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Read Before you read this book

 Preface


Everything in this book is made up.

Well… almost everything.

Buried between the lockers, drama, and questionable cafeteria food are a few real facts—hidden like Easter eggs just waiting to be discovered. But here's the twist: I’ve also tucked in a handful of errors on purpose. Yes, that’s right. They're in there. Somewhere. Maybe.




Your mission, should you choose to accept it: figure out what’s true, what’s totally made up, and what’s gloriously wrong. Think of it as a choose-your-own-adventure meets a fact-finding scavenger hunt—Grayson-style. 

So read carefully, question boldly, and keep your brain ready. The truth might be stranger than fiction, but in this book, fiction is way more fun

Plus I have put errors every where in this book do you think you can find them.  You can email me with the ones you found or just for some one to discuss this book with.

Nora.aron.books@gmail.com

So just like a detective examine this book for errors so this is the part I say God bless you and everything you do.

Nora Aron
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Chapter 1: 

The Morning goings First day New School 



Wednesday morning 



Grayson Jones was not your typical seventh grader. 



He had ADHD. Like, real ADHD. The kind where your thoughts bounce like popcorn and your backpack eats your homework and maybe your shoes. He took medicine, sure, and saw Dr. Mathers once a week. Dr. Mathers had a beard and a lava lamp and said things like “Let’s name that feeling.” Grayson usually wanted to name it something like “RUN.” 






     This morning, his alarm blared at 6:30. He hit snooze. Twice. Then, groggy and wild-haired, he rolled out of bed, knelt by his cactus-logo blanket, and whispered his morning prayer. 







     “Hi, Mom. I miss you. Help me not be weird today. Or… at least not too weird. Amen.” 







     His mom had passed away five years ago. Cancer. Grayson did not like saying the word. It felt heavy in his mouth, like chewing pennies. He lived with his dad and his grandparents now. His dad had remarried last year—Mary. She was not his mom, but she was cool. She bought him socks with actual cactuses on them. 







     Today was the first day of school. New school. New grade. New class. Even a strange new class. 







     It was some experimental thing Danville Middle was trying for the first time. “Focus and Study Strategies for the Chronically Unorganized,” a.k.a. The Chaos Crew, as Grayson had secretly named it. And of course—because the universe was out to get him—he was forced to take it. 







      “Troubled students,” they had said. He imagined the sign outside the door: ABANDON HOPE, ALL YE WHO ENTER HERE. 







     Grayson pulled on his favorite cactus t-shirt, the one that said STICK WITH ME, and tried to remember where he had left his binder. And his shoes. And his schedule. He found two out of three, which was a personal record. 







     Downstairs, Grandpa was reading the paper like it was 1965, and Grandma was already halfway through a crossword. Mary handed him a granola bar and kissed his head. 








“You’ve got this, Gray,” she said. 







      He smiled, a little. Then frowned because the granola bar was oatmeal raisin. He chewed anyway. 








The bus honked outside like it was angry at life. 







      “Go,” his dad said. “And maybe don’t set anything on fire today.” 








“No promises,” Grayson muttered. 







       And then he was off—backpack swinging, heart pounding, stomach flipping like it was in a microwave. The new class was waiting. Somewhere inside, he already knew this was not just school. 







It was survival. 





Chapter 2:

 The Fart Heard ’Round the Room 




Grayson Jones was already lost. 



Not emotionally—though, okay, maybe a little—but literally lost. By 8:07 a.m., he had walked into a teacher’s lounge (and quickly backed out), nearly sat in someone’s lap in the wrong homeroom, and accidentally opened the door to the janitor’s closet, where he saw a mop that somehow looked disappointed in him.

 



      Finally, he stumbled into the correct homeroom and sank into a seat like he had just survived a natural disaster. His cactus shirt (today’s version said I am a little prickly before coffee) was slightly sweaty. His backpack was dangerously close to exploding. His stomach was doing Olympic-level flips. 







The bell rang like a warning siren. 







      Then came the voice from the intercom. Crackly. Overly cheerful. Absolutely terrifying. 







       “Good morning, seventh grade!” sang Vice Principal Maggie Moo, in a tone that sounded like a puppet was talking. “Welcome to a brand-new adventure at Danville Middle School!” 







        Grayson clenched his jaw. Adventures were for people with maps. 







      “This is a whole new experience,” she continued. “If you have questions, ask a teacher—or an eighth grader! They’ll be happy to help.” (Grayson made a mental note: do NOT trust the eighth graders.) 







