THE LOST CAMPAIGN
Written by Alex Block

ng down the rows of bunk beds towards the door.
eing expelled.” Detective Hart urged in mild frustration.

“Deal.” | pulled her in for a hug. She didn’t know it, but | h24
me the courage to enact it. The loud shriek of the warning bell kicked
had a few minutes to fulfill my end of the bargain.

Bursting through the doors of Riverside High, | dashed through the halls left and right
until | saw it: First Period Chemistry. The classroom door had already begun to shut. | sprinted
like a madman being chased by a dragon. Only inches from impact, | strafed through the door’s

an, and she just gave
me into high gear. | only
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small crack and into the classroom. | ushered a grand sigh of relief when | heard the bell ring
and the door shut behind me. Shiitake, Yes!!

“You're late again, Amanda.” An old man grumbled from his desk. That dream crusher is none
other than Callahan, my teacher. | assumed his ill-temper turned his hair gray.

the classroom before the second bell rings.” | picked that up from Hart.
eyes off the computer, he said, “My classroom, my rules.”

dent handbook.”
es like | know the back of my hand.” He asserted.

“Then le C know your hand.” | began pulling out a thick yellow book
om my pack.

e down as tardy if you take your seat,” and so, | got away with
it i [ @AMy bag, | skipped to my seat in celebration.
eerfully, V. m 0 y desk in a loud thud.
her pencil into the air.

was related to a leprechaun given
a neat ponytail. She has gotten
her face mask. "Ar-are you

pencil. Bg
that she’s

ready for t-todatys 1ab?”
“Only if we g8 to play with fire
“That's against 3k-school p
Your Volcano from the scid
clean up | had to do in detentigp?
“At least we know the sprigk
hard to tell with her face mask. PssSING8
you-*

mean pemembep
s the hours of

nllahan stole
out and imagine

“Alright class, today we will be learning absytheliilie
me. It’s fine. | can ask her later. This is usua 3
show, The Supernatural Adventures of Detectivendareerirg icker that wayO
Hart sacrifices her mind to a mindflayer to save her\gx-giiliriend, a e next, Bell i
up for today’s lab. | was excited to melt butter, margaring N@d candle w@sover a buns
until | got yelled at for running my fingers through the flang, VWhlile
the fire, | figured now was my time to ask Bell.

“Here, read this,” | slipped my message to her. After a glapce@Bell gave me a queasy
look. Uh, maybe | shouldn’t have written it while imagining disturbifg Witness intimidation stuff.
“Sorry. | mean can you meet at the tree house after school?”

“D-do we have to meet there? Not that it's nothing special! I-l mean it's highly
unstable and dangerous.” Bell nervously crinkled the note.

“I thought it would be fun,” | exclaimed. “I have a super cool surprise planned.”
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“I-I don't know. I have homework and studying and " Blah blah blah. There are always a
million reasons not to do something.

“Come on, Bell; it's Fri-Yay!” | swiped her agenda. Pushing everything onto Saturday, |
showed her, “You can skip today and hang with me.”

today with Bell saying, “What are you two doing? This doesn’t sound like
oice velled right over our shoulders.

Dancing Through Life?"” With
And one, two, three-

“Mandy, please don't break g again.” A small shaky
“Uh... yeah, uh | wasn’t plannindqxg brushed off.

doesn’t happen if you just let it pass by. y; one that is
aglll Devig

reparing for the number.

ice pleaded.
ay, fast fi
| of Ij

don’t let this opportunity pass you by again!

Bell was trying her best to be nice, so... it's fine. You can always tr\wagain on Monday when you
see her next. True, thanks Flanny. Now, if only | can get up without slipping. Curse my
butter-coated hands; stop sliding and just grip something.

“Need a hand?” Someone offered. Hovering over me was Callahan.

