
The Physicist Detective vs. the Criminal Defense Lawyer


Meet Professor Raymond Marylowe—flamboyant theoretical physicist and self-proclaimed “world’s greatest private detective.” Armed with absurd logic and bizarre applications of physics, he can theorize anyone into guilt—no matter how innocent they are. Wrong and humiliated often, uncertain never.


Follow him on a globe-trotting adventure through seven cases, as he attempts to tackle impossible crimes, outwit phantom thieves, duel secret spies, uncover mythic treasures—and face his most baffling mystery yet: romance, with a woman as much of a chaotic wildcard as he is.

But in every shadow lurks his sworn nemesis, the worst nightmare of every detective: an elite criminal defense attorney, who vows to defend all criminals Professor Marylowe accuses, no matter how guilty…


1. Magician 1




Professor Marylowe and the Blind Illusionist

The Mayor waved at the audience, as he stepped onto the stage to a sea of applause.


“Thank you, thank you!” said the Mayor. “I’m honored to be your host tonight. Our first performer is someone you all know, and in fact a personal friend of mine! He’s one of only five disciples of Madame Camille Nocturne—the greatest escapist of our generation! That is, until her magic show went wrong and she died in that horrible accident a year ago. And you may also know that earlier this year, the other four disciples also died one after another, in more or less the same fashion. Do you know what that means? That means our performer today is the only surviving member of the legendary Nocturne lineage of magic! Please welcome—Jasper the Blind Magician!”


The audience applauded again, and the Mayor exited the stage with a smile. The red curtains had stayed closed throughout the speech, but now they slowly began to open.

But when the curtains opened wide enough, the audience was met with the most horrifying sight they could imagine… Many gasped. Some screamed.


In the center of the stage, the magician’s body hung in mid-air, swinging from the chandelier by his neck. Jasper the great magician had hanged himself on stage!



“He… he’s still moving!” someone stood up and shouted. “He might still be alive! Get him down, Miss Lowry! Lower the chandelier!”



“I… I’m trying!” said a woman on the side, frantically pressing buttons. “The mechanism must be stuck!”



“That’s my twin brother! Do something!”



But the woman must’ve pressed the wrong button, because the chandelier suddenly dropped all at once, crashing through the wooden platform with the magician’s body in tow. The entire room plunged into darkness, as the only light source was destroyed.


If the magician had still been alive, he’d surely be dead now from the fall!

✽✽✽


It was a quiet Friday afternoon in Imperial College’s Physics Building when someone’s rapid footsteps broke the silence. A strong man, wearing a police badge on his trench coat, was running through the corridor on floor B. He reached room B250, where a sign read: “Raymond Marylowe, Associate Professor in Theoretical Physics.” Without knocking, he burst in.



“Marylowe! Detective? Where are you? Scotland Yard needs your help!”


The Inspector knew that if he was lucky, he might find the young professor giving a speech to his students. But today was not one of those lucky days. Marylowe was nowhere to be seen. The Inspector only found two graduate students working at their benches—one a young man in his early 20s, looking excited; the other a young woman about the same age, looking exasperated.


“Inspector Buffett?” said the young man—the Inspector knew him as Andrew. “Is there a new case?”



“Yes! How did you know?” said the Inspector. “A performer just died on stage at the Central Playhouse!”


“Really? Was it murder? Some kind of impossible crime?”


“I don’t know the details. I came straight here when they told me about it, because I knew I wouldn’t be able to do anything without his help anyway. And where is he?”



“But you know as well as we do,” said the female student—the Inspector knew her as Alison—“that he’s almost never here! We’d like to know where he is too!”



“That’s right, he could be anywhere,” said Andrew. “Lecture theaters, parks, schools, or even churches. Have you tried using your police resources to locate his phone?”



“I tried, but we couldn’t find it,” said the Inspector.



“He’s been wrapping his Nokia in aluminum foil,” said Alison. “So nobody can disturb him. But wait, look at police reports from the past few hours! Can you do that?”


The Inspector took out his phone and started scrolling through a list of reports. The two students came to look over his shoulder.


“There!” they both said at once. “That one looks like him!”



“It does match his description,” said the Inspector. “But just in case it’s not him, I still need some physicists to help me. Could you come with me?”



“I’ll go! I’ll come with you!” said Andrew. “Let’s go find him, Inspector!”