       “No cell phones in class. No running in the halls. Football and cross-country tryouts are after school today. Volleyball tryouts are tomorrow, and if you are on the swim team—congratulations! This will be your year.” 








Click. 








Silence. 







        Awkward, heavy silence, like everyone was afraid to move. Grayson felt like the walls were closing in. His pencil was already broken, and his desk squeaked every time he blinked. Then— 








BBBBBRRRAAAATTT. 







     It was like someone had stepped on a duck. A really loud, confident duck. 








Grayson froze. So did the rest of the room. 







      Then a kid in the second row raised his hand like he was in a game show. “It was too quiet in here,” he said proudly, like he had done everyone a favor. 







         A few kids giggled. Someone gagged. Grayson snorted and immediately tried to stop himself, but it was too late—he was laughing, too. Nervous laughter. The kind you feel in your kneecaps. 







He needed a reset. 







    He pulled out the one thing that always helped: his Bible. He carried it everywhere—when he was stressed, scared, lonely, or just bored. He flipped it open and read the first thing his eyes landed on: 





2 Timothy 1:7–15 



For the Spirit God gave us does not make us timid, but gives us power, love and self-discipline. 



So do not be ashamed of the testimony about our Lord or of me his prisoner. Rather, join with me in suffering for the gospel, by the power of God. 



He has saved us and called us to a holy life—not because of anything we have done but because of his own purpose and grace. This grace was given us in Christ Jesus before the beginning of time, 



but it has now been revealed through the appearing of our Savior, Christ Jesus, who has destroyed death and has brought life and immortality to light through the gospel. 



And of this gospel I was appointed a herald and an apostle and a teacher. 



That is why I am suffering as I am. Yet this is no cause for shame, because I know whom I have believed, and am convinced that he is able to guard what I have entrusted to him until that day. 



What you heard from me, keep as the pattern of sound teaching, with faith and love in Christ Jesus. 






     Grayson closed his eyes for a second and let the words soak in. 







Power.

 Love.


 Self-discipline. 




He needed all three. 


    His fingers tightened around the fabric of his cactus shirt. It was not just a design choice. It was his armor. A little weird? Sure. But he swore it helped protect his heart from the stuff that really hurt. 







He pulled out his schedule, which was already folded like a bad origami swan. It read: 




	
Homeroom – 8:00 to 8:30 Ms. Slaughter 

	
Math – 8:35 to 9:15 Mr. Keene 

	
English – 9:20 to 10:00 Miss Hopper 

	
Gym – 10:05 to 10:45 Coach Dent 

	
Science – 10:50 to 11:35 Mr. Zander 

	Lunch – 11:35 to 12:30 

	
History – 12:30 to 1:15 Mrs. Callahan 

	
Organizational Class – 1:20 to 2:00 (ugh) Sunshine 

	
Health – 2:05 to 2:50 Dr. Forever 

	
Reading – 2:55 to 3:15 Mr. Dunn 





Grayson stared at the clock. 



Seven hours to go. 



No turning back now. 




Chapter 3: 

The Numbers Never Lie 




Grayson sprinted down the hallway, his backpack flapping like bat wings behind him. 



Wrong room. AGAIN.

 



     He had sat down in what he thought was math… only to notice the walls were covered in maps, posters of old presidents, and a banner that said: HISTORY IS ALIVE. 







Alive? Grayson nearly passed out. 







      He grabbed his stuff and bolted. Math was next. It had to be next. 




Finally, he found Room 117. He threw open the door, panting. 







Everyone turned and stared. 







      “Nice of you to join us,” said the teacher, a tall man in a sweater vest that looked like it had seen war. His eyes were too calm. Way too calm. 










     Grayson gulped and slid into the last open seat. He could feel his cactus shirt clinging to him like body armor. 







      “This,” said the teacher, “is Mr. Keene. With a K. Not ‘Mean,’ though some say otherwise.” He smiled, but it did not reach his eyes. 







The classroom was quiet.Unnaturally quiet. 







     “Let’s start with introductions. Name. Favorite number. And one strange fact about yourself. I’ll begin.” 



     He wrote his name on the board—Mr. Keene—then turned around, still smiling. 


      “My favorite number is zero, because it is nothing and everything. My strange fact? I collect antique calculators. Ones with souls.” 







Grayson blinked. 

Did he say souls? 







      The kid to Mr. Keene’s left went next. One by one, they spoke. 







     “Marley,” she said. “Favorite number’s 13. I like taxidermy.” 




