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Cadavers 
 

It had been the weekend of all weekends and I knew, as I walked into the 
cafeteria for breakfast this particular Monday morning, that I had the idea to top all 
ideas and stories. Never mind I had lost Deck Three of of my Monsters decks last 
week. My idea was so good it didn’t matter. Kinda. Well, it was the fact that I lost the 
deck that gave me the idea: I was going to start a private investigation company. I 
even created a little business card. 

I’m Abe Table and my friends and I always tell stories at Monday morning breakfast 
to see who has the best one this week. Mine was an idea, not really a story, but it was 
the best and I couldn’t wait. 

Neither could Ray Medina, my best friend. 
“I didn’t hear from you this weekend. You guys go somewhere?” he said as we got 

in line for hot breakfast tots and french toast sticks. 
His hair was all slicked back like he’d just won a soccer match and they were going 

to take team photos. 
“No,” I answered, which wasn’t all the way true, but we didn’t go anywhere like 

what he was talking about. You know, out of town or whatever. But I did save up to 
buy Monster Deck 7.  

He was nodding his head. Uh-oh. Here it came. He was going to lower the boom. 
“Well,” he said slow-like, “you just wait til we sit down. You won’t believe what 
happened to me.” He smiled like he just swallowed a goldfish in front of a classroom 
of girls. 

“Ahh!” Liz Strong shouted as she pinched my back. 
I jumped like a shotgun had gone off! “What in the world...Liz… ‘Why you gotta be 

so rude’?” I asked. She knew I was the jumpiest of our little group. 
“Cuz you two ding-a-lings aren’t going to believe what I saw this weekend.” 
“Let me guess: Your poor pet centipede finally left you for a decent owner?” You 

had to play a little rough with Liz or she’d run you over. But, that’s why we liked her. 
Comes in handy sometimes. 

We all got our breakfasts and settled in to our usual place: the third table by the 
drink machines and the gym door. Our friends, Pick and Gravy, joined us like always. 
They rounded out our little group. And they had no idea how my idea was going to 
change their lives! 

I reached my hand into the back pocket of my jeans where I had the secret 
business card and smiled. For all they knew I was going to show them a crisp $100 bill. 
I was nervous and just as I grabbed the little card in my pocket, the thing that would 
affect us all, Ray started. 



“Okay, you guys, this is crazy. We went to visit my cousin at college this weekend 
and we had to go to his work on campus for him to pick up his paycheck.” Ray had a 
way of talking that commanded attention. He made me think of the older kid in that 
movie The Sandlot. He was holding out a french toast stick like a ballpoint pen. I 
almost laughed. If he had a little paper hat on, he could have been taking orders for 
the Frosty Freeze… except he was writing things in maple syrup. 

“So, we are sitting in the car, my mom, dad and aunt and I, when this big U-Haul 
truck pulls up. These two guys get out and whatnot, but I’m not paying attention 
because I’m counting my health on Monster Deck 4.  

“‘Roll up the window, Jorge,’ my mom says to my dad.” Ray used a high pitched 
voice. 

“You better let me do that, Ray, or you’ll hurt something,” Liz said. 
“No, Liz, you’re not going to believe this,” Ray said without missing a beat. The 

boy was positively focused. In fact, I’d rarely seen him this intense, this serious. I was 
beginning to doubt whether my story was going to top his. "These guys throw open the 
door and started carrying these bags out. It took two of them to get a bag - they were 
like shower curtains stuffed with pillows.” 

“Really, Ray?” Pick said. “We’re not going to believe some guys were taking 
furniture into a building on a college campus?” 

“Come on, Ray,” Liz added. “You can’t give us that and expect we are gonna go 
nuts and stuff.” 

Inside, I was eating pizza and chocolate! This was great! Ray’s story was being shot 
down before he even finished. I was going to have the news of the morning after all. 
Then, Ray stopped the whole table like a time freeze or something. If the whole 
cafeteria had heard him, they’d all have stopped. If the electricity had heard him, it 
would have stopped too. 

