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Introduction
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School started out like any other day. The students were sitting in their homeroom waiting for the announcements of the day. Among the students sat four best friends who loved to solve mysteries that occurred at the school. This has taken them on some interesting adventures during the school day.

In the small town of Tibbett, Ohio, there stood an ordinary school called United Middle School, with rolling hills and lush, growing plants surrounding it. The school was used for students during the day, but at night and on the weekends it housed community activities. The building was the color of fire-red, with tall glass windows and rows lined with lockers.

A typical day at United Middle School started with a loud bell telling students to go to their homerooms. Laughter and talking happened as students made their way to their classes. Friends were glad to be together, and teachers were sharing what was happening in their classes that day.

The four friends looked forward to each day. Each day brought another adventure for them to jump into. Jake, Emily, Amy, and Max lived right down the street from the school. In fact, their parents were neighbors. The four students were best friends and formed a close-knit group that loved to solve mysteries that happened around the school during the day and play together in the evening before it was time to go to bed. Because of their love of problem-solving, they earned the reputation as the school’s very own mystery solvers, known as the Young Investigators.
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JAKE IS A NATURAL LEADER of the group. He has a keen sense of justice and the ability to listen and collaborate with others. He is the glue that holds the group together. Jake is tall for his age, with a big mop of brown hair on top of his head, and he smiles a lot. He’s always the first to jump into action whenever he sees something out of place. But his leadership was never about being in charge; instead, he liked to have input from every member of his group, and his friends were very helpful in that respect. His friends knew they were better together than if they struck out on their own.

Emily is a very cautious and analytical person. She was always right by Jake’s side, helping him solve every single case. She has a knack for noticing details that others miss. Her cautious nature stems from a desire to be precise in all she does, and she is very thorough in her investigations. Emily’s dark eyes seem to see right through situations that others overlook. She can look at a puzzle and solve it right away, and she is also able to dissect information. Despite her tendency to be methodical, she embraces the group’s adventures, although it causes her to step out of her comfort zone again and again.

Amy is an imaginative dreamer and the very heart of the group. She sees the world through a lens of wonder, often envisioning things that aren’t there and making the most mundane things come alive. Amy’s vivid imagination and creativity often lead to solutions in their mysteries. She has auburn hair, always adorned with a colorful clip or ribbon that bounces as she walks through the halls, letting everyone know she’s there. She can lost in her thoughts as she goes about her day. Amy’s curiosity is boundless; she believes there is a mystery around every corner of the school, just waiting for her and her gang to solve.

Max is skeptical in the group. He’s practical and grounded, often questioning everything someone presents as a mystery. Max balances the team’s dynamics with his quiet strength, sturdy build, and calm demeanor. Although he’s skeptical at first, Max learns to trust the bond with his friends, relying on their support and guidance when they don’t know what’s happening around them.
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MIA TORRES—THE FEARLESS one. Always up for a challenge, she thrives on excitement and probably would chase an actual burglar just to see where they’re going. Is creative and comes up with unusual ideas.

Chip Bennett—the wildcard 2.0. Chip loves chaos, solving puzzles, and eating snacks mid-investigation. If there’s a mystery, he’s in it for the fun, not necessarily for the logic.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Case of the Snowflake Switch-Up
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Chapter 1: The Blizzard in the Hallway
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THE MOMENT JAKE STEPPED through United Middle School’s front doors, he stopped so suddenly that Emily bumped right into him.

“What in the winter wonderland happened here?” he breathed.

Paper snowflakes dangled from every light fixture, railing, and even the water fountain. The hallway glittered as if someone had shaken a snow-globe and forgotten to stop.

Amy tilted her head. “Um... I think we’re in the sixth-grade hallway.”

Max squinted at a banner overhead.

‘Welcome Eighth Grade Artists!’

He grinned. “Either we skipped a few grades overnight or somebody’s decorations are lost.”

Emily’s eyes widened. “Wait, these are Mrs. Bennett’s sixth-grade snowflakes! They were supposed to be in the other wing!”

Jake rubbed his chin. “Looks like winter’s having an identity crisis.