 

Grayson’s stomach flipped. 







      “Lucas,” next. “Number 11. I memorize people’s birthdays. Even people I don’t know.” 







Creepy. 







      “Josie. Pi. I once swallowed a marble and didn’t tell anyone.” 







     Grayson was now 20% sure he had entered a Twilight Zone version of school. 







      “Miles,” said the next. “2. I like peeling glue off my hands and pretending it’s my skin.” 




Yikes. 






      “Nina. 7. I can dislocate my shoulder on command.” 




She demonstrated. 

Grayson nearly threw up. 








“Aiden. 6.66.” He grinned. “I sleep with my eyes open.” 







Cool cool cool cool cool. 







       “Sadie. 8. I haven’t blinked since breakfast.” 




Grayson subtly counted.

 She really had not. 







      Then came: “Theo. 10. I hate odd numbers. Especially 3. Don’t ask me why.” 







     Grayson had one more person before him. He did not want to speak. He wanted to vanish into his cactus shirt. 







       “Emma. 1. I hear numbers in voices. Yours sounds like a 4, by the way.” She looked right at him. 








Now it was Grayson’s turn. 







He swallowed. 








“Um. Grayson. Favorite number’s 9. I like… math. I guess.” He looked at his desk. “It makes sense when nothing else does.” 







The room was dead quiet.

 Even Sadie blinked. 







      “Thank you, Grayson,” Mr. Keene said, his voice like a librarian whispering over a grave. “You’ll do very well here.” 







      Grayson did not feel very well. He looked around the room. He recognized most of the kids from the hallway, from the bus, from Danville—normal people. 








But something about this room made them different. 







      “As for what we’ll be learning…” Mr. Keene tapped the board, and the projector lit up with a glowing equation. “This year, we’ll go beyond math. Beyond numbers. We’ll study patterns, secrets, code, and the invisible forces that shape reality.” 








    Someone coughed. Marley smiled, just slightly. Her eyes looked way too interested. 








Grayson sat frozen. He loved math, sure. But this? 








This felt like a trap disguised as a class. 








And he had eight more months of it. 





Chapter 4: 

Something’s Not Right 




Grayson usually was not like this. 



He could talk to anyone—teachers, lunch ladies, eighth graders (well, sometimes). He made jokes in the hallway. He held doors open. He was Grayson. 



But today? 







Today everything felt… wrong. 







      The halls buzzed with voices—fast, loud, overlapping. Grayson heard his name. Twice. 








“Did you hear? He’s the one with—” 








“No way, that’s him?” 








He turned his head, but the voices vanished like smoke. 








You are imagining things, he told himself. 








He checked his crumpled schedule. English was next. Room 202. 








So why was he walking into homeroom? 








“Grayson?” the teacher said, looking surprised. 








“I—uh—this isn’t…” He trailed off, blinking. “Is this English?” 







     “Nope,” she said kindly. “But don’t worry. You are close. Room 202 is upstairs, second door on the left. Want me to show you on your schedule?” 








Grayson nodded, too embarrassed to talk. 








She highlighted the room numbers. “See? You will get it. Just slow down.” 








He thanked her and backed out, heart pounding for no reason at all. 








Upstairs. Left. Room 202. 








He found it. 







Barely. 








He pushed the door open two minutes late. 







      “Welcome,” said a woman with wild curly hair and thick glasses. “You must be Grayson Jones. I am Miss Hopper. Find a seat and catch your breath—we were just starting.” 








Grayson slipped into a seat. The room spun slightly. Why was he so shaky? 







      Miss Hopper smiled too much. “English is about expression. Truth. Bravery. This year we will be writing, reading, and—yes—speaking. Out loud.” 








Someone groaned. 







      “We’ll start simple. Introductions. Name. Favorite book. And if you could live in any story, which one would it be?” 








Grayson’s stomach turned. 







The first kid spoke. 








“Miles. Book’s Goosebumps. I’d live in one where the dummy comes alive.” 







Everyone laughed.


 Grayson did not. 








“Sadie. Hunger Games. I’d win, obviously.” 








“Theo. 1984. I like dystopias.” 







      Grayson shifted in his seat. The world did not feel real today. Everything felt off, like he had woken up inside a dream someone else was having. 








Miss Hopper gestured. “Your turn, Grayson.” 







     He opened his mouth, but his heart was pounding like drums in his ears. 








