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Mr. Torres was the first
person at Berkeley Middle
School every morning.
He was  very  re l i ab le .  Every  s i ng le  morn ing  he  came
in  w i th  h i s  g rande  b lack  co f fee  f rom  S tarbucks  and
h i s  ex t ra  l oud  f l owered  sh i r t  f rom  h i s  enormous  ug ly
sh i r t  co l l ec t i on .  He  had  so  many  co lo r fu l  sh i r t s  tha t
when  you  opened  the  door  to  h i s  c l o se t—Kaboom !—
you  were  b l i nded  by  the  b r igh tness .

     Th i s  morn ing  when  he  a r r i ved  a t  the  door  to  h i s
c las s room he  no t i ced  the  door  was  w ide  open .  Hmm,
he  thought .  Tha t ’ s  odd .  He  s t roked  h i s  g ray  beard .
Mr .  To r res  was  a  c rea tu re  o f  hab i t  and  he  a lways
was  su re  to  c l o se  and  l ock  the  door  a t  the  end  o f
each  day .  Someone  mus t  have  been  i n  the re .  He
assumed  i t  was  no  b ig  dea l—maybe  i t  was  Je f f rey
the  j an i to r  do ing  some  ear l y  morn ing  sweep ing .
   
 Je f f rey  was  a  ta l l ,  s l im ,  qu ie t  man  who  never
sm i l ed .  He  was  the  human  equ iva len t  o f  the  “meh”
emo j i .  I f  Mr .  To r res  was  an  emo j i ,  you ’d  have  to  say
he  was  the  monoc le  guy .  C lassy .

     Jus t  t o  be  su re  tha t  no th ing  was  m i s s i ng ,  Mr .
To r res  d id  a  qu i ck  i nven to ry  o f  Room 408 .  The
computer s  were  s t i l l  t he re .  The  p ro jec to r  was  s t i l l
s ecured  to  the  ce i l i ng .  No t  a  book  was  ou t  o f  p lace .
Even  h i s  favor i t e  penc i l  was  s t i l l  s tand ing  to
a t ten t i on  i n  the  “Wor ld ’ s  Bes t  Teacher ”  mug  on  h i s
desk .

     Mr .  To r res  zomb ie -wa lked  across  the  room w i th
an  apprehens ive  fee l i ng  i n  h i s  s tomach .  L i ke  i t  was
meat l oaf  day  i n  the  cafe te r ia .  He  was  a lmos t  a f ra id
to  l ook .  The  f i r s t  th i ng  he  saw ou t  o f  p lace  was  a
sma l l  pudd le  o f  water  sh in i ng  on  the  l i no l eum f l oo r .
Maybe  Jef f  m i s sed  a  spo t ,  he  thought  hopefu l l y .



Mr .  Je f f rey  was  a  very  re l i ab le  j an i to r  so  i t  wasn ’ t
l i ke ly ,  bu t  s t i l l  i t  was  so  much  be t te r  than  the
a l te rna t ive…  Then  he  saw a  sma l l  p i l e  o f  what
l ooked  l i ke  s l i ced  a lmonds  on  the  f l oo r .  Bu t  Mr .
To r res  knew they  weren ’ t  a lmonds .  I t  was  a  p i l e  o f
wood  shav ings  sp i l l ed  ac ross  the  f l oo r .  I t  l ooked
l i ke  a  t i ny  l umber jack  went  i n sane  and  fo rgo t  to
c lean  up .   

     Mr .  To r res ’  pa lms  go t  sweaty  and  h i s  hear t
d ropped  fas te r  than  a  ro l l e r  coas te r .  Someth ing
was  very  wrong .  He  cou ldn ’ t  bear  to  l ook .  He
c losed  h i s  eyes  t igh t l y .  Then  he  took  a  deep  brea th
and  s l ow ly  opened  them .  The  f i na l  c l ue  was  r igh t
there  i n  f ron t  o f  h im .  A  t ra i l  a s  c l ear  as ,  we l l ,  a s
c lear  as  hamste r  poop  on  a  g leam ing  t i l e  f l oo r .  Mr .
To r res  fo l l owed  i t  w i th  h i s  eyes .  The  t ra i l  l ed  under
the  cab ine t  where  the  Hamste r  Hote l  re s ted .  ( The
s tudents  a lways  ca l l ed  i t  “Hamste r  Hote l ”  because
they  d idn ’ t  l i ke  “hamste r  cage . ” )  