“They were hauling dead bodies,” he said. 
He looked at all of us, swinging his head around and eyeing us as if daring us to 

doubt him. We all looked at him like he just fell through the roof from the moon. 
“Yep. Dead.” He waited for the effect. Waited. Waited. 
And I knew my little story was doomed. No way I was gonna top that. 
Ray could tell a story. That’s for sure. He wrapped it in gold paper and put a bow 

on it. “Now, it’s not really what you think,” he said, “but it is still really creepy: they 
were cadavers for the lab. You know, the dead people that donate their body to 
science to be examined and all.” 

Nobody said anything. That might have been creepier. We all wanted to say a 
thousand things, but I don’t think anyone wanted to give poor ol’ Ray the heebee 
jeebees and jinx his dreams. You could have some pretty scary dreams after 
something like that. 



We didn’t have much time left for breakfast, so I decided to put my card on the 
table. Literally. I pulled the little card out of my back pocket and set it down in front 
of me. It said Monster Investigations with an oversized M and monstery looking letters. 
Underneath it said, “Your surefire source for solving BIG problems.” I made it and 
thought our little group could solve problems for people. Like finding my Monster 
Deck 3. 

Liz, next to me, said, “What? What’s that, Abe?” 
“I never thought you’d ask, Lizzie,” I said. “Welcome to Monster Investigations - 

our new private investigators group. This is going to be the best thing we’ve ever 
done. We’re going to solve problems for people. You know, big ones that need to be 
investigated. Like the stuff we’ve faced this year. 

“You mean like all the stuff that turned out to not be real?” Gravy said. 
“Or the stuff you thought was a surefire problem and turned out not to be 

anything? Like the werewolf Harrison?” Pick said. 
Ray would speak reason. I was sure. “Look, Abe, we can’t be investigators when 

we have trouble solving our own problems. That’s not going to work.” 
I knew Ray’s story was going to kill my idea. It felt like my heart had been used for 

home plate. No umpire was sweeping it off, either.  
“Hey, people,” Liz said, “Have a heart. We have all been through this stuff 

together… sort of. We do have experience going through things that needed solving, 
you know?” 

“Who are you and what did you do with Liz?” I asked. This didn’t sound like the Liz 
I knew. Weird. 

Just then the bell rang and the cafeteria jumped to life with the masses moving 
toward the single hallway that led to our lockers. Ugh. A sixth grader could get 
stepped on in there too. For real. We moved out and dumped our trays. I put the 
little card back in my pocket and felt kinda stupid for thinking such a ridiculous idea. 

 

“After Me” 
 

Liz walked with me…and my little idea, seeming silly, stupid, very 5th grade, was 
reduced to little more than a piece of index card that could be washed in my jeans. 

“It wasn’t such a bad idea, you know,” she said. 
“Yeah, I’m sure. That’s why everyone acted like I had yelled Vordemolt’s name on 

the morning announcements.” 
“You are pretty good at following clues and stuff, Abe. I don’t think you really 

have to advertise that. People kinda know.” 
“They know I’m crazy,” I said. I had dropped the idea of forming a detective 



agency or something, because I had bigger problems right now. Monster Deck 3. It had 
gone missing from my locker the Thursday before. I was going to pour my energy into 
finding out what happened to it… with or without a team. 

“Well, that might not be far from true. But you have to admit, Abe: Crazy things 
happen to you.” 

“Help! Help, Abe!” a little spider web of a 6th grader named Ben yelled, grabbing 
my arm and looking around in a panic like it was the last few moments before he was 
going to be fed to lions. I’m not sure he wasn’t sneaking up to our school from the 4th 
grade. He made me look large, and I had to be one of the smallest 6th graders at 
Lake. But I digress (I heard Harrison say that once). 

“Look, Table, Aliens are taking over our school. They’re disguised, you know how 
they do. They get inside people. Teachers. Kids. And they are after me. I have no idea 
why, but they are all over the place. It’s like we’re dummies and they are just 
jumping inside us secretly and making people do what they want. Well, not me, 
brother!” 

