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JAKE IS THE NATURAL leader of the group. He has a keen sense of justice and the ability to listen and collaborate with others. He is the glue that holds the group together. Jake is tall for his age, with a big mop of brown hair on top of his head, and he smiles a lot. He’s always the first to jump into action whenever he sees something out of place. But his leadership was never about being in charge; instead, he liked to have input from every member of his group, and his friends were helpful in that aspect. His friends knew they were better together than if they struck out on their own.

Emily is a cautious and analytical person. She was always right by Jake’s side, helping him solve every single case. She has a knack for noticing details that others miss. Her cautious nature comes from a desire to be precise in all she does, and she is very thorough in her investigations. Emily’s dark eyes seem to see right through situations that others overlook. She can look at a puzzle and solve it right away, and she is also able to dissect information. Despite her tendency to be methodical, she embraces the group’s adventures, although it causes her to step out of her comfort zone.

Amy is an imaginative dreamer and the very heart of the group. She sees the world through a lens of wonder, often envisioning things that aren’t there and making the most mundane things come alive. Amy’s vivid imagination and creativity often lead to solutions in their mysteries. She has auburn hair, always adorned with a colorful clip or ribbon that bounces as she walks through the halls, letting everyone know she’s there. She can get lost in her thoughts as she goes about her day. Amy’s curiosity is boundless; she believes there is a mystery around every corner of the school, just waiting for her and her gang to solve.

Max is the skeptical one in the group. He’s practical and grounded, often questioning everything someone presents as a mystery. Max balances the team’s dynamics with his quiet strength, sturdy build, and calm demeanor. Although he’s skeptical at first, Max learns to trust the bond with his friends, relying on their support and guidance when they don’t know what’s happening around them.
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✔ MIA –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 –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.

The six of them together? They were unstoppable if you counted the mishaps as help.

From missing lockers to phantom school bells, from slimy gym floors to band uniform disasters, no case was too weird for them to solve.

And The United Middle School?

It was about to get a lot more interesting.
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The Case of the Dirty Glasses


Chapter One – Smudged and Confused
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THE BELL HAD BARELY rung when Mr. Penrod walked into Room 214, squinting at a clipboard held three inches from his face.

“Good morning, class,” he said, tapping the board with a dry erase marker. “Today, we’re learning about...wait, where’s the beaker cart?”

The students blinked at him. A sixth grader raised her hand timidly.

“Um, Mr. Penrod? This is English class.”

Mr. Penrod adjusted his glasses and stepped back, confused. “Oh no. Not again.”

Down the hallway, Jake  and his friends paused by their lockers as Mr. Penrod shuffled past muttering, “Science is that way...”

Jake turned to Emily. “That’s the third time this week he’s gone into the wrong room.”

Emily pushed up her own glasses and frowned. “It’s not just him. I had to clean mine four times already today.”

Amy popped around the corner holding a tissue to her lenses. “Five for me and it’s only the second period! I feel like I’m walking through a fog machine.”

Max appeared next to them, adjusting his own glasses with a look of frustration. “It’s not just you. Mine fogged up in history class and again during gym. I even tried switching cleaning sprays. No luck.”

Jake crossed his arms. “Something weird’s going on.”

“Maybe there’s a prank going around,” Amy said, twirling her ponytail. “Like... someone’s coating doorknobs with invisible goo.”

Max snorted. “Highly unlikely. Not to mention unhygienic.”

Emily tilted her head. “Actually, I think it’s more widespread than that. Mrs. Peach was holding her book up to the light like she was trying to summon the words to come forth. And I overheard Mr. Willard say his reading glasses were ‘blinder than a folded-up umbrella.’”

“Blind-folded, probably,” Jake said with a grin.

Amy giggled. “Blinder than a bagel. That’s what I say.”

Just then, Chip came skidding around the corner with a piece of string tied between his ears like fake glasses. “I made fog-proof eyewear!” he declared. “100% clear vision. No lenses, no fog.”

Mia followed, holding her phone. “We’re testing theories. So far, Chip’s string glasses are winning. Also, we’re blaming the band kids. They’ve been practicing breathing exercises in the stairwell. Coincidence?”

Jake raised an eyebrow. “I think we need real data, not string eyewear and stairwell conspiracies.”

Emily nodded. “Let’s make a list of everyone affected and where they were when their glasses started fogging up.”

Max pulled out a mini notepad from his pocket, of course he had one. “Already started. So far, the science wing, library, and the third floor classrooms seem the worst.”

