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          OCTOBER!

        

      

    

    
      My favorite time of the year! There is apple cider, Harvest Festival, and a cooling in the air that changes leaves. There is the smell of wood and leaves burning that you can only get this time of year. Not to mention hot chocolate, pumpkins ... and of course, Halloween!

      It is the one time of the year that it is fun to be scared, or maybe not. I wasn't really sure. But I am with my two best friends, Ryker and Chunks. As two guys and a girl headed to school, we are a team. If Halloween scared us this time, so what? We would figure it out, or at least one of us would start running, and the other two would follow. I must tell you that Chunk's real name is Jay. He got that well-deserved nickname when he blew chunks all over the bus in second grade. Chunks does not mind the name.

      It is kind of cool, I guess. Stanley, who we call Ryker (that is his last name). I have known him well, since forever! We have those embarrassing baby bathtub baby pictures together, but he will not admit it is him, which I think is funny. He was adopted when he was2. By the way, you should know, my name is Alexandra, but please only call me Al!

      I am 8 years old, and I love to swing, climb trees, and catch frogs. Some people think I should do girly things like play with dolls and have tea parties and stupid stuff like that, but not me! I am me, and I am happy being me! “GIRL POWER!” I am also a detective and read about mysteries and all kinds of stuff like that! Well, okay, I am learning to be a detective, so I do not always get it right. But Ryker tells me it is better to try being a detective than to just give up.

      Together Chunks, Ryker, and I walked into our third-grade classroom. We noticed our teacher, Mrs. Bristol was nowhere to be found. Instead, a lady we had never seen was sitting at Mrs. Bristol's desk. She may have been drinking out of Mrs. Bristol's coffee cup. That is so gross and uncool! She was an older and slender lady, dressed all in gray with long nails, and smiled as she glanced around the room at all the children as they entered.

      I must say I really thought her nose must be fake the way it slanted to the left and the way her makeup looked. I could only assume her house had no mirrors!

      Puzzled, I looked over at Ryker and asked, "Who is that, and where is Mrs. Bristol?"

      Just then, Julie Martin, who I truly believe is an alien and has disguised herself as a kid to slowly take over the world, spoke up.

      "Seriously? She's our substitute teacher. Remember Mrs. Bristol is out having a baby and will not be back until after Thanksgiving. I really cannot understand how in the world you made it to third grade ... Al!" Of course, I always got to see Julie's annoying face whenever she spoke to me that way.

      She thinks she is so cool, but she is rude! I was just about to put Julie in her place when I heard a voice say, "Please take your seats, children.”

      I'm kind of glad that happened because I did not really have a good comeback. A bad comeback can ruin a reputation, you know. We all sat at our desks and looked to the front of the room.
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      The unusual-looking woman stood and turned her back to us and began to write on the blackboard. To me, it seemed like she wrote forever, and I think her nails dragged along the board with each letter she wrote. She slowly turned back around and greeted us.

      "Hello, students! I welcome you. My name is Mrs. Witchler.”

      I could not help myself and laughed out loud. Ryker and Chunks both looked at me, surprised. I guess they didn't see the humor in Witchler or were too afraid to laugh along with me. I thought just at that moment I am toast. Mrs. Witchler just smiled at me and continued, "As you are all aware, Mrs. Bristol will be out for a few weeks, and I'll be taking over."

      Just then, Brian, who we all once saw eat a booger, raised his hand. Mrs. Witchler looked over and asked, "Do you have a question?"

      Brian looked puzzled and said, "I thought Mrs. Bristol wasn't having her baby until November."

      Mrs. Witchler just smiled and explained that the baby came early, so she needed the time off sooner. Brian and the class seemed content with that explanation. But I was not so sure. I am in the third grade, and I know stuff, and the one thing I have never ever heard of was a baby coming early. My little brother Mitchell has made us late for everything since he was born, so I am not buying it! My mind started to wander, and I looked over at Ryker and Chunks, and they just shrugged their shoulders. My mom says I think too much about the things that are crazy and not as much about things that make sense. Mom does not realize that the detective books I read have really shaped my mind. Being a detective is what I want to be when I grow up.

      My dad, on the other hand, is a bookkeeper, and when I tell him what I am thinking, he always encourages me by saying, "that's nice."  He is not a very excitable man, but I can hear it in his voice, he's really saying, "You’ll be the best detective I know!" Just then, Mrs. Witchler asked us to open our mathbooks to the lesson on page 72. I wondered; I don't need math to be a detective, do I?
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      Soon it was recess, and Ryker, and Chunks raced me to the swings. I came in second but could have come in first if I wanted to. I was just about to take flight on the swing when I looked at Chunks, and he seemed like she was not ready for takeoff like he usually is.

      “What’s with you?" I asked.

      He just looked at the ground and said, "I really was looking forward to Mrs. Bristol's Halloween cupcakes for the party this Friday."

      He was right! Mrs. Bristol makes the best cupcakes, and our party is tomorrow, and she is not going to be at our party. Stupid baby! I thought to myself. We all just sat there thinking, and I looked at my two friends and asked, "Do you think maybe this whole early baby thing is made up?"

      My friends both looked at me confused, and at the same time, asked, "What?!"

      Then they playfully told each other they owe each other a soda for saying "what" at the same time and began to laugh.

      I rolled my eyes and said, "Seriously, think about it. It is Halloween tomorrow, and our new teacher's name has witch in it, and she didn't say she was filling in but said, ‘I’ll be taking over.’"

      Chunks laughed and said, "So? Isn't that what she's doing?"

      He had a point, but a good detective thinks outside the box, so I replied, "I really think we should keep an eye
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