
  
    [image: Kell and the Detectives]
  


  
    
      Kell and the Detectives

      Book 4, The Aliens, Inc. Series

    

    
      
        Darcy Pattison

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Mims House Books]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

    

    
      
        Also by Darcy Pattison

      

      
        For FUN

      

      
        Kell’s Teachers

      

      
        Aliens, Inc. Eggless Cake Recipe

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      My hands dripped with blue paint. On my paper, I finger painted a straight blue line.

      Beside me, my best friend Bree swept a finger through red paint.

      Mrs. Crux, the art teacher, had shown us a graffiti cartoon called, “Kilroy Was Here.” It was a funny bald man looking over a wall.
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      “Use finger paint to draw something looking over a wall,” she said. Each table had paper plates with finger paint and rolls of paper towels.

      “What are we going to do for you-know-who’s birthday party?” Bree whispered.

      She smeared a fat red line on her paper, and then, a bald head.

      “Shh. You-know-who is right there.” I nodded toward the table next to us where Aja was drawing bald men, too.

      
        
          [image: junior]
        

      

      Maybe I would draw a bald girl. Or a bald elephant. Or maybe I would draw my Dad hiding behind a wall and write, “An alien was here.”

      My family owns Aliens, Inc., and we do birthday parties for Earthing kids. Aja Dalal’s mom asked us to do a surprise birthday party for Aja. Because he’s a good friend, it’s hard not to tell him about the party. It has to be a surprise, though, or Aliens, Inc. won’t get paid. But without asking Aja, I didn’t know what kind of party to plan.

      The classroom door opened, and Mrs. Lynx, the principal, walked in.

      “Mrs. Lynx, I am painting bald aliens,” Aja called. “Would you like to see?”

      Mrs. Lynx stepped over the Aja’s table and studied his finger painting of an alien. Everyone knew that Mrs. Lynx was the president of the Society of Aliens Chasers, the S.A.C. She only wanted one thing, to catch an alien.

      And here’s the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. I, Kell Smith, am an alien from the planet of Bix. I worry that some day Mrs. Lynx will catch me and sell me to the government.

      “The eyes are wrong,” she said. “Aliens have silver eyes.”

      I rolled my silvery eyes at Bree and she shrugged.

      “Yes,” Aja said. “But they don’t make silver finger paint.”
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      “Oh, of course. Well, it’s good except for the eyes.” Mrs. Lynx nodded to him. She walked around looking at paintings thumbtacked to bulletin boards.

      Mrs. Lynx stopped in front of a painting of a sky with three suns. She bent closer, and then spun around to stare at the art class. Her voice got excited. “Whose painting is this? You forgot to sign your name.”

      I sank down low in my chair. That was my painting of my home planet, Bix.

      Mrs. Crux said, “Those aren’t signed because they are just practice pieces.”

      “But look!” Mrs. Lynx pointed to my picture. “The fingerprints.”

      Aja jumped up and ran to look. “Oh!”

      “What?” My voice shook, but no one noticed because they all crowded around my painting.

      Aja’s eyes were big. “Human fingerprints have circles. This fingerprint has zigzags. There’s an alien in our class.”
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      I stared at my hand and fingertips. I didn’t know that Bixsters had different fingerprints from Earthlings. I was going to be caught. I shivered in fear.

      Mrs. Crux waved at the paintings. “These are from all my classes yesterday, mate. I don’t know who did that painting. It could be from any grade.”

      That was lucky for me. Bree and I shared an art desk, so she knew it was my painting. But she was the only one who knew.

      Aja got up close to the painting and pointed his purple finger at one spot. “Maybe the painter used a pencil point to draw a zigzag on the fingerprint. I wish I had my magnifying glass.”

      Mrs. Lynx said, “Yes! If I had my magnifying glass, we could be detectives. We would figure this out.”

      Aja’s dark eyes were bright with excitement. “Do all aliens have the same fingerprint? Or does each alien have a different fingerprint, like humans?”

      Mrs. Lynx nodded. “Those are good detective questions.”

      “I want to be a detective and solve crimes,” Aja said. “The hardest thing is learning to observe. You have to see what is there, not what you expect to see there.”

      “It’s the same with chasing aliens,” Mrs. Lynx said. “If you expect to see a person, you see a person. I never expect to just see a person. I always know that there might be an alien around.”

      Bree pulled me back to a table away from the other kids and whispered, “I know what kind of party to do for Aja. A detective party.”

      “How do you do a detective party?”

      “We’ll need detective hats,” Bree said quietly. “They call them Deerstalker hats.”

      It was time for a Detective Party Look Up Later List:

      

      1. What is a detective?

      2. What is a deerstalker hat?”

      

      Mrs. Lynx tapped my Three Suns Over Bix painting, again. “This is my lucky day. I’m going to catch an alien. Class, hold up your hands for me to look at your fingertips.”

      Bree’s back got stiff and straight. She marched up to Mrs. Lynx. “No, ma’am.” She sounded just like her Mom, who is a lawyer. “You can’t look at my hands without my parent’s permission.”

      Mrs. Crux nodded. “She’s right, mate.”

      Bree had just saved me!

      Mrs. Lynx frowned.

      The bell rang.

      “I have to watch the hallways. Mrs. Crux, please save that painting.” Mrs. Lynx pointed to a bulletin board and said. “Put it over there, so I know where it is.”
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      Without waiting for an answer, she stomped out to monitor the hallways between classes.

