “Sit still!” 

“I can't,” he squeaked, or at least she thought he squeaked. Until she saw all the little pink noses poke up out of his pockets. 

“Mouse!” she said with surprise. “How many do you have with you?” Mouse had a huge collection of mice, and he usually had one or two tagging along, but never this many. 

“Well, I didn't know what would happen,” he frowned. “I didn't want to leave them behind.” 

“Oh Mouse,” Rebekah giggled as he tried to keep all of the mice from squirming out of his pockets. 

“At least they get to see the show too,” she said with a bright smile. 

“Yes, pay attention mice,” Mouse said. “Because next, we're going to figure out how to put on a mouse circus!” 
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Chapter 1

 

Rebekah was headed off to a very special field trip. She and her best friend Mouse, who was not a mouse at all, but a boy who liked to keep mice as pets, were going to visit the history museum in the city. Rebekah's teacher Mrs. Morris was in charge of their group, which made Rebekah even happier. Mrs. Morris was one of the nicest teachers she knew. Rebekah’s normally loose and curly red hair was braided tightly, and she was wearing her very best attempt at an archaeologist’s uniform which included khaki pants and a button down khaki top. She topped it off with a hat from her old dress up kit. 

“You do know we're just going to visit, right?” Mouse asked her as he sat beside her on the bus. 

“What do you mean?” Rebekah asked innocently. 

“I mean, you can't actually do any digging at the museum, you can only look at what has already been found,” he pointed out. As one of the teachers walked down the row counting off the students, he covered up his shirt pocket, where one of his mice was hidden. Mouse always had one of his pets with him. Today he had brought along Arthur, who of course was named after the famous archaeologist Arthur Evans. 

“Oh Mouse,” Rebekah sighed and wiggled one of her hands through the air. “There is always something new to be discovered!” 

“Oh no,” Mouse groaned as he sank down in his seat. Rebekah was their town's best detective, at least she liked to think so. She was always investigating something. Usually those investigations involved Mouse getting into some kind of hot water. But Rebekah always solved her mystery! 

Rebekah scooted forward in her seat and smiled over the next seat at the kids that were sitting in front of her. 

“Isn't it amazing to think that once there were no cars on this road?” she asked with a smile. 

“What's even more amazing is the invention of seat belts,” Mrs. Morris said as she pointed to the belt that Rebekah had neglected to fasten. 

“Sorry,” she blushed and clicked her seat belt shut. “I'm just really excited about the museum.” 

“Me too,” Mrs. Morris winked and then returned to her seat. The bus ride was a long one, and the teachers kept the kids busy singing songs and telling round robin stories. Each student had a turn to add their own spin to the story that was being passed around the bus. When it came to Rebekah's turn, everyone quieted down and listened closely to what she would add. So far the story was about a brown robin who got lost in the jungle and barely made it through a patch of marshmallow goo before climbing on to a rocket ship and being shot off to the moon, which the rabbit soon discovered was made out of lettuce, not cheese! 

“So the brown rabbit munched a hole right through the lettuce moon and in the middle it found-” Rebekah started to say. 

“The museum!” some of the other students started to cheer. As much as the kids liked to hear Rebekah's ideas, they were too excited by arriving at the museum to hear the end of the story. 

“I'm listening,” Mouse grinned at Rebekah. “What did the rabbit find?” 

Rebekah smirked and winked one green eye. “The museum of course!”

 

 

Chapter 2

 

As the students piled off the bus, the teachers did their best to keep them in an orderly line. Mouse had shifted Arthur to his book bag front pocket so that he would not be spotted. 

"Don't scratch my camera," he warned as he added a crumble of cheese to keep Arthur quiet. When they made it into the museum they were divided into groups. Rebekah hoped they would get to stay with Mrs. Morris, but instead they had to join a group led by Mrs. Konti. She was the strictest math teacher that Rebekah had ever had! When Rebekah wore sandals to school and tried to make a joke of counting her fingers and toes, Mrs. Konti warned her that she would get detention if she kept it up. She took math very seriously. It seemed to Rebekah that Mrs. Konti took everything very seriously. 