As they moved down the hall, it only got stranger.

A giant glittery dragon snowflake hung above the cafeteria.

The office door was covered in crooked blue icicles that spelled “Frozenthusiastic!”

And someone had taped a sparkly mustache onto the principal’s portrait.

Amy giggled. “Okay, that one’s art.”

Jake pointed to a snowflake near the trophy case. “Hold up. That’s Mrs. Shanks’s special one, the ‘gold star’ she keeps for the Art Fair showcase.”

Emily frowned. “Then what’s it doing here? It was supposed to stay in the art room until judging day.”

Max crouched and examined the floor. “And check this out; there is a glitter trail. It’s like a sparkly breadcrumb path.”

Jake nodded. “First clue. We follow the glitter.”

Just then, Mrs. Shanks rounded the corner carrying a box of blank construction paper.

When she saw the hallway, she gasped so loudly the box slipped from her hands.

“Oh..,my...snowflakes!” she cried. “They’re all switched! I spent two hours labeling them last night!”

Emily winced. “We noticed.”

Mrs. Shanks clutched her heart dramatically. “The eighth-grade masterpieces are in the gym! The sixth-graders’ paper chains are in the teacher’s lounge! And my golden snowflake is missing!”

Jake exchanged a look with the others.

“Don’t worry, Mrs. Shanks,” he said. “We’ll help figure out what happened.”

Mrs. Shanks blinked. “You four again? Why do I feel that every time I see you, something is either glowing, leaking, or missing?”

Max grinned. “Because we’re good at multitasking.”

Principal Thompson appeared at the far end of the hall, his snowflake scarf glittering with static. He stopped, eyes widening at the ceiling. “It’s... festive?”

Mrs. Shanks pointed upward. “It’s disastrous! The Winter Art Fair is in two days!”

Principal Thompson sighed, rubbing her temples. “All right. Nobody panic...”

A snowflake fell from the ceiling and landed squarely on his coffee lid.

He looked at it. “I said Nobody else panic.”

Jake stepped forward. “Principal Thompson, with your permission, we’d like to investigate. We already found glitter trails and misplaced pieces.”

Principal Thompson gave a tired smile. “Fine. But please, no crawling through vents this time.”

Amy whispered, “No promises.”

Emily crouched again. “Look, there are tiny wheel marks in the glitter. It looks like it could be from a cart.”

Jake nodded slowly. “Custodian cart?”

Amy added, “Or the art club’s rolling supply bin.”

Max leaned closer. “Either way, someone moved these after hours.”

Jake grinned. “Then let’s find out who was rolling around the halls last night.”

Mrs. Shanks groaned. “Please do it quickly. I can’t teach art appreciation under falling paper snow.”

Chapter 2 — The Glitter Trail Leads to Lunch

The lunchroom buzzed louder than a snowblower.

Students laughed, traded cookies, and dodged falling paper snowflakes fluttering from the ceiling vents.

Jake, Emily, Amy, and Max stood in the doorway, staring down at the silver trail that glimmered across the cafeteria floor.

Amy grinned. “It’s like a sparkly road to mystery land.”

Max squinted. “Or to the janitor’s closet.”

Jake leaned closer. “The glitter gets thicker near the serving line.”

Emily jotted in her notebook.

Clue #2  Glitter trail continues from hallway to cafeteria. Possible connection: custodial equipment or art supplies transport.

Amy sniffed the air. “Also possible connection: pizza.”

Max patted his stomach. “We can follow clues and the lunch line. Efficiency.”

They crept past the tables toward the kitchen doors, trying not to draw attention.

Jake crouched near a patch of glitter by the milk cooler. “See this? It’s mixed with paint flakes.”

Emily frowned. “Blue paint. Like the art club uses.”

Amy pointed toward a rolling cart near the corner. It was dusted with silver glitter and, oddly, snowflake-shaped stickers.

“That’s Mrs. Honey’s serving cart,” Max said. “She uses it for the hot chocolate station.”

Jake tilted his head. “Then why does it look like someone used it to haul art supplies?”