Inside, he prayed quietly, lips barely moving: 







     “Dear God, I don’t know what’s going on with me today. Please help me stay calm. Please help me make it through this day. I miss Mom. I miss feeling normal. Please just—just keep me together until the bell rings. Amen.” 








Out loud, he said, “Hi.” 








That was it. 








Just “Hi.” 







 Miss Hopper gave him a gentle nod. “That’s fine. Sometimes simple is powerful.” 








Grayson stared down at his desk. His fingers tapped out a silent rhythm: 1-2-3-4. 1-2-3-4. 








He looked around. Half the kids from math were here again. Same faces. Same eyes. 








Same feeling that something was off. 








Why was he so anxious? 








Why was everything scaring him? 








Why did this feel like the longest day of his life? 








He glanced at the clock. 








Three classes down. 








Six to go. 








And no idea what was waiting for him in gym. 





Chapter 5:

 The Gym That Waited 




Grayson found the gym without a single wrong turn. A miracle. It was like the building finally gave him a break. 



He stepped through the big double doors, the kind that looked like they could trap a person forever and joined the crowd of students already waiting by the bleachers. 


No teacher. 







The lights buzzed overhead with that flickers hum that made it feel like something out of a horror movie. 







     “Where is this guy?” a boy mumbled, bouncing a basketball with one hand and spinning it with the other like he was born doing it. 








“Probably stuck in the vents,” said a girl with orange nail polish and a voice like she had seen some things. 








“Maybe he got lost in math class,” someone joked. 








“Yeah, and never came out.” 








Grayson chuckled under his breath, still hugging his cactus shirt like a shield. 








Theo, standing nearby, smirked. “You look like you think the gym’s gonna eat you.” 








Grayson gave a half-shrug. “Wouldn’t be the weirdest thing today.” 








Then the gym doors swung open with a loud, echoing creak. 








In strode a man with a whistle around his neck and socks pulled up to his knees like a war general of dodgeball. 








“Sorry I’m late,” he called out, voice booming through the gym. “I went to the wrong class. Sat through five minutes of math before I realized nobody in there was wearing sneakers.” 







Laughter exploded. Even Grayson cracked up. 








For the first time all day, the heavy feeling in his chest lightened. 








“I’m Coach Dent,” the man said. “And unless you’re allergic to fun, you’re gonna like gym.” 








He tossed a basketball toward the middle of the court. “Let’s see what you’ve got. We are playing pickup. Grayson—Becky—you two are captains.” 








Grayson blinked. “Wait, what?” 








Becky, a tall girl with a smirk that could cut glass, already had the ball and point at him. “You’re going down, cactus boy.” 








Grayson raised an eyebrow. “Only thing going down is your win streak.” 








They picked teams like it was life or death. Grayson’s team ended up with Theo, Miles, Josie, and Emma—chaotic energy in every direction. 








From the first whistle, something switched in him. Grayson moved like he had been waiting all day to run. He dribbled, passed, weaved, scored. Over and over. 








Ten baskets. A personal best. 








“Yo, Grayson’s on fire!” Theo shouted as Grayson sunk another one. 








“Nope,” Grayson panted, grinning. “Just overheating.” 








By the end of class, he was drenched in sweat and breathing like he had fought a dragon. 








But he felt… better. 








Like some of the weird static in his brain had been burned off by running and laughing and playing with people who did not care that he had been scared out of his mind all morning. 








“Nice game, cactus boy,” Becky said as they left the court. 








“Nice try,” Grayson shot back. “Better luck next time.” 








His shirt clung to him. His heartbeat had finally slowed. The exhaustion hit him like a wall—but it was a good kind of tired. 








Still, as he stepped into the hallway, something in the air shifted again. 








The lights flickered once. 








And that feeling crept back in—just a whisper of it. 








Like the day was not done being strange. 








Not yet. 





Chapter 6:

 The Wizard Who Taught Science (and Possibly Lived in the Janitor’s Closet) 




“Okay,” Grayson said, panting as he and Theo trudged down the hallway after gym. “My legs are shaking. I think I might have just sweat out my pancreas.” 



“You played like your soul was trying to escape,” Theo replied. “I thought you were gonna dunk on Becky and ascend to basketball heaven.” 







“I don’t dunk,” Grayson said. “I just panic aggressively near the rim.” 








They laughed, two warriors bonded by awkward high-fives and shared gym trauma. 








“Science next?” Theo asked. 








“Yeah. If I don’t end up in the band room again.” 








“Dude, the band room smells like wet carpet and trumpet spit.” 








“Right? It haunts me.” 