Jake’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “This could be the case.”

“A blurry one,” Amy added, waving her now-smudged glasses.

Jake nodded. “Then it’s official. The Young Investigators are on the case.”

Chip raised his string glasses like a salute. “Let’s clear things up.”

Mia grinned. “Literally.”

Chapter Two – A Hall Full of Fingerprints

By third period, it seemed like half the school was squinting.

In the hallway, students were bumping into lockers, mistaking classmates, and cleaning their glasses on whatever cloth or shirt sleeve they could find. One seventh grader even walked into a broom closet and said “Excuse me” to a mop.

Jake stood near the main staircase with a clipboard and a serious expression. “Let’s make this official. We’ll call it Operation: Fog Watch.”

Amy added dramatic flair with a superhero voice. “Fog Watch: Keeping lenses clear and students clearer.”

Max didn’t even look up from his humidity app. “We need more data, not drama.”

Emily walked up, eyes narrowed, glasses freshly cleaned. “I made a quick survey on paper. Simple yes/no questions: Do you wear glasses? Are they getting foggy? Where did it start?”

Jake grinned. “That’s why you’re on the team.”

Together, the four young investigators began their rounds, passing out surveys and chatting with students at lockers, in the library, even outside the cafeteria.

Emily was meticulously recording each answer, circling hallway numbers, noting the time. By the end of fourth period, her stack of papers looked like a stack of fast food receipts.

Amy floated between groups, asking follow-up questions. “Did it start in math? Science? After recess? Be honest, were you near the gym when it happened?”

One student blinked at her. “The gym? I was in an orchestra.”

“Oh. Never mind. But if you hear any strange tuba fog, let me know.”

Max checked his screen. “The humidity is highest on the third floor, especially near the science labs and the library. It’s also warmer up there. Could be airflow.”

Jake added to his own map. “That matches what we heard. Maybe it’s environmental, not a prank.”

Emily agreed. “And get this...Mr. Green, the gym teacher? He said his glasses got filmy while he was outside on morning duty.”

Max raised an eyebrow. “Outside?”

Jake frowned. “Okay, that’s weird.”

Amy tilted her head. “Is it just glasses? What about sunglasses? Goggles? Binoculars? What if the telescope’s blurry too?”

“Let’s not spiral,” Max muttered.

At that moment, Chip burst through the library doors with swim goggles strapped to his forehead. “I FOUND THE CURE!”

Mia trailed behind him, waving a wet paper towel like a victory flag. “Fog-proof swim style! We call it 'Operation: Blub Blub Vision.'"

“Blub Blub Vision?” Jake repeated, deadpan.

“They’re airtight,” Chip said. “You look like a frog, but you can see like one too.”

Emily couldn’t help but smile. “Did you actually wear those in class?”

“No,” Chip said proudly. “But I wore them while chasing Mia around the band room, which is basically a visibility obstacle course.”

Jake shook his head. “Thanks for your... contribution.”

As the lunch bell rang, the hall was full of students wiping, fogging, and complaining about their glasses. The Young Investigators looked at one another, realizing something bigger was happening.

Jake tapped the clipboard. “We’re not even halfway through the day. This is turning into a full-blown case.”

Emily held up her survey stack. “And I think I know who we need to talk to next.”

Max adjusted his own glasses. “Janitor Bill.”

Amy snapped her fingers. “Because if it’s everywhere, maybe it’s on everything.”

Chapter Three – Eyewear Epidemic

Lunch at United Middle School was typically loud and full of weird smells but today it was also full of squinting.

The lunch line looked more like a line of confused penguins as students tilted their heads at menu signs, misread the entrée labels, and fumbled with trays.

Jake, Amy, Max, and Emily gathered at their usual table near the window, dodging a rogue milk carton someone dropped.

“I just watched a kid pour chocolate milk into a bowl of spaghetti,” Amy said. “He thought it was cereal.”

Jake nodded toward the front of the cafeteria. “Mr. Willard just tried to sit at the janitor’s table.”

“That's the second teacher mix-up today,” Emily added, flipping through her clipboard. “First Mr. Penrod in the wrong room. Now this.”

Max leaned in. “It's an epidemic.”

Amy gasped. “Eyewear Epidemic!”

Jake grinned. “Not bad.”

Emily looked over her notes. “Out of the thirty-five glasses-wearers I surveyed, thirty-one said their lenses got foggy or smudgy before lunch. And five teachers said the same thing.”

Max tapped his tablet. “Add this: The temperature in the library wing is nearly three degrees warmer than the other floors. And the humidity? Twenty percent higher.”