     Mr .  To r res  a l l owed  h imse l f  t o  fee l  a  l i t t l e  b i t  o f
hope .  Maybe  Bubb les  was  j u s t  h id i ng  ou t  under  the
ho te l .  He  kne l t  down,  h i s  ach ing  knees  squ i sh ing
unfor tunate ly  i n to  some  s t ray  hamste r  poop .  And
these  a re  h i s  l ucky  t rousers !  We l l  t hey  were .
Befo re  today .  At  l eas t  h i s  fancy  sh i r t  rema ined
uns ta ined .

     Bu t  tha t  was  the  on ly  b i t  o f  good  news .
Because  under  the  Hamste r  Hote l  was  no th ing  bu t
dus t .  You ’d  ca l l  i t  a  dus t  bunny ,  bu t  “dus t  hams te r ”
seems  more  accura te .  Po in t  i s :  no  Bubb les .  Bubb les
was  i ndeed  m i s s i ng .  

     Jus t  then ,  a  vo i ce  f rom  the  doorway  ca l l ed  ou t .
“To r res !  D id  you  ge t  tha t  repor t…  Wa i t ,  what  a re
you  do ing  down  there?  Why  a re  you  on  the
ground?  P ray  on  your  own  t ime . ”
  
     “ I ’m  no t  p ray ing ,  Boss  Lady ,  a l though  maybe  I
shou ld  s ta r t . ”



     “What  a re  you  ta l k i ng  about ,  To r res?  And  I  t o ld
you  I  don ’ t  l i ke  i t  when  you  ca l l  me  ‘Boss  Lady . ’
I t ’ s  P r i nc ipa l  Jansen  to  you ,  peasant !  Wa i t ,  a re
you  c ry ing?  Dude ,  I ’m  j u s t  k idd ing . ”  

     Mr .  To r res  took  a  b ig  sn i f f  and  p inched  h i s
nose .  He  fanned  h imse l f  t o  s top  the  tears .  He
smoothed  the  wr ink le s  i n  h i s  Hawa i i an  sh i r t .  H i s
bo t tom  l i p  was  qu iver i ng  l i ke  a  bow l  o f  j e l l y  i n  an
ear thquake .  “ I ’m  no t  c ry ing ,  you ’ re  c ry ing , ”  he
sa id .

     “ To r res , ”  P r i nc ipa l  Jansen  sa id .  “What  i s  go ing
on?  Do  I  need  to  ca l l  Nurse  B l i ven? ”

     “On ly  i f  he  knows  any th ing  about  hamste r s .  Or
grand  pe t  l a rceny . ”

     “ To r res ,  you ’ re  s t i l l  no t  mak ing  sense , ”  she
sa id .  “And  s top  c ry ing .  The  s tudent s  w i l l  be  here
shor t l y  and  you ’ re  a  ho t  mess . ”

     “Can  you  b lame  me?”  Mr .  To r res  c r i ed .  “Bubb les
i s  m i s s i ng . ”

     “Yes  I  can  b lame  you ,  and  who  the  heck  i s
Bubb les? ”

     Mr .  To r res  gasped  w i th  w ide  eyes .  “You  don ’ t
know who  Bubb les  i s ?  On ly  the  bes t  th i ng  to  ever
come  ou t  o f  my  c lass room .  Inc lud ing  Georg ina
Kramer  and  she  went  to  Harvard ! ”

     “Mr .  To r res ,  I  th i nk  you ’ re  be ing  over l y
dramat i c .  How fa r  cou ld  a  hamste r  go?  They  on ly
have  t i ny  l egs .  I t ’ s  no t  l i ke  i t  go t  i n  a  car  and
drove  away . ”

     “ F i r s t  o f  a l l ,  Bubb les  i s  a  l ady .  And  second  o f
a l l ,  I  j u s t  heard  on  NPR on  the  way  i n  tha t  they ’ re
teach ing  apes  to  d r ive  now. ”



