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Introduction

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 love to solve mysteries that occur 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 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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CHAPTER 1: Backward Band Day
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Mia’s Marching Misery
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MIA REYES TAPPED HER foot to the metronome’s beep and stared at her flute as if it had personally wronged her. Mr. Howell waved his baton like a tiny like some, casting a script, bringing boredom over the band room.

“One-two-three—again! Woodwinds, you’re dragging!”

The trumpets blared too early, the clarinets squeaked, and someone in the back was definitely using their trombone slide as a sword.

Mia slumped in her chair. “If I have to play ‘Stars and Stripes Forever’ one more time, I’m going to evaporate.”

“Evaporate?” whispered Chip from the trumpet section. “Into what? Sheet music?”

“Into pure misery,” she said. “This is the third time this week.”

Chip made a dramatic gasp, then mimed falling off his chair. Mr. Howell didn’t notice because he was busy scolding the French horns.

“I mean, come on,” Mia said. “We’re kids. Can’t we have one day where the band room isn’t exactly the same?”

Chip grinned. “Careful. Say things like that and you summon some mischief.”

“I am  mischief,” she muttered.

At the end of class, the students packed up their instruments in the usual slow shuffle. Mr. Howell leaned over his music stand and bellowed, “Flutes...practice that run in measure 43! I want it perfect tomorrow!”

Mia sighed and slung her flute case over her shoulder.

“Hey,” Chip said as they exited, “what if the band was... backwards tomorrow?”

“Backwards?” Mia raised an eyebrow. “Like, we walk backwards and play our songs in reverse?”

Chip laughed. “No, I mean, what if we rearranged the entire room? Switched all the stands and chairs around? Made the flutes sit where the tubas go, the tubas where the trumpets go. Make it total chaos.”

Mia blinked. “That would be amazing.”

Chip’s eyes gleamed. “Operation Backward Band Day begins tonight.”
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CHAPTER 2: Chip’s Chaos Chart
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Chip’s bedroom looked like a science lab had exploded and decided to stay messy forever. Robot arms, broken speakers, and paper airplanes littered the floor. In the middle of it all, Chip sat cross-legged, hunched over a giant piece of graph paper.

“This is genius,” he whispered to himself.

He wasn’t talking about a science experiment. No, this was something far more important: a diagram. A chart of every music stand and chair in Mr. Howell’s band room that he copied from memory and drawn to scale.

He labeled it “CURRENT LAME SETUP” in red marker.

Then, with a devilish grin, he grabbed a second sheet and began scribbling in blue.

This one he titled:

“OPERATION BACKWARD BAND DAY—DRAFT 1.”

Mia sat on the edge of his bed, spinning a half-broken tambourine on her finger. “You’re actually mapping it out?”

“Of course,” said Chip. “Mischief without math is just mayhem.”

“You made the tubas sit with the flutes?”

“Yup.”

“And the percussion is... up front?”

“Front and center,” Chip said proudly. “No one’s ready for that.”

Mia leaned over the paper. “Why is the trumpet section labeled ‘Danger Zone’?”

Chip winked. “Because I know myself.”

She laughed, tossing the tambourine aside. “Alright, so when do we do it?”

Chip pointed to a digital clock on his desk. “We’ve got twenty minutes before the janitors finish the east wing. That gives us a solid fifteen minutes in the band room. Just enough to flip the place without flipping suspicion.”

Mia narrowed her eyes. “You’ve done this kind of thing before.”

“I dabble,” he said.

They gathered supplies: duct tape (for labeling chairs), extra music stand cards (borrowed from last week), and Chip’s favorite tool,his little brother’s walkie-talkies.

By the time the plan was set, Mia was already buzzing with anticipation.

“This is either going to be brilliant,” she said, “or we’re going to be band criminals.”

Chip clipped the walkie-talkie to his belt. “In that case... call me Treble Maker.”

Mia rolled her eyes. “That pun should be a crime by itself.”

They grabbed their backpacks, turned off the light, and slipped out into the night. Two pranksters on a mission.
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CHAPTER 3: Band Room Break-In
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The school at night was a totally different creature.

No buzzing hallways. No teachers bustling around with coffee mugs. No band kids practicing the same bar of music over and over.

Just the echo of two sets of sneakers and the occasional flicker from the overhead lights.

Mia and Chip crept down the music hallway like they were on a spy mission—because technically, they were.

"Remind me why we brought walkie-talkies when we're walking right next to each other?" Mia whispered.

Chip held his to his mouth dramatically. “Agent Treble, this is Agent Flat. Do you copy?”

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t help grinning. “Copy, Agent Flat. Please proceed to the room of organized chaos.”

They reached the band room door.

Locked.

“Of course it’s locked,” Mia whispered. “This is a school, not a buffet.”

Chip didn’t answer. He reached into his backpack and pulled out a paperclip.

“You did not.”

“I did.”

He knelt down and fiddled with the lock. “Watched a tutorial online.”

“Of course you did.”

After a few tense seconds and a soft click, the door creaked open.

Mia blinked. “That worked?”

Chip stood up, proud. “You’re welcome.”

They slipped inside and gently closed the door behind them. The band room was dark, but the emergency exit lights gave everything a red, eerie glow, like something out of spooksville..

“Okay,” Chip said, unrolling his diagram. “You take the woodwinds and percussion. I’ll get brass and strings.”

“There are no strings in band class,” Mia said.

“There are tonight.”

They got to work. One by one, they moved chairs. Music stands. Swapped name tags. Added little pieces of duct tape under chairs with made-up labels like “TUBA 1” or “TRIANGLE CAPTAIN.”

Mia switched the metronome with a kitchen timer from Chip’s backpack, just for fun.

At one point, Chip climbed up onto the percussion riser and declared, “Tonight, we rearrange history.”

“Shhh!” Mia hissed. “Do you want to get caught?”

“I want to be legendary.”

By the time they were finished, the band room looked like a musical tornado had passed through.

The flutes were seated at the back, practically underneath the bass drums. The tubas were up front. The trumpets were awkwardly off to the side like a forgotten snack.

Mia took one last look. “It’s beautiful.”

“It’s chaos,” Chip agreed. “And tomorrow morning, it will be glorious.”

They high-fived, snuck back into the hallway, and disappeared into the night like true agents of mischief.
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