
Chapter Three 

Thinking About the Case 

 

 I was beyond curious. All I could think about was the mystery surround the theft that 

occurred at the school. Questions such as who did it and why it was done raced through my mind 

as I half paid attention in classes. By the time I got to Mr. Weller’s class all I could think about 

was the case though I did my best not to mention it to anyone.     

 "¿Qué pasa?" Lexi whispered as Mr. Weller continued talking.    

 “Nothing,” I quietly replied. I had hoped that Mr. Weller had not caught us talking but 

my hopes were dashed as he quickly turned to us.       

 “Ladies, if you don’t mind telling the class what it is you think was more important than 

listening to the lesson,” Mr. Weller said, as he gave us the most uncomfortable stare imaginable.  

 For a moment Lexi and I looked at each other. We did not say anything for a few 

moments. Mr. Weller did not take kindly to our silence as he again spoke to us. “Well ladies I am 

waiting.”             

 “Nothing sir. Nothing important,” I said.       

 “Nothing. With you ladies it is always nothing,” Mr. Weller sighed. “I tell you what you 

and Lexi will be staying out of break tomorrow because of this nothing.”     

 "No es justo,” Lexi protested.         

 “And another day Lexi for not following instructions. As I told you many times English,” 

Mr. Weller said. 

 “Sir, aren’t you just being a little unfair,” I protested. 

 “Unfair? Well Abbigail. Let me give you a little secret. Life is not fair. It never has been 

and never will be. Now, Ms. Wilson, unless you want me to make a phone call,” Mr. Weller said 



as he took out his cell phone. “And call your Mom I suggest you shut your mouth.”  

 I felt small. I had never felt as hopeless as I did at the moment. Lexi was trying to make 

sure I was alright and because we talked during his lesson we got punished for it. I wanted 

nothing more than to make sure she did not get punished but in spite of my efforts she got it 

worse than I did. Lexi said nothing though I could tell by the color of her face she was as bit 

angry as I was. Mr. Weller said nothing else as he continued his lecture. 

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

 That last hour in Mr. Weller’s class was the longest hour I could remember. Lexi and I 

walked to the school entrance where we were once again greeted by Adrienne. Adrienne, who 

was usually cheerful, was just as irritated as we were. 

 "¿Qué pasó Adrienne?" Lexi asked. 

 “We had a surprise quiz in Mr. Welch’s class and me not doing my homework made a 

2/10 on it. I am quite embarrassed to say in the least,” Adrienne complained.   

 “I would not worry to much about it Adrienne. Mr. Welch usually drops the lowest grade 

or two before the nine weeks end,” I said.        

 “True. But still a 2/10 is not good,” Adrienne said.      

 “No. It is not. But it still is better than the worst non-zero grade I ever made,” I added. 

 “Oh, yeah. What is the worst grade, besides a zero, you ever made,” Adrienne asked. 

 “A six,” I replied. Lexi and Adrienne both looked at me with disbelief.    

 “When did this happen?” Adrienne asked.       

 “Last year in Mr, Weller’s class. He was teaching us evolution and me and my parents do 

not believe in evolution. So I wrote on the exam, one correct answer and then for the rest of the 

exam I wrote ‘I apologize Mr. Weller. My family and I do not believe in this nonsense.’ This is 



not science but rather another theological idea that we simply do not accept,” I said. “Of course I 

got the grade I deserved.”          

 “Well, yeah. I should have warned you. Mr. Weller is big on evolution and that kind of 

theories,” Adrienne said. “That was my previous worst grade. I think I made a 32 or something 

on it. But then again most of the class did badly too. I think the highest was a 67 or something.” 

 “I tell you something is seriously wrong with that man,” I said.    

 “What happened? You get in trouble again?” Adrienne said.    

 “Yeah,” I said. 

 “Adrienne, también me metí en problemas. Tengo dos días sin descanso y ella tiene uno. 

El Sr. Weller es un gran dolor”, Lexi began.        

 “Lexi, be quiet. Here he comes,” Adrienne signaled as Lexi and I turned and saw Mr. 

Weller approach us. 

 “Ah, what a surprise. It is the Three Musketeers,” Mr. Weller said.   

 “What do you want?” I asked.        

 “Abbigail, I should let you know I did call your Mom,” Mr. Weller said.   

 “You did what?” I shouted.         