     “Why  wou ld  anyone  do  tha t?  Apes  d r ive  l i ke
man iacs !  Aren ’ t  t he re  o ther  th i ngs  sc i en t i s t s  cou ld
spend  the i r  t ime  on? ”
  
     “Yes ,  I  suppose  so , ”  Mr .  To r res  sa id .  “We ’d  l i ke
to  re tu rn  to  the  moon  o r  go  to  Mars  o r  Venus .  Bu t  I
suppose  th i s  i s  what  the  sc i en t i s t s  want  to  do ,  so
teach ing  apes  to  d r ive  i s  what  they  do ! ”

     “Yeah  bu t  can  they  d r ive  s t i ck? ”  she  asked .
Jus t  then  the  rad io  on  her  h ip  squea led . “Of f i ce  to
Pr i nc ipa l  Jansen !  Of f i ce  to  P r i nc ipa l  Jansen !  Th i s  i s
a  Code  Tanger ine .  Repeat :  Code  Tanger ine . ”  
  
     P r i nc ipa l  Jansen  gasped .  A l l  t he  b lood  d ra ined
f rom her  face .  She  sp r i n ted  ou t  the  door  l i ke  i t  was
the  f i na l  be l l  on  the  l a s t  day  o f  schoo l .  

     “Where  a re  you  go ing?  Th i s  i s  a  c r i s i s !  Bubb les
i s  m i s s i ng ! ”

     Mr .  To r res  sa id  th i s  l a s t  par t  w i th  such  vo lume
that  he  cou ld  have  been  heard  a l l  t he  way  down
the  ha l l .  And  the  person  who  overheard  h im  wasn ’ t
even  tha t  fa r  away .  He  was ,  i n  fac t ,  s tand ing  r igh t
beh ind  h im .  I t  was  Aadam B lack .  Of  course  i t  was .
There  was  no  way  Bubb les ’  d i sappearance  was
s tay ing  a  sec re t  now.  Aadam had  the  b igges t
mouth  i n  7 th  g rade  by  a  l ong  sho t .  He  had  a  b igger
mouth  than  the  i ndus t r i a l - s i zed  t rash  can  beh ind
the  cafe te r ia .

     “Mr .  To r res ,  what ’ s  wrong?  Maybe  I  can  he lp .  I
cou ld  use  some  ex t ra  c red i t ,  you  know, ”  Aadam
sa id .

     “You  cou ld  ge t  100  po in t s  o f  ex t ra  c red i t  and
s t i l l  be  fa i l i ng . ”

     “How i s  tha t  even  poss ib l e? ”

     “You  never  heard  o f  negat ive  numbers? ”



     “No ,  I ’m  fa i l i ng  math  too . ”

     “ L i s ten ,  Aadam,  no th ing  i s  wrong .  Jus t  take
your  sea t .  You  know what ,  ac tua l l y ,  can  you  run
someth ing  down  the  o f f i ce  fo r  me?”  Mr .  To r res
shoved  a  b lank  p iece  o f  paper  i n to  Aadam ’ s  hand .
“Here ,  take  th i s  down  to  the  o f f i ce . ”

     “Uh ,  Mr .  To r res ,  th i s  p i ece  o f  paper  i s  b lank . ”
     
     Mr .  To r res  g rabbed  a  penc i l  f rom  the  desk  and
scr ibb led  on to  the  paper .  BRING ME  DOWN TO THE
OFFICE .  “There , ”  he  sa id .  “Now i t ’ s  no t  b lank . ”

     Aadam l ooked  w i th  confus i on  a t  the  paper .
Then  h i s  eyes  d r i f ted  across  the  room over  Mr .
To r res ’  shou lder .  S t ra igh t  a t  the  Hamste r  Hote l .  

     “Wa i t  a  m inu te , ”  he  sa id .  “Where ’ s  Bubb les? ”
     
     Mr .  To r res  d idn ’ t  want  to  make  Aadam sad  so
he  qu ick ly  l i ed .  “Bubb les  j u s t  went  on  a  l i t t l e
vacat i on .  She ’ s  ups ta te  a t  the  fa rm . ”

     Aadam ’ s  face  fe l l .  He  go t  very  s t i l l .  You
cou ldn ’ t  t e l l  i f  he  was  a l i ve  o r  no t .  Then  he
wh i spered  “The  fa rm?”