They arrived at Room 203 without incident. Which was suspicious. Nothing had gone that smooth all day. 








Then the door burst open and out stepped… a wizard. 








Not, like, “science-y” wizard. Not even “theme day” wizard. 








Full-on cloak, beard, crooked hat, and a staff that might have been made from a broken mop handle. 








“BEHOLD!” the man boomed. “I AM MR. ZANDER—PRACTITIONER OF SCIENCE, DESTROYER OF BOREDOM, MASTER OF—uh, excuse me, let me take attendance.” 








He pulled out a clipboard covered in glitter stickers. 








Grayson stared, then leaned toward Theo. “Did we walk into Hogwarts by accident?” 








Theo whispered, “I hope so. I want a pet dragon.” 








Mr. Zander pointed his wand/mop/staff at the class. “Welcome to Science! The one class where blowing stuff up is educational and goggles are the height of fashion!” 








He tossed a stack of papers into the air. They fluttered down like snow. 








“Syllabus! Grading policy! Do not eat it!” 








A kid in the front sniffed his paper. “It smells like lemon.” 








“Because I SPRAYED IT WITH ESSENCE OF SCIENCE,” Mr. Zander said. 








Then he held up a beaker of neon green liquid. It bubbled. It fizzed. It glowed like a radioactive slushie. 








“This,” he said dramatically, “is what happens when you mix chemistry, enthusiasm, and a little bit of expired Mountain Dew.” 








The class gasped as the beaker started steaming. 








Theo clutched his desk. “This man is unhinged. I love him.” 








“I wanna be him when I grow up,” Grayson whispered. 








Mr. Zander dropped a tablet into the beaker. It erupted into foam and let out a squeaky honk. 








“SCIENCE!” he yelled, arms raised like he would just summoned lightning. 








Then he looked directly at Grayson. “YOU THERE. CACTUS SHIRT. STAND UP!” 








Grayson froze. “Me?” 








“Yes, you! We need a Yeehaw to summon the spirit of a successful school year!” 








Grayson blinked. “A… what?” 








“A YEEHAW! Summon it! Channel it!” 








Grayson stood up, raised his hands like he was calling the mothership, and belted: 



“YEEEEEEEHAW!!” 







The class lost it. Kids clapped. Someone fake fainted. Theo yelled “YEEHAW” like he was possessed by cowboy ancestors. 








Mr. Zander bowed. “PERFECT. Ten out of ten. Science has been blessed.” 








As the class settled down and passed around safety goggles like they were party favors, Grayson sat back in his chair, smiling for the first time all day. 








Maybe the day was still weird. 








But weird was not always bad. 








Weird could be hilarious. Weird could wear a wizard robe and spray lemon-scented syllabus mist and yell YEEHAW like the fate of the world depended on it. 








Grayson liked weird. 







And science? 








Yeah, science was gonna be epic. 





Chapter 7: 

The Hot Dog of Destiny 




Grayson plopped his tray onto the cafeteria table like he was slamming down a trophy. 



“Hot dog. Green beans. Chocolate milk. I call this meal Desperation Deluxe.” 






       Theo sat across from him with the same tray, eyeing his food like it had personally insulted his family. 







      “Why do the green beans look like they’ve seen some things?” Theo asked. “Like they’ve been through war.” 







      “They look like they’ve been through someone,” Grayson muttered. 








Theo gagged. “Dude. I was gonna eat those.” 







      Grayson pointed a fork at him. “That’s on you, man. You knew what this was.” 







      They were the only ones at the table. The lunchroom buzzed with conversations and clattering trays, but their corner was a little island of peace, bad food, and way too many laughs. 








“So,” Theo said between bites, “what’d you do this summer?” 







        Grayson shrugged. “Visited my cousins. Spent some time at the lake. Got stung by a bee, fell off a paddleboard, and accidentally joined a senior citizens’ water aerobics class.” 








Theo choked. “You what?” 







       Grayson nodded solemnly. “I was just trying to find the bathroom. Next thing I know, I’m waist-deep in foam noodles and Doris is teaching me the wave.” 







      Theo burst out laughing and slapped the table. “Doris! That sounds like an elite grandma name.” 








“She was ripped,” Grayson said. “Her biceps had biceps.” 







      Theo wiped his eyes. “Okay, I can’t top that. But I did try to skateboard off my roof.” 







 Grayson blinked. “And you’re still alive?” 







       Theo grinned. “Barely. I made it about four feet before I realized physics wasn’t just a suggestion.” 