“‘Maybe.” | pleaded. Quickly, Callahan hoisted me up. “Thanks,” | griped while wiping my
dirty-buttery hands on my seam-ripped jeans.
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“Amanda, why are you in my class?” Callahan asked me. Ah yes, the after class private talk
where he asks the same questions and | give the same answers. | took a seat, anticipating this
to take a while.

“I got the grades to be here.” | muttered.
; ou lack the enthusiasm to learn unlike the rest of the class.” Acting calm, Callahan
«g‘@ pen between his fingers. “Your conflicted interest has become too much of a problem

of my students plan on attending Ivy League universities. If you want to
e-evaluate your time in high school.”

elp your friends be subsg

ey, | make cl%

I . And it seems e |
Irate gamy response\Ce
nd gthing has or wi

k -

d aga@waste of time: re about to end differently. Gathering
himsS{f S@&in,.he said ' i@imed his class. “Amanda, the principal and
guidance b or has gig@h meand your other Tbg i
you will followng dule

“Y-YouNgg D that!” | shrieked in fiery 1§

“Security wi\be®here to escort you to the office. ”
from Ms. Hannigan.” Tha{traitor! | should
been sleeping with Call&gan. | hate

“I don’t consent to s
to whistle, but all that came oB

“Okay, stop whatever that is tf
it’s not the end of the world.”

My anger erupted as | roared, "RO
| cracked the tile beneath my foot, the bu
into reality. Thank shiitake, they extinguished
have sworn | saw a shadow duck out of the doo .

“Amanda, cool it!” Callahan commanded in an ayth
responsibility and stop playing the role of the mentally disabled thie
act together and show up Monday as a different person. Understand?!™\g
realized there was no use in arguing; my fate was sealed.

Ominously, | gave Callahan a round of applause for thisWge. ngrats Callahan, you
win. However, don’t expect it to last. For |, Amanda Schuyler, alwa) ve an ace up my
sleeve.” | warned him.

“Please close the door on your way out.” Callahan sighed as he cautiously examined the nearest
bunsen burner. He was afraid to point it at his face.

“Oh, just you wait, Burr. Just you wait.” | smirked out the door.
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“Where’s my pen?” was the last thing | heard before the school bell rang for homeroom; |
was running late... again.

Luckily, Norbury was kind enough to let me in. How nice? It's as nice as the classroom
doors being d during classes. At least, | had a great time in math; | had the best nap in
| didn’t, but only because | found Callahan’s pen. It's hard to break old

st chance to invite Brad and Peter. | already blew it with Bell. |
Brad and Peter have to say yes, right? | do have ADHD, but we'’re

erch and wears it whenever he can to self-promote.
nice guy who befriended me all those years

“Uh, no thanks, bro. | dorN
“Tis no trouble at all.” | ass . chkly, | replaced my n
assignment and handed it back. “It mig grade toa B
One last time he sorely said, “Ma
think it'll raise my grade.”

“Thanks, bro. You're a lifesaver.”
“Anything for a friend,” | promised. Now that | had his\g
pay me back by coming to the tree house after school?”
“No can do.” Peter buried his head in his locker.
“Why? What do you have going on this afternoon?”
“I'm a busy boy. Gots videos to record and edit. ”
“As a Gamegler, aren’t you your own boss? Can you just put it off till tomorrow?”
“Nope. Last time | missed an upload, | nearly lost thousands of viewers to the
algorithm.” Peter grieved. Shiitake, that’s the thousandth time he’s used that excuse, but it's
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fine. I'm not mad. These aren't fist of anger; they’re fist of friendship. Blowing me off or setting
me aside is okay, especially now that we won’t have the same class. It's fine. It's Fine. IT’S-
“OW!"” Peter jumped out of his locker while suckling his finger. Then without thinking,
Peter tried to close his locker. The second his hand touched the metal, Peter flung it away,
howling “WH&IT HOT!! Locker, what did | ever do to you?!” While he was flailing his hand
aboujglikef@x pmething about me caught his eye. “Amanda, how can you lean against the

.” I shrugged. How could Peter burn his hand on his locker? It's not
-thought, a wonderful wave of heat warmed my back. “Actually, it

ar with the engine off and windows up.” Shiitake, that was an
forgot me in the back of his cop car.

why you find that so comforting.”

inking about lying down on a scorching hot coal walk.”
uld beg to differ. Just before my weirdness drove
ur way to class.

azing June
“Bro, | will

e just say yes? Gasp, | think he
u don’t know if he said yes for

“"Hey, RayRagerGames!
“Can you please do the thing?!”