Amy munched on  a carrot. “So the higher the humidity, the foggier the glasses?”

“Maybe,” Max said, “but only if there’s something reacting with it.”

Mia slid onto the bench beside Amy and flopped her head dramatically onto the table. “I was trying to read a book and ended up hugging a coat rack.”

Chip joined, holding up a pair of novelty giant sunglasses that were completely fogged. “I tried to go bigger, but they just got fog faster.”

Jake rolled his eyes. “Let me guess—Blub Blub Vision 2.0?”

“Blub Blub Deluxe!” Chip declared. “Now with bonus glare!”

Emily leaned closer. “Did you actually clean those?”

“Define clean.”

Amy laughed. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”

Just then, Mrs. Peach, the English teacher, walked past their table and accidentally bumped into a chair. She blinked at it and rubbed her glasses with a napkin.

“She’s been cleaning those for three periods straight,” Emily whispered.

Jake stood. “Time to pay her a visit.”

Mrs. Peach sat at her desk, holding her glasses up to the light and frowning. “I swear, I clean these and five minutes later, it’s like looking through soup.”

“Do you mind if we ask a few questions?” Jake said politely. “We’re investigating the sudden... optical situation.”

Mrs. Peach raised an eyebrow. “The Dirty Glasses Epidemic?”

Amy nodded eagerly. “Exactly!”

“I’ll take any help I can get,” Mrs. Peach sighed. “It started on Monday. At first I thought it was me. Now, half the class is fogging up by the fourth period.”

Max stepped to the window and inspected the sill. “Do you know if anything was sprayed in here recently?”

“Bill said he’s using a new cleaner,” Mrs. Peach replied. “Eco-something. It’s supposed to be non-toxic. Smells like lemon and disappointment.”

Emily reached for a paper towel Mrs. Peach had just used on her glasses. “Do you mind if I keep this?”

“For science?” Mrs. Peach asked dryly.

“Always,” Emily replied.

Jake smiled. “Thanks, Mrs. Peach. We’ll keep you posted.”

As the group stepped into the hallway, Amy whispered, “What if the cleaner is leaving some kind of foggy film?”

Max nodded. “Possible. If it evaporates and re-condenses in humid rooms...”

Jake pulled out his pen. “Let’s add that to the working theory list.”

Emily held up the paper towel. “Then we need to find out what’s really in this cleaner.”

Amy pointed dramatically. “To the source of all things weird and janitorial!”

Jake grinned. “Janitor Bill?”

“Obviously.”

Chapter Four – Invisible Ink?

Janitor Bill’s office was located in the dim, slightly mysterious basement of United Middle School, past a flickering vending machine and a door marked Maintenance—Authorized Personnel Only. Naturally, Jake knocked.

“Is it weird that I’m nervous?” Amy asked, peering over his shoulder. “Like we’re entering a secret lab or a lair. Janitor Bill’s Lair of Lemon-Scented Truth.”

The door creaked open, revealing Bill himself, holding a mug that read “Spill Happens.”

“You kids up to something?” he asked with a grin that suggested he already knew the answer.

Jake stepped forward. “We’re trying to solve a mystery.”

Bill raised an eyebrow. “Does it involve pranks, missing keys, or mysterious odors?”

“None of the above,” Emily said. “Although we’re open to circling back.”

Max held up a clipboard. “It’s about foggy glasses. Everyone’s dealing with it...students, teachers. It started after the weekend.”

Bill took a slow sip of his coffee. “Ahhh. The great lens crisis of the week. Tell me everything.”

The room was surprisingly cozy. A lava lamp flickered on a shelf. An old radio played classical jazz. Cleaning supplies lined the walls like trophies.

“We’ve got evidence suggesting it’s environmental,” Jake explained. “It seems connected to humidity, airflow, and possibly... cleaning products.”

Emily handed over the paper towel from Mrs. Peach’s room. “This is what was used to clean foggy glasses in Room 204. It still smells lemony.”

Janitor Bill nodded, then turned to a cabinet and pulled out a spray bottle with a cheerful leaf logo.

“This here’s our new eco-cleaner. Non-toxic. Plant-based. Approved by someone who probably lives in a treehouse. I switched to it Friday.”

Max studied the label. “Contains water, citric acid, biodegradable solvents, and... essential oils?”

Amy sniffed the bottle. “Smells like lemon and grass clippings.”

Chip suddenly popped his head through the open door. “Wait, did someone
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