 “And let her know how you have been distracted lately. Today, you got a 0 for class 

participation as did your friend Lexi. I am going to make a recommendation to Principal Macy 

that we separate you and her just like we had Adrienne separated from you for this year,” Mr. 

Weller said.  

 Adrienne rolled her eyes at him. Lexi and I were shocked though my shock lasted but a 

few moments before it became bold face anger. I stood there doing what I could to hold my 

tongue but I could not hold back any more.        



 “You really are despicable,” I shouted.       

 “And you need to pay more attention. Otherwise you will not make it as a detective,” Mr. 

Well taunted. 

 “I will show you Mr. Weller, I will become a detective,” I shouted.    

 “I’m sure you will. Have a nice day,” Mr. Weller said as he went back to his classroom. 

 I was seething. My face was as red as a rose at the moment. Adrienne and Lexi stood 

beside me nothing saying either despite that they wanted to as well.     

 “It’s alright Abby. You will show him,” Adrienne said. “Let’s go. We have another long 

day tomorrow.” 

 “Ok,” I said, with agreement. Indeed I said to myself I will show him and others who 

doubt me that I can be a detective. 

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

 I was glad to be home. I started to hate school except for my two friends Lexi and 

Adrienne who made the days far more bearable. Being told that I would never be good enough to 

be a detective hurt. It hurt a lot. My life’s goal was to become a detective and to solve crimes and 

mysteries. I also wanted to help people like my dad was doing.     

 Speaking of my dad it was a rare treat to see him eating dinner with us. I very rarely got 

to see him except for on weekends and even then sometimes he would be working long hours 

then too. For the first ten minutes of dinner the table was so quiet you could hear a drop of water 

go down the drain in the sink. It was that quiet.       

 “Abbigail, Mr. Weller called today,” my mom slowly said, breaking the silence.  

 “I know he told me,” I said.         

 “What is going on?” my dad asked.        



 “I was doing some thinking in class and Lexi asked if anything was wrong and I told her I 

was alright and well, Mr. Weller, being Mr. Weller, called us out,” I replied.   

 “Mr. Weller says you are distracted and have been. He says all you talk about or think 

about is being a detective,” my mom said.        

 “A detective. Are you sure you want to do that Abby?” my dad asked.   

 “Yes sir,” I said. Neither my mom nor dad said anything for a moment.   

 “Abby, it is very hard work and it is not glamorous as you may be thinking it is,” my dad 

said. 

 “I know I want to be able to solve crimes. Solve mysteries. Help people,” I said.  

 “Well,” my dad chuckled. “That’s my girl.” 

 “She sure is,” my mom said, somewhat disapprovingly. 

 “Abby, being a detective is a good thing. I truly love what I do. But I am going to be 

honest with you. It can also be dangerous. Not all cases are cut clear dry. Sometimes you also 

have to go into dangerous situations,” my dad said. “Not to discourage you Abby. I want you to 

live out your dream whatever they may be. But I am also being realistic. It is a rewarding 

experience but can be dangerous too.”        

 “Danger is my middle name dad,” I, laughed.      

 “I know it is Abby,” my dad said. “Keep working hard and try to show Mr. Weller more 

respect. I know he may not be the most pleasant person to be around, but he is still an adult and a 

teacher and does deserve respect.”  

 “Yes sir,” I said.   

 “Well, it looks like that is settled,” my mom said.      

 “Dad,” I said.  



 “What is it sweetheart?”  

 “Did you find out anything about the theft at the school?”  

 “Abby, all we know at the moment is that someone stole 125 dollars out of the cafeteria. 

The school is doing a separate investigation as to why there was cash left in the register but that 

is on them. Still, this case does intrigue me. Whoever committed this burglary knew what they 

were doing? They knew where all the security cameras were. They knew how to disarm the 

alarm system. This is truly a baffling mystery.” 

 “But mysteries are meant to be solved dad.” 

 “Indeed Abby they are. You truly are my girl.” 

 “I love you dad.” 

 “I love you too Abby. Get ready to go to bed. You have a long day ahead of you 

tomorrow.” 

 “Yes sir,” I said.  

 For the first time today, I was happy. I found out a little more about the case without 

having to press too much about it. The crook stole a hundred twenty five dollars. Now I knew the 

answers to the questions what happened, a burglary where money was stolen, where-at the 

school, and when-at night when people were not around. Still the questions of who and why 

needed to be answered and that I said to myself would be my job. Answer those questions and 

the mystery was solved. I was happy indeed.  