“Wait, wait. You’re Ben, right.” He nodded at me. “Listen, Ben, I’d love to help 
you out (I looked at Liz like this little guy was nuts). But what am I going to do to stop 
an alien invasion?” I think the little guy was nuts, but I was going to go along with it if 
only to make him feel better. He looked pretty scared. 

“You’ll do the investigating, like you always do,” he said. Then, he turned as 
quickly as he showed up and disappeared in the crowd. The minute bell rang and Liz 
and I jumped into the freeway of kids. 

“Maybe your idea was better than I thought,” Liz said. She smiled. 
I reached for my little business card, held it up like the winning ticket to the Lake 

Middle PTA Raffle, and said, “Bingo.” End of discussion. Or so I thought. When I pulled 
it out of my pocket one of my Monster Deck 3 cards came out with it and fell to the 
floor. It was a Health card for a Skulking Vampire. And it was a monster with a 
terrible health score. I got a sick feeling in my stomach. Not only did I not know how 
it got there, I thought it might be a sign about what little Ben said. And not a good 
sign.  

I guess I had stopped in the hallway. Kids were walking around me and Liz was 
nowhere in sight. 

 

Dummy 
 

School went on like usual, and nobody was possessed or inhabited or whatever else 
these aliens were supposed to be doing. I made it through lunch and only saw Ben 
once down the hallway from me between Language Arts and Social Studies. He was 



running like someone was trying to shoot him with a flamethrower - I saw one of those 
on a show my dad was watching on Netflix. It’s like a firebreathing dragon gun. 
Anyway, nobody was really shooting at Ben, but you would have never known it by 
how he was running. Sheesh. I knew I was going to have to find him and ask some 
questions. You know, investigate... now that I was going to be part of Monster 
Investigations and all. 

Other than that, everything was normal.  
Until I went to the bathroom during 3rd period Social Studies. I went to the 

downstairs bathroom because the upstairs one was locked. Kids thrash it sometimes 
and the office locks it so we have to use the one down by the office. 

Anyway, I went down the back stairway. After you step off the stairs and turn 
down the hall, there is a door at the bottom that goes to storage space under the 
stairs. I used to think it was a secret doorway the teachers used to a secret room with 
all kinds of video games, but that was kid stuff. I knew that the PE teachers used it to 
store extra equipment and football uniforms and stuff like that. 

The door was open. 
I peeked inside and there was one of the PE aides, an eighth grader, digging 

through large plastic tubs. 
A deflated beach ball or pool toy or something was sitting on top of the tubs. 
“What’s that for?” I asked. Didn’t hurt to ask, right. I wanted to know what was 

going to go on in PE just as much as the next guy. 
“What, that?” the kid asked back tilting his head toward the thing. “Oh, that’s 

dumb Harrison.” 
What was this kid talking about? Eighth graders were all weird (some of the boys 

had beards!), but this was ridiculous. What he said didn’t even make sense. 
Then he grabbed the wilted beach ball and held it up. It was no beach ball! It was 

like a life-sized inflatable person. He flattened out the face and said, “It’s a dummy 
of Mr. Harrison.”  

I think he could see that I was FREAKED OUT, so he pushed the thing toward me 
and added, “And you’ll end up just like him if you don’t move along and leave me 
alone.” 

I back-peddled out of the little closet space and tripped, falling flat on my back. 
As I scrambled to my feet, I heard him saying, “Come on, kid, it’s not an alien or 
something.” 

That was it. I was done with this. All I could think of was Ben saying, “It’s like 
we’re dummies and they are just jumping inside us secretly and making people do 
what they want.”  

I ran all the way to the bathroom. I know they caught it on the hallway camera, 
but I didn’t care. They weren’t going to get me either. When I got in there, I was 



alone, so I splashed some water on my face like they do in movies. This alien business 
was the real deal. Now, we not only had something to investigate, we had to stop it. 
Lunch was going to be a serious meeting with Ray and Liz. Ray would make sense of 
this. He always did. Even if he didn’t like the Monster Investigations idea. 