       They both laughed so hard Grayson nearly dropped his hot dog. 







        “I swear,” Grayson said, “if this day gets any weirder, I’m gonna start carrying garlic and a wooden stake.” 







       Theo pointed at him with his chocolate milk. “And we haven’t even had the new class yet. What’s it called again?” 







        “Organizational Strategies for Academic Success,” Grayson said in a robot voice. “Otherwise known as: ‘Please help me, I don’t know where my homework is.’” 








“Do you think it’s a trap?” Theo asked. 







      “Oh, definitely,” Grayson said. “Like, we walk in, and they just throw planners at us until we cry.” 







 “Or they strap us to chairs and teach us how to fold clothes. For efficiency.” 








Grayson snorted. 








Theo took a sip of milk. 







       “And then,” Grayson added, “they surgically install sticky notes into our brains, so we never forget anything again—” 







Theo exploded. 








Milk shot out of his nose like a malfunctioning fountain. 







         “DUDE!” Grayson howled. “MILK. OUT. THE. NOSE. We have achieved peak middle school!” 







       Theo was wheezing. “You can’t say ‘sticky notes in the brain’ when I’m drinking!” 







      Grayson was crying with laughter. “You should’ve known better!” 







       They both leaned on the table, gasping for air, milk dripping, green beans untouched. 







        After a long minute, Theo sat up. “Okay. Okay. That was the best lunch I’ve had all year.” 








“It’s literally the first lunch of the year,” Grayson said. 








“Exactly.” 







          The laughter faded, just a little, and Grayson stared at the last bite of his hot dog. His smile stuck, but the corner of his brain that had been quiet all lunch started whispering again. 







 The day was not over. The weird feeling might come back. 








But for now? He felt okay. He felt… good. 







          He had laughed. He had yelled “Yeehaw” in a science class run by a wizard. He had watched chocolate milk exit someone’s face. 








Grayson might crash later. 








He might stress. 







       But at some point—maybe five minutes from now, maybe tomorrow—he would be back to being himself. 







Wild.

 Calm.

 Weird.

 And always… a little unpredictable.





Chapter 8: 

Ghosts of the First People 




The hallway to history class was too quiet. Like the kind of quiet right before a fire alarm or a zombie stampede. 


      Grayson felt his skin buzz. Something about this part of the day did not sit right. Maybe it was the lighting—flickering just slightly above Room 214. Or maybe it was the feeling that history was not just history today. 



It was waiting. 







He stepped inside. 







       The room was dark—too dark for 1:05 in the afternoon. The blinds were pulled halfway down, casting weird stripes across the floor like prison bars. 








Mrs. Callahan stood at the front. Tall. Pale. Dressed entirely in black. Her hair looked like it had never seen daylight. And her eyes? Sharp as knives. 







       “I am Mrs. Callahan,” she said, her voice like gravel crunching under boots in a graveyard. “Welcome to History. We begin with the dead.” 







      Theo leaned toward Grayson. “Dude. We just walked into the Addams Family’s Thanksgiving dinner.” 







       Grayson grinned, but it was a nervous, what-is-this-vibe grin. “If she starts chanting in Latin, I’m jumping out the window.” 







       Mrs. Callahan stared the class down. “We are covering early American history. And by ‘early,’ I mean before boats. Before colonies. Before anyone ‘discovered’ anything.” 







       She slowly turned to the board. “Before Europeans, there were the First Nations. Native American tribes who lived, breathed, farmed, hunted, danced, and died on this land long before we paved over their memories.” 








She turned back, her eyes landing directly on Grayson. 








He flinched. 







         “Iowa is named after the Ioway people,” she said. “Ever wonder why we know so little about them? Because history, as you’ve been told, was written by the loudest victors. But the ghosts never forget.” 








Grayson swallowed hard. Did she just say ghosts? 







       “No one remembers the names until they’re on a test,” she went on. “So, we’re going to remember them now. Ioway. Meskwaki. Sauk. Sioux. Omaha.” 







      With each name, she lit a candle from her desk—real ones. Tall, white, and dripping wax like melted bones. 








“What is happening?” Theo whispered. 







        “I think we’re summoning the Founding Fathers,” Grayson muttered, “and I’m not emotionally prepared for that.” 







         Mrs. Callahan stalked across the room. “No one learns when they’re comfortable. You should feel the weight of this history. It should cling to your spine.” 







      Grayson felt like his chair was shrinking. Or maybe he was growing. 








Then something strange happened. 







He raised his hand. 