      Kids ran back to their tables to clean up and go to the next class.

      Mrs. Crux took my Three Suns painting and thumb tacked it to the Accidental Art Bulletin Board. I had 19 other paintings on that Bulletin Board. What if some of those accidentally had my zigzag fingerprints, too? I had signed those paintings and Mrs. Lynx would catch me.

      I had two choices. I could destroy all my paintings, even the ones on the Accidental Art Bulletin Board. Or I could put alien fingerprints on lots of paintings.

      “Freddy,” I said. “I’ll put up your wet painting.”
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      I carried paintings for Freddy, Aja, Mary Lee, Bree, and a couple other kids. When I put up a wet painting in a shelf, I also touched a couple others. When someone looked the next day, most of the paintings would have zigzag fingerprints.

      That should confuse Mrs. Lynx and the S.A C.

      Finally, I went to the sink and washed my hands. Bree was washing finger paint off her hands, too. “Are you OK?”

      I dried my hands and stuck them in my armpits to hide the fingerprints. “No.”

      “We’ll think of something,” she said.

      What did she know? Earthling girls have soft hands and circle fingerprints.
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      I hid my hands in my pockets all day. After school, Bree and I met on the school playground to walk home. The playground was right beside the street. A new concrete fence blocked out noises from cars, and that was good. But it was painted all white, and that was a very long, very boring fence.
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      At home, I hurried to the kitchen for a snack. Mom and Dad sat at the table drinking coffee with Doc East. When Mom cooked, the kitchen often smelled like burned toast. Now, it almost smelled like dovitch, which is a Bixster drink. That was impossible, though, because the replicator was still broken.
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      I looked from Doc East to Mom to Dad. My stomach flip-flopped. Something was going on. Doc East is our family doctor. Mom got sick last month, an allergic reaction to a bee sting. Doc East saved her life. He’s a human doctor, but he is learning to be a doctor for Bix aliens.

      “Mom, what’s wrong? Why is Doc East here?”

      We gave away the beehives, but I worried every day that she might be allergic to something else on Earth.

      “Nothing is wrong.” Mom’s silver eyes lit up. “In fact—”
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      “What’s that yummy smell?” Bree had followed me inside. She’s a friend, but she does say funny things like “yummy.”

      Dad said, “I fixed the replicator. I just made Doc East a cup of dovitch.” He sipped his own cup and looked happy with himself. Back on Bix, Dad is an astro-physicist. Here on Earth, he is a party planner. And he fixes things.

      “Why is the Doc here?” I asked.

      “We have a surprise for you,” Mom said.

      Bree said, “May I try some dovitch?”

      I frowned. Bree didn’t like grawlies, my favorite Bix food. I didn’t think she would like dovitch, either.

      “I’ll make you a cup,” Dad said. He put white cubes in a coffee cup and stuck it in the replicator.

      “What are the white cubes?” I asked. We had used up all the replicator’s starting cubes that we brought from Bix. Dad experimented with lots of different things. Everything he tried stank up the kitchen and didn’t work. Maybe he finally found something to use. I just hoped it was cheap, and it was easy to get.

      
        
          [image: sugar cubes]
        

      

      “I used sugar cubes,” Dad said. “They worked.”

      I knew what I was going to have for supper, grawlies!

      “Did you hear me?” Mom said. “We have a surprise.”

      “OK,” I said. “But first show me your hands.”
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      I turned her hands over to look at her fingertips.

      Bree leaned over to see, too. “The same as yours.”

      I held up her hand for Doc East to look. He studies the differences in animals, and he is very interested in how aliens are different from humans.

      He looked but shrugged.

      Bree said, “It’s like Aja said. People see what they expect to see.” She sipped from her cup and said in surprise, “This dovitch is pretty good.” She spooned in more sugar and took another sip.

      I said, “Dad, look at your fingertips, and then, look at Doc East’s fingertips.”

      Doc East held out his hand. He’s the tallest Earthling I have ever seen. In college, he played basketball. His hands were so big, he could hold a basketball with just his palms, no fingertips.

      Dad, Doc East and Mom all compared fingertips.

      Dad said in surprise, “Circles.”

      Doc East said in surprise, ”Zigzags.”

      “Yes! What are we going to do?” I explained about finger paint, and how I added alien fingerprints to a lot of the pictures in art class.

      “Leave it to me,” Dad said. “I’ll think of something.”

      Mom crossed her arms. “Now, will you listen to my surprise?”

      I nodded.

      “No,” Mom said. “I’ll show you my surprise.”

      She led us out to the greenhouse. My mom is a botanist on Bix, which means she loves plants. The greenhouse stays warm even in the winter. She grows both Earthling and Bixster plants.

      “Look,” she said.

      Hidden in the corner of the greenhouse was a red leather cushion. The center was dented. Balanced in the dent lay a soft green, egg-shaped thing. I looked closer. No, it wasn’t egg-shaped. It was an egg.

      Mom had laid an egg! Wow!

      My Mom had laid an egg. A green egg. An egg!
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      No wonder Doc East was here. No wonder Mom and Dad were grinning.

      “Is that a plastic dinosaur egg?” Bree asked.

      Earthling girls see what they expect to see.

      “No,” I said. “I’m going to have a brother.”
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