Anybody in There?
A Story written by Ms. Radlauer’s Language Arts Rotation

The rickety old four-story house stood on a hill all alone.  It was hard to see it because it seemed like late evening with dark clouds hanging low in the sky above the house.  Young Kevin Strang struggled up the hill carrying his heavy electric guitar in its case.  Kevin was headed for his first music lesson with the mysterious Mrs. Sunshadow.  In recent years, Mrs. Sunshadow had very few students because of the rumors about the bizarre disappearance of her rich husband, Spark Sunshadow.

The mystery of his disappearance during a night filled with fierce lightning, deafening thunder, and torrential rain was never solved.  The people of Bachston all said Mrs. Synestra Sunshadow took advantage of that horrible night to do away with her fat, wealthy, aged husband.  But no body was ever found, and there were no witnesses.  So no one could prove anything.

Kevin walked timidly toward the front door.  Before he worked up the nerve to knock, the door slowly creaked open.  Kevin waited.  Bats fluttered silently out the door.

“Hello?”  called Kevin.  “Anybody in there?”

Kevin waited.

“Hello,” answered a woman’s voice, “me, me, me, me.”
Kevin took a deep breath and stepped inside.  “Hello?”  he continued.  “Tell me who is in there.”

In the foyer, Kevin saw eight doors. Each one had a picture of a different musical instrument on it.  Slowly they began to open.

Suddenly, a low voice said, Me, me, me, me, me, me, me, me-ee-ee.”
Kevin asked bravely, “Who are you? Show yourself in there”


“Come in and see me if you dare”

“I won’t come in”


“I must insist”

“It’s scary”


“That’s the organist”

“Then what are you?”


“A friendly creature,”

“Tell me who”


“Your music teacher, here’s some Bach.  Come on let’s rock and roll”

Yodelady, yodelady, yodelady o

Magnum opus, quid pro quo

Yodelady, yodelady, yodelady o

Tempus fugit de facto
Whoa, Today we will be playing in a minor key

 Won’t somebody please come help me?