     “Yeah , ”  Mr .  To r res .  “Sure .  The  hamste r  fa rm .
I t ’ s  g rea t  up  there .  A l l  t he  ce le ry  you  can  shake
s t i ck  a t  i t . "
  
     “ I  know what . . .  ‘ t he  fa rm ’ . . .  means , ”  Aadam
sa id  w i th  h i s  vo i ce  t remb l i ng .  “Tha t ’ s  where  my
paren t s  sa id  my  dog  L lama  went .  On ly  fo r  me  to
f i nd  ou t  some  t ime  l a te r  tha t  the re  was  no  fa rm !
L lama  was  dead ! ”



     “You  know,  l l amas  somet imes  p lay  dead .  Maybe
i t  was  j u s t  ac t i ng . ”  Th i s  ques t i onab le  fac t  came
s t ra igh t  f rom  the  an ima l  exper t  he r se l f  ( se l f -
p roc la imed )  o f  the  seventh  g rade ,  Ba i l ey  Harvey .
She  had  en te red  the  room and  qu i te  an  en t rance  i t
was .

     Ba i l ey  Harvey  p roud ly  rocked  the  b igges t  pa i r  o f
cher ry  red  eyeg lasses  tha t  Berke ly  M idd le  Schoo l
had  ever  seen .  She  was  comp le te ly  unaware  tha t
th i s  accessory  gave  her  the  n i ckname  “Gogg le  G i r l . ”
Her  b rown  ha i r  was  a lways  i n  a  messy  bun  a t  the
top  o f  he r  head .  Ac tua l l y ,  ho ld  the  bun .  Her  ha i r
was  j u s t  messy .  B races  were  common  i n  m idd le
schoo l  o f  course ,  bu t  Ba i l ey ’ s  were  very  no t i ceab le
because  she  a lways  matched  the  rubber  bands  o f
her  b races  to  he r  g lasses .  Tha t ’ s  r igh t :  cher ry  red .
I t  a lways  l ooked  l i ke  she  had  j u s t  ea ten  an  en t i re
pack  o f  Tw i zz l e r s .

     “We  weren ’ t  ta l k i ng  about  ac tua l  l l amas ,  Gogg le
G i r l , ”  Aadam sa id .  “We  were  ta l k i ng  about  my  dog
named  L lama . ”    

     “You  have  a  dog  named  L lama?”
  
     “Had . ”

     “Aww,  I ’m  so r ry  to  hear  tha t ,  Aadam.  Dogs
typ ica l l y  a re  immor ta l . ”
  
     “We l l  no t  m ine .  She ’ s  dead .  Jus t  l i ke  Bubb les ! ”
   
     Mr .  To r res  rea l i zed  he  had  to  pu t  a  s top  to  th i s
morb id—not  to  ment i on  i naccura te—conversa t i on .
The  fake  news  about  Bubb les ’  dem i se  wou ld  be  a l l
over  the  schoo l  befo re  l unch .  “Bubb les  i sn ’ t  dead !
She ’ s  j u s t  m i s s i ng !  Focus ,  peop le . ”

     The  i n te rcom buzzed  i n .  I t  was  the  vo i ce  o f
Pr i nc ipa l  Jansen .  “At ten t i on  Berke ly  M idd le  Schoo l :
I t  has  come  to  my  a t ten t i on  tha t  severa l  c l a s s room
pets  have  gone  m i s s i ng .  Do  no t  pan ic .  Bu t  do  watch
where  you  s tep . ”



     Do  no t  pan ic?  Mr .  To r res  thought .  I t  was  fa r
too  l a te  fo r  tha t .  He  ran  th rough  h i s  menta l  l i s t  o f
the  o ther  c las s room pe t s .  D id  someth ing  happen  to
Jack  the  Rabb i t ?  Ha i ry  Je r ry  the  ta ran tu la?  He
looked  down  a t  the  hamste r  poop  on  h i s  knees  and
the  empty  p lace  where  Bubb les  shou ld  be .  I t  was
go ing  to  be  a  l ong  day ,  and  f i r s t  pe r i od  hadn ’ t
even  s ta r ted  ye t .