“I’ll pass this time…” said Alison. “But good luck to you both…”


✽✽✽


“Look here, Year 12!” says I. “Look at this pencil. It looks perfectly straight! But what if I put it in this beaker full of water? Only one way to find out… Look! Do you see it? It bends! Like it’s snapped in the middle! But it’s not snapped, because if I take it out—look at this! Can you believe it? It becomes straight again!



“Now, I want you to pay attention to this part. See what happens if I put this glass rod in the beaker… Look at this! What happens? The glass rod disappears! It’s miraculous! It’s like it became invisible! I know what you’re thinking—is this a miracle? Is this magic? But no! It’s science! It’s the power of physics!”



“Oh my God, the police are here! Finally!” a student calls out from her seat, looking at the front door. “Officer? This lunatic—” she points at me—“he just came out of nowhere and started lecturing us, and it’s been THREE HOURS! And he wouldn't let us leave! Please, Officer, take him away!”



“Marylowe, finally I’ve found you!” Inspector Buffett from Scotland Yard walks up to me in a few big strides and grabs my hands. “There’s an impossible crime at the Central Playhouse. We at Scotland Yard need your help! We need your knowledge of physics to solve it!”



I glance at that student from earlier. She looks at us open-mouthed, no doubt she can’t believe what she’s seeing: not only is the police officer not here to arrest me, but he’s in fact asking me for help. I turn to Inspector Buffett. “Don’t worry, Inspector. You already went above and beyond your duty just by coming to me, Professor Raymond Marylowe, for help. Consider your case solved already! Alright, Year 12, class dismissed! And Inspector, please lead the way!” says I as the Inspector and I begin to walk out.



But when I’m at the door, I stop in my tracks and turn to look at the class, as if suddenly remembered something. “Oh, by the way, that one of you who tried to have me taken away by the police: go write a 100,000-word report on the refraction of light, to be handed in tomorrow. I’ll have this officer arrest you if your work is not satisfactory.” With that said, I walk out of the classroom.



My grad student Andrew is waiting outside. “Professor!” says Andrew. “I helped the Inspector find you! Please, take me with you on this case! I want to learn from you!”



“That’s not a problem, Andrew! I’m glad you’re so keen on applying the power of physics to real-life problems!” I turn to Inspector Buffett. “There’s no time to lose. Inspector, take us to the crime scene at once!”


✽✽✽


We arrive at the Central Playhouse in the heart of the city. Walking past the reception, we step into a large, brightly lit theater with at least two thousand seats and two levels. They must’ve evacuated the audience, because only a handful of people remain. We walk down the stairs toward the stage, where some police officers have secured the crime scene and are now taking pictures or questioning witnesses.



It’s a bizarre scene. Looks like a chandelier has dropped and crushed through the floor, making a huge hole in the middle of the stage. There are broken pieces of wood and glass all over the place. They’ve already retrieved the victim’s body and covered it with a blanket.



“Inspector!” says a police officer, who I know is Inspector Buffett’s right-hand man, Monroe. “You’re here!”



“Ah, so you’re Inspector Buffett!” one of the civilians steps forward. “But what took you so long?”



“Wait, you’re the Mayor!” says the Inspector. “What brought you here?”



“I’m here to host the show,” says the Mayor. “I also personally invited Jasper tonight… How horrible… I can’t believe something like this would happen… But truthfully, I had nothing to do with all this. When am I free to leave, Inspector?”



“You can all go when Marylowe here says you can,” says Inspector Buffett.



“Marylowe?” asks the Mayor. “Who is he?”



“That’d be me, Professor Raymond Marylowe,” says I, shaking the Mayor’s hand. “A theoretical physicist at Imperial College. Well met.”



There’s a moment of silence. Then a few people start to murmur. “What?” “A physicist?”



“A civilian?” asks the Mayor. “How is he going to help, Inspector?”



“He’s also a detective,” says Inspector Buffett. “He’s solved countless cases for me. You’ll just have to trust him.”



“Really?”



“Don’t worry,” says Andrew. “You’ll see, my Professor is the best detective in the world. He’ll find the culprit within minutes!”



“Come on, Andrew. You flatter me,” says I, waving at Andrew with a smile. Then I turn to Officer Monroe. “Officer, could you fill us in?”



“At 2 o’clock sharp,” begins Officer Monroe, “they opened the curtain for Jasper’s magic show, only to find him hanging from the chandelier. And Rowan here said he thought the magician was moving…”



“I’m Rowan, a ship captain,” says a civilian in a navy uniform, stepping forward. “I’m actually Jasper’s twin brother. And yes, I thought he might still be alive, so I asked Miss Lowry to lower the chandelier.”