I stopped by my locker on the way back to Social Studies to get my water bottle. 
You know what happened when I opened my locker? Another Monster Deck 3 card 
came out. An Alien 74 locked in prison. A blocking card. I was not only scared I was 
not going to find Mr. Harrison in his room when I returned to Reyes’ class, I was afraid 
one of these aliens was going to find me. I needed blocking powers. 

 

Art Gone 
 

I had a serious talk with little Ben Flatbush first thing next morning. 
“What do you mean things aren’t what they seem? What things, Ben?” 
It was before first period. We were in the hallway by the elevator. 
“Look, Abe, I don’t know what’s going on. I just know I’ve seen teachers disappear 

down that little closet stairway.” He made a whole body move that started with his 
thumb to point to the janitor’s closet door right next to us. For some reason he had 
the idea that there was a stairway going below the school in there. 

Ray was playing Metro Attack in the library, so I was alone in my investigation. I 
wasn’t sure I was too good at it. “Who have you actually seen disappear?”  

Ben looked around making sure the coast was clear. Then he looked me square in 
the eye like he was going to tell me who wanted to kidnap the president. “Harrison.” 

I didn’t tell the boy about what I discovered the day before! It was my 
investigation. I looked over at the art displayed on the wall wondering what I was 
going to do next. What do you say to that?  

Pencil drawings. The drawings in the little black protective cases on the wall were 
pencil drawings. Really cool ones of robots and gears and mechanical stuff. 

“If someone goes down a stairway, it doesn’t mean they disappear. I had Harrison 
yesterday. He hasn’t disappeared.” 

Ben took off. When I got back to the library, Ray asked how it went. 
“Pretty good. Ben thinks there is a staircase in the janitor closet.” 
“Wonder where he got that idea,” Ray asked. He smiled ‘cause he knew that we 

had spread the rumor when we thought Harrison was a werewolf. Yeah, that actually 
happened. But that’s another story. 

We walked out of the library and met Liz by the mechanical art. “Hey, look, he did 
have fangs,” I said. 

“Ben thinks Harrison is a werewolf again?” Liz asked.  



“No, but he does think he and the other alien abductees are going below the 
school to hang out.” 

The bell rang for first period. “Maybe they are,” Liz said in a voice that didn’t 
even sound like her. Then, she took off running around the corner! Just like that. 

I followed around the staircase into the long hallway between seventh and eighth 
grade, but she was gone. When I got back around the corner to Ray, he was gone too! 
I stood in the middle of the hallway like a dummy and the rest of school just streamed 
around me. I stood staring. Right at the wall. 

The mechanical art pieces in the picture frames were gone. Sitting in a frame was 
another one of my Monster Deck 3 cards: A second class wizard - a protection card - 
with an invisibility spell. Either I was losing my mind or aliens were taking over… 
maybe both. 

Secret Signals 
 

“I have no idea how that card got there!” I said to Ray in the commons outside 
Harrison’s and Reyes’s classrooms. 

“Someone’s playing a joke on you, Abe. That’s all it is. Whoever took your Monster 
Deck 3 is doing this.” 

Liz bee-bopped up. 
“Yeah, someone, Ray, and I have a guess,” I said looking with squinty eyes at Liz. 

She’d been known to do this kind of stuff before. “Where did you run off to, sister?” 
Liz looked at the floor and then smiled a crescent moon. “I had a hunch about 

Ben, so I wanted to check it. I think I know why he’s so scared: He’s being bullied by 
an eighth grader named William Fry. I saw Ben give William something - I think it was 
money. He’s probably threatening to beat the little kid up if he doesn’t give him 
lunch money or something.” 

“Maybe he is giving Monster Deck 3 cards to Fry as a ransom or something,” Ray 
said. 

“You mean blackmail.” Liz was no dummy. She, like Ray, was smart and could 
throw ideas around like the Giants’ infielders tossing a baseball. 