     “ I ’m  so  so r ry ,  Mr .  To r res , ”  Ba i l ey  sa id .  “We l l ,
t h i s  i s  my  nex t  c las s ,  so  maybe  I  can  he lp  you .  You
know I ’m  an  exper t  i n  an ima l  behav io r .  Fo r
examp le ,  a  hamste r ’ s  favor i t e  food  i s  peanut
bu t te r  and  anchov ies . ”

     “ I ’m  no t  su re  tha t…”  Mr .  To r res  s ta r ted  to  say ,
bu t  then  Aadam in te r rup ted .

      “Yeah ,  r igh t ,  you ' re  go ing  to  so lve  th i s ?  And
get  a l l  t he  ex t ra  c red i t  fo r  yourse l f ,  Gogg le  G i r l ?
I f  anyone  i s  go ing  to  f i nd  th i s  hams te r  i t ’ s  me ! ”

     “We l l  a t  l eas t  I ’m  no t  a  b ig  mouth  l i ke  you . ”

     “At  l eas t  my  mouth  i sn ’ t  fu l l  o f  meta l ! ”

     “At  l eas t  my  mouth  i sn ’ t  fu l l  o f  garbage ! ”

     Be fo re  the  two  came  to  b lows ,  Mr .  To r res
s lammed  h i s  hands  down  on  the  desk .  The  s tudent s
bo th  j umped .  “ I  can  use  a l l  t he  he lp  I  can  ge t ! ”  he
shouted .  “Whoever  f i nds  Bubb les  ge t s  an  A  fo r  the
quar te r . ”

     “Whatever , ”  Ba i l ey  sa id .  “ I  a l ready  have  an  A .
An  A  p lus  ac tua l l y .  An  A  wou ld  be  a  s tep  down  fo r
me .  Bu t  I ’ l l  he lp  j u s t  because  I  l ove  hamste r s .
They ’ re  one  o f  the  mos t  i n te l l i gen t  o f  a l l  t he
rep t i l e s ,  you  know. ”

     Mr .  To r res  d idn ’ t  bo ther  to  co r rec t  th i s  w i ld l y
i naccura te  c la im .  D id  Ba i l ey  rea l l y  th i nk  hamste r s
were  rep t i l e s?  He  a l so  d idn ’ t  bo ther  to  co r rec t  he r
c la im  to  an  A  p lus .  More  l i ke  an  F  p lus .  Ho ld  the
p lus .  No  mat te r—he  needed  a l l  t he  he lp  he  cou ld
get .



And i f  h i s  co -de tec t i ves  i n  th i s  mys te ry  were  go ing
to  be  the  l oudmouth  Aadam B lack  and  the  know-
noth ing  Ba i l ey  Harvey ,  we l l ,  somet imes  we  j u s t
have  to  p lay  the  hand  we ’ re  dea l t .  

     “Okay  you  two , ”  he  sa id .  “You  m igh t  no t
exac t l y  be  Ho lmes  and  Watson ,  bu t  you ’ re  a l l  I
go t . ”

     “Don ’ t  you  mean  Die t z  and  Watson? ”  Ba i l ey
asked  w i th  a  se l f -assu red  sm i l e .  “By  the  way  I ’m
D ie t z .  Everyone  knows  he ’ s  the  smar t  one .  R igh t ,
Watson? ”

     Ba i l ey  tu rned  her  head  to  see  where  Aadam
was  and  she  rea l i zed  he  was  gone .  He  had  snuck
out  to  t ry  to  ge t  a  j ump  on  so lv i ng  the  case !  “Get
back  here ,  T rashmouth ! ”  she  shou ted .

     “You  can ’ t  ca tch  me ,  Gogg le  G i r l ! ”  he  sa id ,
a l ready  ha l f  ou t  the  door .  Mr .  To r res  s ighed .  Was
i t  t oo  l a te  to  d i scard  and  ge t  a  new hand?  Ba i l ey
spr i n ted  towards  the  door .  She  rea l l y  d id  need  the
ex t ra  c red i t .