"Now children," she said sternly. "I don't want any of you running off. We must stay together as a group, and do not touch anything!" she stamped one foot to make that last point clear. 

Rebekah sighed, and Mouse patted the front of his book bag. "That means you Rebekah," Mrs. Konti said with a nod of her head. 

"Yes Ma'am," Rebekah replied and frowned. She did not like to be singled out. But Mrs. Konti had a point, since she had been the one to leave fingerprints all over the computer screens in their new computer lab. Rebekah found it to be very interesting and thought she could use the screens as a way to record fingerprints. She had spent an entire afternoon wiping the screens clean while being lectured about the cost of the flat screen monitors.

 

 

Chapter 3

 

The tour guide that would lead them through the museum stepped up. He was a tall and thin man wearing tiny little glasses that perched on the end of his narrow nose. He looked a bit miffed to be leading the group in the first place. 

"Hello children," he said and offered a small smile. "Our tour begins with-" as he began to speak about the first display, Rebekah's attention wandered. She had learned that being a good detective meant paying attention to what no one else noticed. So when everyone was looking in one direction, she tended to look in another. There in the window, not far from where they stood, was an empty pedestal. She narrowed her eyes so that she could read the description from a distance. It was supposed to be a collection of gems. But the gems were missing! Rebekah tugged at Mouse's sleeve, but he waved her away. He was trying to hear the speech about the dinosaur bone on display in the window right in front of them. 

"Mrs. Konti," Rebekah called out, trying to get her teacher's attention. 

"Shh!" she said sharply to Rebekah and gave her an annoyed look. 

Rebekah pursed her lips and raised her hand. She waited, hoping that either her teacher or the tour guide would call on her. But Mrs. Konti was standing just in front of her, blocking her from view. The group began to move on to another section of the tour. Mouse was following, until Rebekah grabbed his book bag and pulled him backward. 

"Mouse, please," she said. "I have to show you something!" 

"What is it?" Mouse asked as he adjusted his book bag and got his balance. 

"Look, the gems in this display are missing!" she said with a frown. 

"Oh no," he tilted his head slightly to the side. "Are you sure they're not just invisible?" 

"Of course they're not invisible," Rebekah said with a sigh. "The sign doesn't say anything about them being invisible."

"Oh," he nodded a little. "Well, I'm sure they'll turn up." 

"No they won't," Rebekah said firmly. "Not if we don't find them." 

"Rebekah," Mouse sighed. "We can't get in trouble today, okay?" 

"Trouble?" Rebekah crossed her arms. "I suppose ignoring the theft of gems would be okay, as long as we don't get into trouble?" 

"Right," Mouse nodded sharply and started to walk back toward the group. 

"Mouse, get back here!" Rebekah demanded. "I need your camera to take pictures of the evidence." 

Mouse turned back with a sigh. Rebekah was his best friend, and he wasn't going to let her get into trouble without him, that was for sure. 

"Here, just get it out of my bag," he said and turned around so that she could unzip it. Rebekah pulled out the camera. She scrunched up her nose as she brushed off a few tidbits of cheese. 

"What are you going to take a picture of?" Mouse asked. "There's nothing there." 

"I'm going to take a picture of what isn't there," she replied with a smile. She snapped the photograph. Then she flipped the camera over and using the tools, she expanded the picture so that it was much larger than even the naked eye could see. 

"Look," she pointed to the indents in the cushion that would have held the gems. "Now we can see what size they were, so that if we spot someone with them, we will know if they are the right ones." 

"Good thinking!" Mouse exclaimed and smiled proudly at Rebekah. Even though it wasn't always easy to be swept up into her mysteries, it was always fun! 

"Now we just have to figure out who took them," Rebekah said sternly. "If the museum staff won't listen, then we will have to do their job for them."

 

End of the preview. Continue reading to discover just how Rebekah and Mouse set out to solve the mystery AND to find out what kind of trouble they get in!
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