
Chapter Thirteen 

Dealing with a Bully 

 

 Knowing Mr. Mills did not embezzle money and knowing that his wife was getting 

better, though she was still sick at the moment, made me and my friends feel significantly better. 

Suddenly, the three of us had forgotten what had happened in the past week. We no longer cared 

that we had been suspended and that the police had solved ‘their case’ while we were out of 

school. No. That did not matter to us. We knew the police had not caught the real ‘Masked 

Bandit’ and that the crook was still out there probably committing more thefts even as we speak.  

 As Adrienne, Lexi and I walked into the school after our morning talk we again saw the 

school bully George who was along with a couple of other boys waiting for us at our lockers. I 

was in no mood to deal with this clown and yes that is what he is to me. A clown. People who 

bullied others were clowns and I had no patience dealing with them. If he thought he could 

intimidate me or my friends, well he had another thing coming I said to myself as the three of us 

continued to walk to our lockers.  

 “Well, well, if it is not the ‘Three Musketeers’,” George taunted. 

 “Leave them alone,” Buzz said. 

 “Thank you,” I said to Buzz who nodded in acknowledgment of what I said.  

 “Shut up. Are you getting soft on me big boy?” George asked. 

 “If you call showing people respect going soft then yeah you can say that. I guess that is 

something you still need to learn,” Buzz replied. 

 “Being kind is for the weak,” George retorted. “I prefer to be strong. To be the chief. To 

be respected and that only comes through a show of force.” 



 “Show of force,” I said. “Are you threatening me George?”  

 “Me? Am I threatening you? Why I would not dream such a thing,” George mocked. The 

other boys besides Buzz who was with George began to laugh as he continued to taunt us. “I do 

not have to mock you Abbigail Wilson. Do not need to threaten you. Whatever I say goes. 

Everyone in the school already knows you and your friends are the lowest of the low here. You 

are a nobody. Cannot go any lower than that? But wait, you can.” 

 “Leave her alone,” Adrienne said. 

 Tears were filling my eyes. I never really understood the power of words and how they 

could effect someone else whether they were good or bad but now listening to George mock me 

and my friends I understood. 

 “You Adrienne used to be the most respectable of the three but since you have aligned 

with them and have now gotten this ridiculous notion you three can become detectives you have 

now sealed you fate as a loser too. Forever part of your ‘Three Musketeer’ gang you will never 

be anyone,” George taunted. 

 “Shut up George,” Buzz said. 

 “Why you want to join them?” George said. 

 “I used to think you are cool. You used to be one of the coolest kids in school but seeing 

how you use your position to bully others-including Abby and her friends-have really crossed a 

line with me. No, George. I cannot partake in this anymore,” Buzz said. 

 “Fine. You now are a loser yourself,” George shot back before turning back to me. “By 

the way how is your investigation going? Oh, wait I forgot the investigation is over. The police 

got old man Mr. Mills. You should have seen him crying. With him losing his wife, his job and 

now his freedom I guess it was a bit too much for him.” 



 What tears that were in my eyes had quickly dried up. My face was now as red as an 

apple. I slowly opened up my bookbag and took out my drinking bottle. I knew I was likely to 

get in trouble again, but at the moment I did not care. George had crossed a line with me just as 

he did with Buzz. He and his other friends were continuing to laugh as I opened it up and threw 

the juice that was in it into their faces. 

 “What the-,” George began stunned. 

 “That is for being a jerk,” I shot back. 

 “Why you-,” he began again. 

 “And by the way George look down your fly is unzipped,” I said.  

 Lexi and Adrienne roared with laughter as did the other boys. George was used to being 

the one who bulled and was not used to having people stand up to him. I had told myself a while 

back enough was enough. George had to be dealt with. My friends and I did not enjoy being 

humiliated and made fun of by George and his gang of friends and judging by their actions I had 

no doubt they did not enjoy the humiliation either.  

 “This is not-,” George began. 

 “Cool it,” of one his friends said. “We need to get to class.” 

 “You’re right Tray,” George said before turning back to me. “This is not over Abbigail. I 

will take care of you if it is the last thing I do.”  

 “Bye,” I taunted him. I smiled to myself. It felt good standing there watching him and his 

friends go back to class. Adrienne and Lexi continued to roar with laughter until a moment later 

we realized the time. 

 “Goodness gracious, look at the time,” Adrienne said. 

 “Esperemos que esto no genere más problemas,” Lexi said. 



 “For you, there will be none. The only one who would get in trouble would be me,” I 

said. Lexi was right. I was likely to be pulled into the office especially after George and his gang 

began telling teachers and others what I did. I expected it but for the mean time until that 

happened I was going to pretend nothing happened and carry on business as usual.  

 “See you this afternoon,” Adrienne said as we nodded and went to our classes. 

****************** 

 I was surprised and quite relieved that my friends and I went through the whole day 

without being called into the office. Neither Mr. Mock nor Mr. Macy said anything or really paid 

any attention to us. I did find this to be odd. Mr. Weller was still his usual grouchy self though he 

was less antagonistic towards me and Lexi. Even when Lexi spoke Spanish Mr. Weller paid no 

attention and said nothing which surprised both of us. 

 That being said you would wonder why I would be complaining about a good thing. Why 

would I be complaining about Mr. Weller, Mr. Mock and Mr. Macy suddenly being nicer and not 

getting in our faces as much. True, it was nice to not be scolded, embarrassed or in trouble again, 

but a part of me wondered why the change in demeanor from them? Did their change of view on 

us really have to do with the case? Did Mr. Macy, Mr. Mock, and Mr. Weller really consider us 

to be a threat that they had to treat us differently until the case was over. These questions 

continued to race through my mind throughout the whole day at school. 

My friends and I wanted nothing but the truth which is the goal of an investigator. To get 

to the truth no matter where it may take us, and my dad once told me on a few occasions that 

took him to unexpected places and caused him to arrest people he otherwise did not want to 

arrest. Truth was essential. In truth, I knew as did Adrienne and Lexi that we had not caught the 

true ‘Masked Bandit.’ Somewhere out there he was still carrying on like nothing happened.  



Things may have changed for the school and for others and things may have somewhat 

improved for us but for my friends and I true change would not occur until we caught ourselves 

the ‘Masked Bandit’ no matter who it winds up being. For my friends and I this change only 

meant things would really stay the same until the case was over and speaking of things staying 

the same guess who we saw waiting for us at the school entrance.  

The question you might ask yourself was who did we see at the entrance of the school? 

After all, the day was ending and students were racing out of the building to get to the buses or 

their parents. So, who did we see? Was it Principal Macy, Assistant Principal Mock or Mr. 

Weller? No. Surprisingly it was not those three but rather it was George who appeared to be 

more rageful than ever and I knew that meant trouble. 

“You’re kidding,” Adrienne complained. “Of all the times.” 

“Oh chico,” Lexi said. 

“Oh, boy is right Lexi,” I said.  

Even with the recent changes some things stayed the same and dealing with George 

stayed the same. I knew that he had made the threat earlier in the morning and for once I had 

hoped not to deal with him again like I did not have to deal with Mr. Weller, Mr. Mock, or Mr. 

Macy but I knew I was going to have to. Hopefully he would be more pleasant than he was in the 

morning but a part of me told myself quietly that would not likely be the case. I nervously 

walked to the door where I greeted him. 

“Let me take care of this,” I told Adrienne and Lexi. “I made this mess and I will take 

care of it. 

“Buena,” Lexi said as Adrienne and her continued to walk beside me.  

“George,” I said as we approached him.  