     “Wa i t , ”  Mr .  To r res  sa id .  “ I  d idn ’ t  even  te l l  you
what  to  do  ye t . ”

     “ I ’m  go ing  to  go  down  the  ha l l ,  door - to -door ,
and  f i nd  ou t  exac t l y  wh ich  pe t s  a re  m i s s i ng .  I ’m
go ing  to  wr i te  i t  a l l  down  i n  my  no tebook ,  work  up
a  v i c t im  p ro f i l e ,  and  work  backwards  f rom  there
un t i l  we  have  our  suspec t  poo l . ”



     Mr .  To r res  b l i nked .  “Yeah , ”  Ba i l ey  sa id .  “ Tha t ’ s
what  I  was  go ing  to  say . ”

     “You  s tay  here  and  do  your  homework , ”  Aadam
sa id .  Bu t  i t  was  too  l a te .  She  a l ready  had  her
no tebook  ou t  and  had  wr i t ten :  VICTIMS across  the
top  i n  b r igh t ,  red  pen .  Under  tha t :  # 1  BUBBLES .

     “ F i ne , ”  Aadam sa id .  “We ’ re  a  team .  Bu t  I ’m  i n
charge . ”

     “ I ’m  i n  charge , ”  Ba i l ey  wh i spered  a t  the  same
t ime .

     Aadam and  Ba i l ey  made  the i r  way  down  the
ha l l .  They  knocked  on  the  door  nex t  to  Mr .  To r res ’
room .  I t  was  the  room o f  Ms .  K im .  Her  door  sa id
“KIM KIM”  on  i t ,  wh ich  wasn ’ t  a  typo .  She  rea l l y
had  the  same  f i r s t  and  l a s t  name .  She  was  an
Eng l i sh  teacher  so  her  door  a l so  had  a  por t ra i t  o f
Shakespeare  on  i t .  He  was  say ing  “Where  there ’ s  a
Wi l l ,  t he re ’ s  a  way ! ”

     Ms .  K im  wasn ’ t  known  as  be ing  exac t l y  the
n ices t  t eacher  i n  the  schoo l .  She  once  to ld  Te r re l l
Gunner  she ’d  feed  h im  to  her  py thon  i f  he  kep t
ask ing  to  use  the  ba th room dur i ng  her  c las s .
Everyone  knows  what  happened  to  Te r re l l  a f te r
tha t .  Le t ’ s  j u s t  say  i t ’ s  a  good  th ing  he  had  a  spare
pa i r  o f  pan t s  i n  h i s  l ocker .  

     As  Aadam and  Ba i l ey  en te red  the  room,  they
saw Ms .  K im  s i t t i ng  on  the  f l oo r  c ry ing .  They
looked  a t  each  o ther  and  b l i nked .  I t  was  an  odd
s igh t  to  see  such  a  mean  teacher  reduced  to  a
pudd le  o f  tear s .  I t  was  l i ke  see ing  a  l i on  wear ing  a
tu tu .



     “ F reder i ck  i s  m i s s i ng ! ”  she  sa id  w i th  a  gasp .
 
     “ I s  F reder i ck  one  o f  the  s i x th  g raders? ”  Ba i l ey
sa id .  “Shou ld  we  ca l l  h i s  paren t s? ”

     “Don ’ t  be  daf t , ”  Aadam sa id .  “F reder i ck  i s  the
python .  And  we  have  our  f i r s t  suspec t . ”

     
     The  door  to  Ms .  K im ’ s  c la s s room f l ew  open  w i th
a  bang .  There ,  pan t i ng  a t  the  door ,  was  a  seventh
grader  named  QWFFX.  Tha t ’ s  what  he  to ld
everyone  h i s  name  was ,  anyway .  H i s  rea l  name  was
someth ing  l i ke  Qu inn .  He  was  a  l i t t l e  odd .  He  l i ked
to  p re tend  he  was  an  a l i en  robo t  and  he  to ld
everyone  who  wou ld  l i s ten  tha t  he  came  f rom
Uranus .

     “Beep  boop  bop  bop ,  ma jo r  ma l func t i on , ”
QWFFX repor ted .  “ Jack  the  Rabb i t  f rom  the  room
of  Teacher  Un i t  5  i s  m i s s i ng .  M igh t  be  on  the  l oose .
Se l f -des t ruc t  i n  f i ve ,  fou r ,  th ree ,  two ,  one…”  Then
QWFFX made  an  exp los i on  no i se .  Boooomssssh . ”  He
rea l l y  was  a  l i t t l e  ve ry  odd .