        No idea why. Maybe his brain glitched. Maybe his heart was like, Wanna cause a scene? Let us go. 








Mrs. Callahan looked shocked. 








“Yes… Mr…?” 







      “Grayson,” he said. His voice sounded weird in the candlelight. 







      “I’m listening,” she said. “What tribe do you want to speak about?” 








Grayson blinked. “Uh… the Fox tribe?” he guessed. 







        She nodded. “The Meskwaki. Also known as the Fox. Tricksters. Fighters. Survivors. Still living in Iowa today. Good choice.” 








Grayson exhaled. Not dead yet. 







         “But be warned,” Mrs. Callahan said, smiling like a crow. “This unit will test you. You’ll have homework. Reading. Essays. Maps. And most terrifying of all…” 








She paused. 








“…group projects.” 



      A collective shiver went through the room. Someone groaned. Someone else whimpered. 







Theo leaned over. “Okay, now that’s horror.” 







        But Grayson? He laughed. Not a giggle. Not a chuckle. A full-on cackle that made three kids turn around and look at him like he had lost it. 



Maybe he had. 






        But something about this class—the candles, the weirdness, the seriousness of it all—had flipped a switch in him. 







He was not scared.





 Not really. 








He was ready. 








Maybe not for the homework. 








But for the ghosts? 







Bring ‘em on. 





Chapter 9:

 Sunshine Is Watching 




Grayson stepped into Room 101, and immediately regretted all his life choices. 



The lights were too bright.

 



       The smell was suspiciously lemony, like someone was trying way too hard to hide the scent of fear—or bleach. 






        A giant bulletin board at the front of the room screamed in bold glitter letters: 








WELCOME TO THE ORGANIZATIONAL EXPERIENCE 




…underneath it: a row of laminated clipboards. And one haunting, lingering sentence in red marker: 







Your chaos ends here. 








“Okay. Nope.” Grayson whispered. 








Five desks. Five students. 







       Him. Theo. Jasmine (who looked like she was planning an escape). Frank (who looked like he had not slept since 2019). And a girl named April who was nervously chewing her pencil like it owed her money. 








And then came the teacher. 








She skipped—skipped—into the room. 







       “Hellloooo, magical organizers!” she beamed. “I’m Sunshine. Just Sunshine. No last name, no title—let’s keep it fun.” 







        Grayson blinked. Her sweater was yellow. Her skirt was yellow. Her shoes were yellow. Her hair? Bright blonde and held back with a sunflower clip that could probably double as a satellite dish. 








She looked like she had been raised in a motivational calendar. 







But her eyes? 








Her eyes were terrifying. 







         “Let’s get something straight,” she chirped, setting a stack of folders on her desk with an ominous thud. “This class is not about grades. This is about your life. Your lockers. Your binders. Your bedrooms. Your souls—” 








“What?” Frank whispered. 








“Your souls of school!” Sunshine clarified, way too quickly. “We’re going to clean them all. Starting… now.” 







        She began handing out accordion folders—black, twelve-pocketed monstrosities with the structural integrity of a medieval castle. 







       “One tab for every class,” she instructed, her smile never flickering. “Label them. Color-code them. Love them.” 








Grayson stared at his folder like it might bite. 








Then came the day planners. 







         “These will track everything. Assignments. Due dates. Class events. Your daily feelings if you would like! Mine has a mood tracker sticker page.” 








Theo leaned over and whispered, “Is this class… a cult?” 







         “I think we just joined a binder-worshipping secret society,” Grayson muttered. Sweat rolled down his back. His cactus T-shirt felt way too clingy. 







      “Now!” Sunshine said, clapping once—and somehow it echoed. “Your first homework assignment!” 







Oh no. 







         “Tonight,” she said sweetly, “I want you to take pictures of your bedrooms. Closet, desk, under your bed. I want to see everything. Email them to me before 8 p.m.!” 








April dropped her pencil. 








Frank made a sound like a dying raccoon. 







       Theo gasped. “She’s gonna see under my bed?! There’s, like… a colony of socks down there!” 







        “I sleep with my light on,” Jasmine muttered. “Guess that was a good call.” 







         Grayson’s heart was pounding. His room was a disaster zone. A crime scene. A swirling hurricane of clothes, cereal bowls, and half-drawn comics. And now this smiley, folder-wielding daylight demon wanted PHOTOS? 








He raised his hand slowly. 








“Yes, Grayson?” Sunshine said, still beaming. 








“Um… what if we… forget?” 