I smiled at the two of them like some stupid looking ventriloquist dummy, I’m 
sure. But here they were, solving this problem, troubleshooting. It was like we were 
an investigation company! If only we could get paid. 

“Yeah, ‘blackmail’ works. Maybe,” Ray said. “We ought to make a list of things we 
know so far... One, Ben is scared. Two, Liz has seen him talking with Fry. Three,” 

“Three, stuff is disappearing… like that artwork in the hallway by the elevator,” I 
said. I couldn’t get a word in on these two investigators.  

“Four, your monster deck was stolen,” Liz added, nodding to me. 



“Five, cards keep showing up secretly,” Ray said. 
“Don’t forget aliens,” I said. “And what about the dummy of Harrison?” 
“Who you calling a dummy?” Harrison said behind me in a booming voice.  
Holy Cow! I almost jumped to the ceiling! 
Ol’ Lizzy got a chuck-chuckle out of that. After the incident at my uncle’s 

cemetery, I’m pretty sure Liz liked scaring us. 
“Hey, Mr. Harrison, I saw a blow up beachball-type dummy of you in the closet 

downstairs,” I said. I wanted to look like I knew how to investigate something. You 
know… be in charge and all that. “Did you have that specially made for something?” 

“Ah, you’re on to us, Abe Table. I knew you’d get around to it. Well, we 
replacements would like to finish the task our alien master gave us and take over 
Lake Middle School, if you don’t mind.” 

Harrison stood there with a serious grin on his face. You know, like the  Mona Lisa 
or my sister’s cat when she brings dead animals and drops them off at the door as a 
weekly sacrifice. 

Ray jumped in on this one, and it’s a good thing because I didn’t have a clue what 
to say. What kind of investigator was I? Here the criminal was admitting what he was 
doing right to my face and I couldn’t think. What was wrong with me? 

“Look, Mr. Harrison, we know that you are an alien. Don’t try to fool us or get 
away with something. We are watching you,” Ray said. 

“Let’s get to work and figure out our plan after learning today.”  
And then the unthinkable happened! 
Harrison made a sign to Ray that sent goosebumps on my arms: He nodded. 
No, no, no. I know what anyone would think. They’d say, ‘like, what are you 

talking about, Abe? Are you some freak of nature? It was only a nod.’ 
Yeah, I know it was. But there was like a flash in the eyes between Ray and Mr. 

Harrison that told the whole story. Ray was an insider. He was one of them! 
Just as my mind was about to blast off with every normal thought I’d ever had and 

doom them all to a cave on Mars, Reyes came out of his room and made a series of 
flapping hand motions and face signals to Harrison. Right in front of us! 

“To class everyone,” Reyes said as the bell rang. 
Ray and I were in Reyes’s room and Liz went to Science. As Reyes closed his door 

and introduced our Clear-As-A-Bell thinking prompt for the day, I watched as he 
smiled and nodded to Harrison through the window.  

“Did you see that?” I whispered to Ray. I was still watching Reyes like a hawk. 
“Ray,” I whispered, “did you see that?” 
“What?” 
“How Reyes nodded to Harrison… like something was in place or something was 

going as they had planned.” 



“Naw, I missed it, Abe. I’ll have to keep an eye out.” 
Ray got up to sharpen his pencil and as he walked by, his binder fell off his desk. 
There it was! A Monster Deck 3 card fell out - a Cawing Crow! It had to be from my 

deck and WHY DID IT HAVE TO BE A CROW? A crow card was a spy spell, of course! Ray 
had been spying on me, on Liz, on our group. He was one of them! 

I scooped the card up as quick as a snap so Ray wouldn’t know I knew, you know? I 
had no idea what I was going to do, but it was going to be tricky. 

I only hoped Liz was still on my side. 