     “D id  you  hear  tha t ,  Ms .  K im?”  Aadam asked .
 
     “Yes , ”  she  sa id .  “Qu inn  a lways  p re tends  to  se l f -
des t ruc t .  I t ’ s  a  who le  th i ng . ”

     “MY  NAME IS  QWFFX—”

     The  de tec t i ves  ignored  h im  and  focused  on  the
mat te r  a t  hand .  “F reder i ck  i s  a  mass  murderer ! ”
Aadam sa id



     Ms .  K im  gasped .  “He  i s  no t !  He ’ s  a  vegetar ian . ”

     “Oh  yes ,  many  an ima l s  a re  vegetar ians  by
cho ice , ”  Ba i l ey  sa id .  “Some  snakes  even  ea t  rocks . ”

     “We l l  we  shou ld  i n t roduce  them to  the  i n s ide  o f
your  head  then ! ”  Aadam sa id . “Beep ,  boop ,  z i ng , ”
QWFFX sa id .

     “ Tha t ’ s  no t  t rue , ”  Aadam sa id .  “Snakes  a l l  ea t
meat .  And  bunn ies  and  hamste r s  a re  made  o f  meat
i f  you  d idn ’ t  know. ”

     “We l l  no t  my  F reder i ck , ”  Ms .  K im  sa id .  “He  on ly
ea t s  cheeseburgers  wi thou t  the  meat . ”

     “Oh  yes ,  tha t ’ s  a  common  d ie t  among  many
pythons , ”  Ba i l ey  sa id .

     “So  you ’ re  te l l i ng  me  tha t  th i s  py thon  ea t s  a
ro l l  w i th  cheese  and  l e t tuce  and  on ions  fo r  d inner
every  day?”  Aadam sa id .

     “We l l  t he re ’ s  a l so  ke tchup , ”  Ms .  K im  sa id .
“Don ’ t  be  daf t . ”

     “ I ’m  so r ry , ”  Aadam sa id .  “Bu t  the re ’ s  no  way
tha t ’ s  t rue .  You ’ve  been  s ta rv ing  th i s  poor  py thon
w i th  a  vegetar ian  d ie t .  No  wonder  he  snapped !  He
c lear l y  snuck  ou t  o f  h i s  tank  and  has  been  mak ing
h i s  way  down  the  ha l l  snack ing  on  a l l  t he  o ther
c lass room pe t s ! ”

     “We l l  i f  t ha t ’ s  t rue , ”  sa id  Ms .  K im .  “Why  i s  he
r igh t  the re? ”

     Ms .  po in ted  ou t  the  open  door  to  the  ha l lway ,
and  there  was  Je f f rey  the  j an i to r ,  do ing  h i s  bes t  t o
t i p - toe  unno t i ced  down  the  ha l l .  I t  i s  ha rd  to
rema in  unno t i ced ,  however ,  w i th  a  l a rge  py thon
draped  over  your  shou lders ,  and  a  rodent  rodeo
pok ing  ou t  o f  your  pocke t .  There  was  even  a
ta ran tu la  i n  h i s  ha i r .  



     Yep ,  a l l  t he  m i s s i ng  pe t s  were  r igh t  the re  w i th
Jef f rey .  He  was  caught  red-handed .  L i t e ra l l y
because  one  o f  the  pe t s  apparen t l y  b i t  h im  so  he
had  a  sma l l  cu t  on  h i s  hand .

     “We  caught  you  red-handed ! ”  Aadam shou ted .

     “ Th i s  i s  pa in t , ”  Je f f rey  sa id .
 
     “Not  the  pa in t—the  pe t s ! ”

     “Apprehend  h im , ”  QWFFX sa id .  “Ac t iva t i ng
super  speed  i n  th ree ,  two ,  one…  VROOM VROOM 
VROOM!”  He  was  no t  ac tua l l y  ve ry  fas t .  Bu t
ne i ther  was  Je f f rey .  He  t r i pped  over  QWFFX ’ s  fee t
and  a l l  t he  pe t s  sp i l l ed  to  the  g round .  Ha i ry  Je r ry
the  ta ran tu la  f l ung  on to  the  f l oo r  sa fe ly .  Jack  the
Rabb i t  s ta r ted  to  hop  away .  Bubb les  f roze  i n  fear .
Because  two  i nches  f rom  her  were  the  fangs  o f
F reder i ck  the  Py thon .  I t  wasn ’ t  j u s t  Bubb les—
everyone  was  f rozen  i n  fear .