Mrs. Honey, the lunchroom manager, appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. “Well, if it isn’t the United Mystery Squad! Come to solve the Case of the Missing Mashed Potatoes?”

Jake smiled. “Not this time. We’re tracking down misplaced snowflakes.”

Mrs. Honey’s eyes twinkled. “You mean the sparkly invasion all over my floor? I swept up three handfuls of glitter this morning. I thought it was part of the holiday cheer.”

Emily held up her notebook. “Do you remember seeing anyone in the building late last night?”

Mrs. Honey thought for a moment. “Hmm... just the night custodian rolling his cart toward the gym. Oh, and one of the art club students came by to borrow scissors. The tall one with the red streak in her hair.”

Amy nodded. “That’s Zora Mills. She’s in eighth grade.”

Max jotted dramatically on a napkin, “Suspect #1: Zora the Scissor Borrower.”

Jake smiled. “That’s not an official title.”

Max shrugged. “It could be.”

As they turned to leave, Amy spotted something stuck to the bottom of the hot chocolate machine.

“Hey, what’s this?”

She peeled off a glitter-speckled sticky note. The writing was faint but visible:

“Switch complete – at 11:42 p.m.”

Emily’s eyebrows shot up. “That’s... specific.”

Jake studied it. “Someone documented the moment they finished swapping the decorations.”

Amy’s  eyes widened. “So it wasn’t an accident. It was on purpose!”

Max frowned. “But why switch them? What’s the point?”

Jake tucked the note into his pocket. “That’s what we’re about to find out.”

As they turned to go, Mrs. Honey called out, “Oh, and you might check the gym! The night crew mentioned setting up snowflake banners in there for tomorrow’s fair.”

Jake grinned. “Gym it is.”

Amy groaned. “If we find glitter in my lunch again, I’m switching schools.”

Max smirked. “You’d miss the excitement.”

Amy sighed. “And the cookies.”

Back in the hallway, Emily reviewed her notes. “So we have a glitter trail, a sticky note timestamp, and witnesses: the custodian and Zora from the art club.”

Max nodded. “Next stop, the gym.”

Jake smiled. “Let’s see what kind of snowstorm hit that side of the school.”

Amy flexed her fingers dramatically. “Ready for fieldwork.”

Max grinned. “You’re holding a spoon.”

Amy pocketed it. “Investigator’s tool. Dual purpose.”

Chapter 3 — The Gym of a Thousand Snowflakes

The gym doors creaked open, and the Young Investigators froze.

Jake let out a low whistle. “Whoa.”

Emily blinked. “That’s... not how it’s supposed to look.”

Amy covered her mouth to hide a laugh. “It’s beautiful. And completely wrong.”

The entire gym had been transformed into a snowstorm gone wild.

Snowflakes of every size and color covered the walls, bleachers, basketball hoops and even the scoreboard.

But none of them matched.

Neon green shapes dangled beside gold stars. Glittery paper chains wrapped the bleachers like winter vines.

And right in the middle of it all, a cardboard cutout of Principal Thompson wearing a Santa hat hung crooked from the ceiling.

Max grinned. “Now that’s school spirit.”

The team wove between tables set up for the upcoming Winter Art Fair.

Students’ projects sat neatly labeled, but above them, chaos reigned.

Emily took notes. “So far, we have sixth-grade work mixed with eighth-grade banners, and someone’s science poster covered in fake snow.”

Amy plucked a blue snowflake off a table. “This one has a tag. It reads, ‘Maple Creek Community Center.’ Wait... that’s not our school.”

Jake raised an eyebrow. “The Maple Creek Center? That’s across town!”

Max frowned. “So... we didn’t just get our own decorations mixed up. We got someone else’s too.”

Emily added, “Which means this wasn’t just a switch. It was a delivery mix-up.”

Jake grinned. “And that, my friends, is the clue we needed.”

Amy flipped the tag over. “It’s stamped with last night’s date and the initials ‘T. D.’ for the driver who dropped it off.”

Max jotted on a napkin (again):

Clue #4 — Wrong-school snowflake with delivery tag marked T.D.
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