Chambers 
 

I avoided Ray for the rest of the day while I tried to sort things out in my brain. 
Somehow it had to be wrong, all this evidence stacking up against Ray. He couldn’t be 
one of the aliens. Couldn’t. Plus, I wasn’t even sure that I was sure that I was sure 
that the alien thing was real anyway. Just because Ben said it didn’t make it real. 
Just because my Monster Deck 3 cards kept showing up everywhere with little clues 
about what happened next didn’t mean anything. Just because the teachers even 
seemed to be in on it didn’t mean anything. 

Naw. It was all in my mind, right? 
Well, I tried to be busy (a lot) so that I didn’t have to accuse anyone of being 

something they weren’t (you know, like accusing Ray of being an alien). 
So two things were about to happen to me that I was in no way prepared for. 
First, another teacher disappeared. And then, the office pretty much said that 

they were aliens and that they’d taken over… and I better join them or else! 
Here’s how it rolled. 
Ray and I just got out of language arts with Mr. Harrison and were walking down to 

PE. 
“Look, Abe, I know you’ve been kinda avoiding me or something. What’s up?” 
We’d just dropped my stuff off at my locker and there were only 4 billion people 

in the cram-packed hallway. Now I was going to have to square up with Ray. “What do 
you mean, man?” Man? Like I don’t even use that word! I was too nervous to talk. 

“Yeah, I can tell when things aren’t right. You clam up. And that’s not how you 
are with me.” 

“Yeah, I guess something’s been eating me.” We made it through the locker 
section and got to the stairs. It is a miracle more people aren’t trampled to death 
with this many people all trying to go the same way at the same time in hallways 
designed for half this number of kids. Ray waited me out. “You didn’t take my 
Monster Deck 3 as a joke, did you, Ray?”  

“Of course not.” 



“You mean, you haven’t been working with Fry and Ben to make this little scheme 
look like aliens were invading and my cards all pointed to what was happening?” I 
rattled it all off and got it out in the open and whew! I felt better! 

“Abe...really?” 
“You mean, you’re not an alien?” 
“Really? That’s it? You thought I would take your deck because I was part of the 

alien takeover?” 
“Well, you had a look yesterday with Reyes. It looked like you two were 

communicating in some private code.” 
Ray was always patient with me. Maybe because I got us into so many scrapes that 

he had to be. I’m not sure. But he could sure put up with my stuff.  
“I’m not communicating with anyone. I’m trying to figure this out just like you. 

But if you don’t trust me…” 
“Look, a card fell out of your binder yesterday in Social Studies. I picked it up and 

didn’t tell you. It was a crow!” I spat the words out. 
“A spy spell!” Ray said.  
“Exactly. See why I was worried?” 
“You were just putting the pieces together.” Ray smiled. It felt better to have him 

back on my side. If aliens are going to take over your school you want Ray on your 
side, not theirs. 

We turned the corner at the bottom of the stairs and were walking by the janitor’s 
room. The door was open. I looked in as we walked by, but couldn’t stop because we 
were in the river of flowing students. 

That’s when I saw it! Mr. Borland, the dean, was in there and went into the inside 
‘closet’ door; I was positive it was a secret passageway. Just like Ben said. 

“Ray, c’mon!” I said as I crossed the flow of students over to the door. I stepped in 
the janitor’s room like I owned the place. 

I motioned for quiet with my finger to my lips as we stepped around a mop and 
bucket to get to the inside ‘closet’ door. My eyes met Ray’s as my hand went to the 
doorknob. He nodded like it was mission go. My heart was thumping, but I knew we 
had to get to the bottom of this. 

When I pulled the door open... there was nothing but supplies in there. It was a 
closet with shelves of cleaning stuff. You almost couldn’t step into it much less make 
your way to some hidden staircase below the school leading to secret chambers. 

Ray curled his hand to tell me to get out of there and we were back in the flow of 
students heading through the entryway of the school when he said, “You mean you 
saw someone in there… for real?” 

“As sure as I’m here. It was Mr. Borland.” 
Ray detoured us right into the office, so I think he not only was on my side again, 



he fully believed that I saw Mr. Borland disappear. He was going to see if Mr. Borland 
was in there. In the office. 