     “ F reder i ck !  Come  over  here , ”  Ms .  K im  sang .  “ I
have  a  sa lad ! ”  F reder i ck  c l o sed  h i s  mouth  and
s l i t he red  happ i l y  towards  h i s  mom.  “ I  t o ld  you  he ’ s
a  vegetar ian , ”  Ms .  K im  sa id .

     A t  tha t  moment  Mr .  To r res  came  spr i n t i ng  down
the  ha l lway .  “Bubb les ! ”  he  shou ted .  “You ’ re  a l i ve !
You ’ re  a l i ve ! ”  He  scooped  up  the  hamste r .  Bubb les
had  a  huge  sm i l e  on  her  t i ny  face  f rom  ear  to  fu r ry
ear .  Mr .  To r res  l eaned  i n  and  gave  her  a  k i s s  on
the  head .  “Ex t ra  c red i t  fo r  everyone ! ”  he  shou ted .
“Except  fo r  you ,  Je f f rey .  Ex t ra  t ime  beh ind  bars
fo r  you . ”
    
     “ I  don ’ t  need  the  ex t ra  c red i t , ”  Ba i l ey  sa id ,
f l i pp ing  her  ha i r .  “ Jus t  FYI . ”

     P r i nc ipa l  Jansen  j o i ned  the  g roup .  “Exp la in
yourse l f ,  Je f f rey !  I  can ’ t  be l i eve  you  wou ld  do
th i s ! ”  Her  vo i ce  echoed  o f f  the  l i no l eum .



     “Yeah ,  why  wou ld  you  s tea l  a  pe t? ”  Ba i l ey  sa id .
“Are  you  tha t  l one ly? ”

     “You  a re  a l l  such  a  mess , ”  Je f f rey  sa id .  “ I  had
to  save  these  i nnocent  an ima l s  f rom  capt iv i ty .  I t
was  i nhumane  to  have  them l i v i ng  here  w i th  you
lo t ! ”

     “ Tha t ’ s  no  excuse , ”  P r i nc ipa l  Jansen  sa id .
“These  an ima l s  a re  par t  o f  ou r  fam i l y .  And  you  a re
f i red ! ”

     Je f f rey ’ s  no rma l l y  s to i c  face  went  f rom  “meh
emo j i ”  t o  “ sad  emo j i . ”  The  one  w i th  ex t ra  tears .  He
th rew h i s  r i ng  o f  keys  to  the  f l oo r  w i th  a  c la t te r
and  s to rmed  down  the  ha l lway .

     “You  a l l  heard  Tor res ,  r igh t? ”  QWFFX sa id .
“We ’ re  ge t t i ng  ex t ra  c red i t . ”

     “You  bare ly  even  d id  any th ing ,  Qu inn ! ”  sa id
Ba i l ey ,  c ross i ng  her  a rms .

     “You  know what? ”  Aadam sa id .  “ I  don ’ t  even
want  the  ex t ra  c red i t .  I  j u s t  want  to  spend  the
weekend  w i th  a  ce r ta in  cu te ,  cudd ly  pe t . ”

     “ I  th i nk  tha t  can  be  a r ranged , ”  Mr .  To r res  sa id ,
gen t l y  hand ing  Bubb les  to  h im .

     “Ew gross ,  no t  a  hamste r , ”  Aadam sa id ,  push ing
Bubb les  back  i n to  Mr .  To r res ’  g rasp .  “Come  here ,
you , ”  he  sa id ,  scoop ing  up  the  ta ran tu la .  “ I t ’ s  me
and  you ,  Ha i ry  Je r ry .  Le t ’ s  ge t  ou t  o f  th i s  Hamste r
Hote l  once  and  fo r  a l l . ”

                              T  H  E     E  N  D