“Heck yeah!” Peter hollered. E
my gut to do his loud, annoying iconic op
a selfie, which he happily posed for.

By the power of pushing and squeezing through the cro anaged to shrink the gap
between us. For a brief second, it seemed like | was going to makeNg Thtil time ticked to one
minute before the bell. It was then that huge waves of teens flooded the halls. Soon as they hit, |
was swept away in the tsunami of achene and body odor. Over and over again | was trampled
until the bell rang and the hall cleared.

Okay, so | didn’'t make it: no big deal. Picking myself up, | stumbled over and reached the
classroom. Locked: that’s fine. I'll just wave at Peter to let me in. Shouster, he’s hiding behind
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his hand again; Peter? Peter?! And the teacher just shut the window blinds. Grr, it’s fine,
Amanda. You're just overreacting. Thanks Flanny, | needed that. Oh, | forgot to introduce him,
didn't I? Sorry, | got carried away.

Flanny is my talking green flannel who cheers me up. That’s right, and Amanda, this

about him while | wait for the next period.
ine arts celebrity at our school. Gifted with a deep voice, Brad spent years

ce for any choreography no matter how outrageous. When not in
ize him as the big guy with baby blue eyes and beard as nicely

“Mey, you know ho

hard work, % ed me from doing the same thing

as Ricky.
Equally e C abe asserted himselfasa
‘leader’ and tries to tel - .Tha i inkle twinkle 'm a star.”

p their butt.”

was, Brad was also nice, but only if he liked you.
“Yeah, | guess you're right.” | agreed as his kind words
“That should be a fact at this point.” Brad quipped. Hey, while ha
might be a good time to get something off my chest.
“'m not sure if you noticed, but I've kinda been feeling neglected lately.”
“Uh huh.”
‘I mean, Bell’'s been either forgetting or canceling our tutoring sessions, and doesn’t talk

to me outside them.”

ot on his phone this
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“Uh huh.”
“And just today, Peter pretended not to know me. Could you believe it?”

“Uh huh.”
“Brad? Brad, can you hear me?” | sang that last part and almost all of Waving Through a
Window. Wheiillle didn’t sing along, | knew he wasn’t listening. He just sat there chin in hand,

admiging @ itting a few rows in front of him. Shiitake, not this again. Before someone

se pad out from under his elbow, knocking him down.

some good looking computer again.” | eyed his crush. “Brad, you
ant a relationship.”

closed them off; however, the
way from the world. | always
alone wasn’t so bad. I've
ight Flanny? Sure thing,

ight before she decided

tonight; all | need is the case file. Sprinting dow
Yes, | see it in the distance! It's right there and no

It's-it’s not here? Panicking after five seconds of s&g
it?! Where Is It?!! WHERE IS IT?!1II”

| jump-spun around to greet the handsome face of my teenage crudQ, a.k.a. Mason.

Mason had swoopy shiny black hair | always dreamed of running my fingers through. He
also had a mini firefly jar around his neck that was as cool as he was. As for the rest of his body,
it was fairly slim with a six pack under his shirt, or at least that’s what | fantasized is under there.
Mason was also a year older than me, which is great since | dig mature men.

“Hey, Mason. You look cute today.” | complimented.
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“Trashmanda, rivals of dark and light don’t complement one another.” Mason angrily
reminded me. Aw, he’s even cuter when he makes that I-hate-you-face.

“I can’t help it; your hoodie shows off your figure as much as those dark jeans show off
your butt.” | smiled at him.