“Excuse me, Mrs. Green, is Mr. Borland here?” Ray asked. The temperature 
seemed 10 degrees hotter in the office even though one wall was only windows to the 
hallway. It was like a hothouse or something. 

“He’s out in the building right now. Did you need him for something, Raymond?” 
They had cover up answers for everything! ‘He’s out in the building.’ Ha! He was 

out making plans for the complete takeover. 
Ray turned to look at me with eyes as large as he could make them.  
Then I saw something that chilled me to the bone: a Monster Deck was sitting on 

the counter. 
“Abe, someone told me you were missing a deck of cards. Is this the deck?” Mrs. 

Green asked as she pointed to it. 
I could tell it wasn’t a full deck before I touched it. That was clue number one 

that it was mine. Clue two was that it was indeed a Monster Deck 3. Clue three I 
didn’t like at all, and from the look on Ray’s face I could tell that he didn’t either. 
The top card was a morphed Hyena monster. Those were destructive creatures when 
working together! Like the office and Mr. Harrison and Mr. Borland and Mr. Reyes 
were doing! They were working together to take us all and turn us into their alien 
robots. 

Mrs. Green, the office lady, interrupted my crazed thinking with a laugh. “Why, 
Abe, you look like that animal on there is going to jump out and bite you!” 

I grabbed the cards. “It’s my deck, Mrs. Green. Can we go to PE? We’re going to be 
late.” 

When we pulled open the door, she said, “Do you want Mr. Borland to find you?” 
That was the last thing we wanted! We got to the safety of the locker room with 

all the other kids as fast as we could! 
 

Evidence 
 

I don’t have any idea how I’m always in the wrong place at the right time, but it 
happens to me all the time. 

 It wasn't until my second trip to the office that same day that I found out the 
truth about everything. Including Ben, William Fry and even the disappearing Borland. 
Of course, I didn't get there right away. I ran into Liz first. Or she ran into me. In the 
hallway by our lockers. 
     "Abe, you won't believe this!" She was panicked like a vampire a minute before 
sunrise. "I went with Katie DeFlorence to get a volleyball pumped up for PE, except 



Mrs. Fontain's pump broke and we had to go to Mr. Aimes's office and you know that 
back section by the door to the engine room (she meant the boilers)?" 

My mind was fading fast because she was giving way too much detail for me to 
pay attention. 

 "Abe, listen! There were black plastic bags lining the wall piled 2 or 3 deep. I saw 
a hand hanging out of one!" She squealed. 

"What?" I said.  
"I did! I'm not kidding!" 
 Ray chimed in. "C'mon, Liz. This all has something to do with Ben and that kid Fry. 

There are no aliens invading our school. And Aimes sure isn't collecting them, either.” 
 I wasn't so sure Ray was right! Liz didn't just make stuff up for the fun... well, 

okay, she did sometimes make stuff up to fool us. But, she was way too into this! 
Either she was really a good actor or she saw bags with hands. 

Liz grabbed Ray’s hand and mine and started running us back to Aimes’s office like 
we were at the roller skating rink. We had to run right by the glass window office. 
Like we weren’t obvious! 3 kids running by the office holding hands! Yeah, well, they 
chased us down but we made it to Aimes’s office first. It was at the edge of the 
cafeteria. 

“Hello?” Liz said as she peeked in the door. 
No answer. 
I was scared and curious at the same time. I didn’t want to see the hand but I 

wouldn’t have missed this chance if you paid me a ten dollar bill. 
It was dark over by the door to the natural gas boiler room. I could just make out 

the bags. Liz started walking in and we were NOT holding her hand anymore. I could 
see something… it looked like…  

“They want you guys in the office.” 
AHHH! We all jumped at the voice from the door behind us. I got out of there and 

Liz and Ray were right with me. 
Back in the office, things had changed. It was quiet and Ben Flatbush was sitting in 

a chair filling out a yellow statement sheet, his pencil clicking on the clipboard as fast 
as he could make it go. 

