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To Mr. John Howell—

For the countless rehearsals filled with laughter, the unforgettable concerts, and the rhythm of joy you brought to every band class.

Thank you for making music fun, friendship loud, and memories lasting.

This one’s for you
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School started out like any other day. The students were sitting in their homeroom waiting for the announcements of the day. Among the students sat four best friends who loved to solve mysteries that occurred at the school. This has taken them on some interesting adventures during the school day.

In the small town of Tibbett, Ohio, there stood an ordinary school called United Middle School, with rolling hills and lush, growing plants surrounding it. The school was used for students during the day, but at night and on weekends, it housed community activities. The building was the color of fire-red, with tall glass windows and rows lined with lockers.

A typical day at United Middle School started with a loud bell telling students to go to their homerooms. Laughter and talking happened as students made their way to their classes. Friends were glad to be together, and teachers were sharing what was happening in their classes that day.

Two students loved to cause mischief throughout the school day.
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MIA TORRES—THE FEARLESS one. Always up for a challenge, she thrives on excitement and probably would chase an actual burglar just to see where they’re going. Has a talent for thinking outside the box—sometimes way, way outside the box.

Chip Bennett—the wildcard 2.0. Chip loves chaos, solving puzzles, and eating snacks mid-investigation. If there’s a mystery, he’s in it for the fun, not necessarily for the logic.
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KIRA JACKSON

Systems Saboteur (Emeritus)

Kira didn’t start the chaos—but she made it smarter.

Quiet, clever, and always watching, Kira joined the Harmless Mischief Club after secretly hijacking one of Chip’s pranks... and improving it. With her sharp coding skills, dry wit, and an eye for detail, she became the team’s stealth expert and digital strategist.

She’s not the loudest voice, but she’s the one who rewires the system—literally. From lyric swaps to closet-label switches, Kira’s mischief is methodical, hilarious, and just a little brilliant.
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CHAPTER 1: Budget Day Blues
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Musical Chairs... Literally.

Tagline: One seat. One sound chip. One symphonic disaster.

This time, the chairs play back.

********************************************************
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MR. HOWELL STOOD BEFORE the band room, face unreadable, holding a laminated list.

“Good news,” he said. "We received approval for a tech upgrade."

The students cheered.

“Bad news: it's being spent on... ergonomic chairs.”

The students blinked.

“I thought we were getting new stands,” said Jasmine, peeking over her clarinet.

“We are,” Howell muttered. “But apparently ‘sports promotion’ is more ‘cost-justifiable’ than ‘reed improvement.’”

Kira leaned toward Mia. “Did he just use four sarcasms in one sentence?”

Chip grinned. “Ergonomic chairs, huh?”

Mia’s eyes lit up.

“Brand new seats,” she said. “Which means... accessible. Untouched. Modifiable.”

Kira’s mouth curved into a smirk.

“Chip,” she said. “Open the Mischief Box.”
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Chapter 2: Operation: Chair Wave Symphony
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Inside The Lair, the Harmless Mischief Club huddled over a blue plastic chair and a pile of tech gear.

“Each sound chip holds five pre-programmed audio files,” Chip explained. “We can rotate them.”

“We’ll use zip ties and Velcro strips for quick install,” Kira added. “No screws. Fast in, fast out.”

Mia drew the final blueprint on the whiteboard:

🎵 Operation: Chair wave Symphony

Objective: Embed random sound clips into band chairs.

Rules:

No explicit sounds

No actual instrument recordings (too easy to trace)

One haunted tuba minimum

They split into teams.

Chip prepped the audio files:

Slide whistle going up and down

Dramatic timpani roll

A rubber chicken “splat”

A clip of someone shouting “REHEARSE WITH PURPOSE!” (secret Howell recording)

By Monday morning, someone had placed bugs on twelve chairs.

During the second period... the music room sounded like a Looney Tunes soundtrack.
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Chapter 3: The Haunted Tuba Conspiracy
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Mr. Howell was losing it.

First, the tuba section blared a foghorn sound as Jasmine sat down. Then the timpani seat played a perfect C-sharp before anyone touched an instrument.

He froze and stared at the chair.

Then muttered, “Not again.”

“Again?” Mia asked sweetly.

“I taught in a school once,” Howell whispered, “where the clarinet lockers meowed for weeks. I thought it was a dream. It was not a dream.”

Students were giggling, but trying not to.

The trumpet section had formed a betting pool on which chair would scream next.

By the end of the period, Howell called for a “technical pause” and left to consult the new band tech manual.

That’s when Chip whispered:

“Best. Movement. Ever.”

But Kira didn’t smile.

She was holding her tablet, eyes narrowed.

“There’s one sound chip I didn’t program.”

“What do you mean?” Mia asked.

She hit play.

The chair let out a soft, distorted voice:

“🎵 I see you, prank club. Let’s play a duet. 🎵”

The three of them stared at each other.

Then Chip whispered, “We’ve been... sound-chipped back?”
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Chapter 4: The Violins of Vengeance
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By Wednesday, the band room had reached “symphonic absurdity.”

One chair hissed like steam every time someone sat.

Another whispered “bravo” in an overenthusiastic British accent.

Mr. Howell began holding rehearsals standing up.

But the real shock came during the sixth period, when the orchestra entered the room with practiced precision and judgmental eyebrows.

At their lead: a student named Sloan D’Argento, first violin and self-proclaimed “President of the Elite Springs Society” walked in.

She surveyed the room as if it had offended her tuning fork.

“We heard,” she said, “that someone downgraded the ensemble to a comedy routine.”

Mia crossed her arms. “It’s called musical innovation.”

Sloan raised one eyebrow.

Then, she pulled a sleek silver case from her bag.

Inside: four high-end, pre-programmed sound pads.

“Musical chairs? Cute. We prefer... precision sabotage.”

She tapped one.

A looped Mozart excerpt played—in reverse.

Kira stared. “She brought counter-prank tech.”

Sloan tapped another.

“🎶 This is why strings don’t sit with brass. 🎶”

Chip nearly passed out. “They made diss tracks? In 3/4 time?”
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