“Re ose words once more and Ull break your arm in two.”
ould be the closest we’ve been to holding hands!” | excitedly squealed.
grumbled into his hands.
in common! For starters, our birthdays are on the same day. OH! We
e orphanage for the same reason: both our dads were brutally torn
according to his file). The fate of our moms is unknown. It’s like

“‘Aw, yau found it! Yo [ ; test rival a girl could ever have.” | rewarded
al vhich he rew [
: ses,” idden secrets do you stow in this infernal
folde ESI RESTED |
W1 have @en granted permi
is that?!” | &gd onag e
Quick ¥ . Mason scoffed, “Olive,
certain Hart woulthg€er entrust a mere low-down s
“Okay, | mayWave overheard gggonversation . atter about a certain
case. I'd figured that I'd\golve it and pe her. | may invi few friends to help
and if they want to continu® 0 af@rwards-"
“Llassic Dumanda idea; % led@iYou can work
can’t escape your true familial bondg. What se
descent?”
“Well, Brad and maybe Peter ad¢e
pathetic rebuttal.
“Degenera, to them and the masses, yo
spit upon. ” He chuckled.
“Detective Hart is not a whorish dyke,” | exchgim
just flirts the truth out of people. And Brad, and Peter 2%
investigate the crime scene tonight.”

“You'll be investigating alone as a trembling candle-fla
snuffed out by darkness.” Shiitake, he has such a way with wora?
“Mason, my handsome rival, ’'m Amanda Schuyler. Nothing\gCdres me.” | boasted.

“If that were the truth, why do you quiver at the sight of a measly pool? ”

Shiitake, | wish | knew him as well as he knew me. You think he likes s'mores? | bet he
does. “You got me. I'm aquaphobic, but I'm not nyctophobic, if you’re into that.”

“Never was, never will,” He grinned with wickedness highlighting his guyliner. Tension
between us spiked when he stared into my soul. “You know, the dark is a perilous realm. It forbids

D
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the light’s protection, thus it conceals the shadows as they stalk their naive prey.” Meanwhile, our
whole future together played in my head as | got swept up by his shiny, enchanting, gray eyes. |
didn’t wake until | felt an abrupt slap and saw Mason red in the face. “For once, could you behave
like a proper opponent and hate me as much as 1 hate you.”

hard. Throwing the binder at me, he howled, “Enough of these

childish ghge spend your meaningless existence elsewhere, like the library!”
“Wowr tidea.” | gratefully thanked him. As a detective, | needed all the

ources | coul\g & ason no matter what. It's why | always fell for his trust fall

ick where he “forgwts” Aw, painful memories.

ddenly our ey& ain felt the warmest feelings. Without thinking, | heard
out, “Do you Wan h this case? | could arrange it so it’s just you and
alone undgx a full harvest crazy to think he would say yes, but I'm

jou zevolting. I prawt yish you from this plane of existence.
; preRthan my incapable W&t g’ Mason cackled as he left my view.
It's... 1 here’s no reason to cry.. [

out the Library.

and low on every shelf, bu
proved to be of any help. All

newspaper about a bus crash. | Was gfi& W@k out when |I'heard-
“Mom, where are you?” Bel g through the bookcaseN.saw her pacing back and
forth on the phone. “I thought Sherloci g e was [ast mowth... Anothg

3 .. Okay, love-"W tearfipped dQlN
her face when she heard the long beat on thenpt . didn’t even finisl\haflsenteng@yor
i ( icd into her pasosuall

she read, “The Bestest Friend Award is hear by presenteg
she said, “Mandy, grammar.”

“You’re right.” | took the award back. “It should say, The Be?3 and Smartiest Friend
Award.” | rewrote the certificate and handed it back. Smiling Bell accepted it along with the
prize, a tissue. | sat by her as long as she needed me.

When she could speak without choking, she asked, “Is that offer still on the table?”

“Never took it off.”

Then for the first time in two years, Bell finally said, “yes.”
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