“Sit down, crew, and wait for Mr. Borland to call you into his office,” Mrs. Green 
said. 

Mrs. Jensen, the other office lady, said to Mrs. Green, “You know, we are going to 
have to get some evidence, right?”  

“We already have it, thanks to Mr. Borland. It’s in the bags.” 
What? They really were taking over! There really was a hand in the bag! Ray and 

Liz looked at me with big eyes that said, “THEY ARE CRAZY ALIENS!”  
I looked over at Ben, but he kept clicking on the yellow sheet. Like he didn’t even 



hear what she said. That should have been my first clue. But, I didn’t catch it and 
opened my big mouth instead. And I guess I was pretty funny because those office 
ladies laughed a lot. 

“Hey, Mrs. Green, I have to ask you something kinda weird.” She nodded. “Are you 
an alien?” 

And so the laughter began.  
“Am I (laugh, laugh) an alien? (laugh)”  
I nodded. 
“I’ve been called worse,” she said. Then Mrs. Jensen laughed. 
I wasn’t sure what was so funny.  
“Not the craziest question, Abe, but why do you ask?” 
“Well, it’s a long story. See we… well, Ben thought aliens were taking over our 

school…” 
“No I didn’t,” Ben said. Straight-faced. I’m sure I looked as dumbfounded as Ray 

and Liz. Like what? He continued. “I just had to get help and didn’t know how to do 
it.” 

As if things couldn’t get stranger, Mr. Borland came out with a sobbing William 
Fry. “Mrs. Jensen, could you help Mr. Fry in the health room? Everyone else, with me 
in the office.” 

We trailed in like baby ducks, but I was not at all sure what was going on. Even 
Ben came in. 

Borland brought an end to the alien takeover in a few short sentences. 
“Kids, listen to me. Abe, your Monster Deck is on my desk. Help yourself.” The 

deck was in a few plastic bags. “Okay, Here’s what is going on. Ben here was being 
bullied by William, who wanted a Monster Deck. Your Monster Deck, Abe. Ben, being 
the bright 6th grader he is, got the deck from your binder and then kept a few cards 
before giving the deck to William. He didn’t want to get in more hot water with a 
bully by tattling, so he made a plan to make you think aliens were taking over by 
placing a few cards here and there at the right time. And I guess it kind of worked. He 
wanted to bring light to what was going on indirectly.” 

“But what about the hand in the bag in Aimes’s office? Isn’t that part of an alien 
takeover?” Sometimes I surprised myself at the stupid stuff I was capable of saying. 

Borland laughed. Seems like everyone was getting a chuckle out of all of this. 
“Those are old mannequins we are sending to the warehouse. Leftovers from when we 
taught sewing years ago.” 

I was feeling kinda dumb, but I asked anyway: “What about you disappearing in 
the janitor’s closet?” He must have known what I was talking about. 

“You mean just a few minutes ago?” 
I nodded. 



“There is an electric motor well behind the elevator and the only way to get to it 
is behind the closet in that room. It hasn’t been working right. I was checking it with 
Mr. Aimes. Okay. Anyway, problem solved. You’ve got your deck back and William 
isn’t going to be bothering anyone anymore.” Borland stood to shew the ducks out. 

As we were going out the glass door of the front office I turned back to Mrs. 
Green. “And the evidence in the bags?” 

She laughed. “Abe, William kept your deck in separate sandwich bags from his 
lunch.” 

The three of us left for our lockers when I noticed the fourth. Ben. 
“Abe, can I join Monster Investigations? I’m pretty okay at stuff like this.” 
We all smiled. “Yeah, you are, Ben. I guess it wouldn’t hurt.” 
Liz finished my thoughts, of course. “Ben, you might be better than me at this. I’d 

say you are a real monster.” She smiled and held up one of my Monster Deck cards: 
the Alien 74. 

I knew right then that Ben would fit in. Alien or not. 
 
 

 
 