“Oh,” Sunshine said, leaning in just slightly. “You won’t.” 








Grayson wasn’t sure if that was a promise… or a threat. 







         By the time the bell rang, his hands were shaking. His backpack weighed 40 pounds heavier with folders, planners, and fear. He walked out with Theo in silence. 










      “Bro,” Theo finally said. “I think Sunshine just soul-scanned my entire life.” 







       Grayson nodded. “If I survive this class… I’m never losing another pencil again.” 





Chapter 10:

 Health Class or Immortality Lab? 




The room smelled like disinfectant and doom. 



Grayson and Theo stepped into health class together, only to stop dead in their tracks. The lights were flickering slightly. A human skeleton stood in the corner wearing a stethoscope. Posters on the walls screamed things like: 







“PROTECT YOUR ORGANS!” 








“HEARTS DON’T HEAL FROM BURGERS!” 








“BRUSH LIKE YOUR LIFE DEPENDS ON IT—BECAUSE IT DOES.” 



And the teacher? 






         Dressed in a white lab coat with a pair of safety goggles strapped dramatically across his forehead, he stood perfectly still in front of the chalkboard that simply read: 








“WELCOME TO FOREVER.” 








“Um,” Grayson whispered, “is this… is this health class or a cryogenics lab?” 







      Theo swallowed. “I think this guy’s gonna ask for our blood types.” 







      The teacher suddenly turned around and smiled wide. Too wide. 







        “Welcome, students,” he said, voice silky and echoing just a little too much. “I’m Professor B. You can call me Dr. Forever. Because in this class… we are learning how. To. Live. FOREVER.” 








Silence. 








Then the teacher dramatically whipped out a clipboard. 







       “Let me clarify. Not through fangs and darkness—no, no vampires here. But through knowledge, through discipline, through daily servings of kale and twenty pushups before brushing your teeth!” 








April in the front row dropped her water bottle. 







       “We will learn about our minds,” he continued, pacing like a man unveiling a new secret society. “Our bodies. The chemicals within! The food we eat. The dreams we dream. The bacteria under your fingernails.” 








Grayson scratched his arm involuntarily. 







         “We must protect the body. It is the only one God gave you!” the teacher shouted, dramatically slapping his own chest. “It is your temple! It is your battlefield! It is your grocery store of destiny!” 







Someone coughed. 







       “Let us begin,” said Dr. Forever. “Let us go around the room. State your name… and your favorite vitamin.” 








     Frank immediately panicked. “Vitamin… C? Because, uh… oranges?” 








“Very citrus of you,” Dr. Forever nodded. 







       Jasmine went next. “Vitamin D. I like the sun. Not in a vampire way.” 







      April: “Vitamin B12… my mom said it helps with memory, but I forgot why.” 







      Theo was up. “Vitamin Z. It’s the one I take when I pretend to listen to people but I’m really asleep inside.” 








A few chuckles. Grayson’s stomach still churned. 








And then… it was his turn. 



He took a breath. 






      Everyone turned to look at him—ten heads, plus the skeleton. 







      “I’m Grayson,” he said, voice dry. “And my favorite vitamin is… the vitamin of going home after the last bell.” 



Silence. 







Then Jasmine snorted. 








Theo lost it—actually bent forward laughing. 







      April laughed so hard she accidentally launched a pen across the room. 







     Even the skeleton seemed to be grinning more than usual. 







       Dr. Forever paused… then nodded slowly. “Ah. Vitamin H-for-HOME. Perhaps the most powerful one of all.” 







     Grayson smiled. Finally. His chest felt lighter. Like maybe he was not being hunted by his own schedule anymore. Just… maybe. 







The bell rang. 





It felt like freedom. 







      “Next time,” said Dr. Forever, “we discuss sleep, and why your phone is trying to kill you.” 








Grayson blinked. “What?” 








But he was already halfway out the door. 





Chapter 11:

 The Final Bell Toll 




The hallway felt colder. 



Grayson rubbed his arms as he walked beside Theo toward their final class of the day—Reading. 







“You think this one’s normal?” Theo whispered, adjusting his backpack like a shield. 







     Grayson didn’t answer. The classroom door loomed ahead, black wood with frosted glass. The nameplate read: 








MR. DUNN 







      Then looked like it had been scratched into the plaque with a paperclip. 








Inside, the room was silent. 







Too silent. 







       Desks were perfectly spaced. The windows had blackout curtains. The walls were covered in… nothing. No posters. No rules. No hope. 
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