“I’m Miss Lowry,” a woman steps forward. “I work on the stage crew. I tried to lower the chandelier… but I think the mechanism was stuck. Anyway, when it finally moved, it didn’t just lower smoothly. It dropped all at once.”



“It might be the added weight of the body?” says Andrew. “Like it overloaded the pulley system?”



“It could be. Anyway, the chandelier fell and smashed through the floorboards. Everything went dark, and it took us a minute or so to turn on the other lights.”



“We then rescued Jasper from underneath the debris,” says Rowan. “But alas, he was already dead.”



“In fact,” says Officer Monroe, “the coroner’s report shows he died from hanging, so by the time they saw him, he was already dead. And we found this note in his inner pocket. Look.”


He shows us a note, which reads:


I hope this pays for my sins. I’m really sorry about everything. But I can’t do this anymore.



“And it’s in Jasper’s handwriting too. Now, Jasper went into the backstage area alone, and nobody went in or out of the stage after him. So we think he must’ve climbed onto one of those steel beams on the roof, then onto the chandelier, and hanged himself.”



“So it’s a suicide?” says Inspector Buffett. “Then why did you even call me here?”



“But it can’t be suicide, Inspector…” says Andrew. “This is Jasper the Blind Magician! The last disciple of Madame Nocturne! Don’t you know them?”



“No.”



“Madame Nocturne was a legendary magician who died a year ago,” explains Andrew. “Jasper was a former theater performer, but he was disfigured and blinded in an accident. Then Madame Nocturne took him in as her disciple. The thing is, her other four disciples also died… within just the last few months! It’s too much of a coincidence.”



“What?” says I. “So it’s serial murder?”



“It has to be!”



“Then it’s urgent!” says Inspector Buffett. “We must find the murderer right now, before they strike again!”



“Well, Jasper was already the last disciple of Madame Nocturne. I think they’ve run out of victims…”



“Then that’s even more depressing,” says I. “But don’t worry. I’ll avenge them. To be honest, I already know who the murderer is.”


Everyone freezes and looks at me with their eyes wide open. It takes them a moment to process what I just said. The Mayor is the first to speak.


“Wait, what?” says the Mayor. “Professor, are you saying that you’ve been here for less than five minutes, and you already know who the murderer is?”



“That’s right. To be fair, it’s quite obvious. Both the identity of the murderer and the method of murder.”



“But… how is that possible!?” says Rowan. “Just based on what you’ve heard so far, you already deduced everything?”



“And from the way you said it,” says Miss Lowry, “sounds like the murderer is right here?”



“Wait, Detective,” says the Mayor, “you don’t happen to know something we don’t, do you?”



“Not at all,” says I. “Like I said, just based on what I see here and what you told me, I’ve already deduced everything there is to know about the murder.”


“Really?!”

“I told you he’s the best detective in the world!” says Andrew. “Professor, show them your reasoning!”


“Very well,” I begin my deductive reasoning. “First of all, when it comes to a series of murders, we must always consider the possibility they’re inspired by nursery rhymes.”



“I see!” says Andrew. “So it’s like Ten Little Indians in And Then There Were None. Every line of the nursery rhyme describes a death! But it could also be a poem or a song that inspired the murders—in fact, it could be anything!”



“Not in this case,” says I. “Because I’m sure these murders were based on a nursery rhyme. Not only that, I also know which one it is.”



“Which one is it?” asks everybody at once.


I clear my throat, and then sing loudly in a beautiful singing voice:


“One, two, three, four, five,
Once I caught a fish alive, ♪
Six, seven, eight, nine, ten,
Then I let it go again! ♫”



Everybody is stunned for a moment, before they were able to grasp the deep connection between the seemingly innocent nursery rhyme and the horrible murders. “I see!” they finally say.



“I see now!” says Andrew. “‘One, two, three, four, five’ means the five deaths in the past year! And ‘six, seven, eight, nine, ten’ means—”



“The killer’s going to kill five more people!” says Inspector Buffett. “It’s not over yet!”



“But what does ‘once I caught a fish alive’ mean?” says Officer Monroe. “And the last line?”



“They don’t mean anything except to rhyme,” says I. “But they give us crucial clues as to who the murderer is! And that is—” I point at someone in the audience—“and it’s you, Rowan! Because you’re a ship captain, and only you would know so much about a nursery rhyme about fish!”


Suddenly, everyone turns to look at the captain.


“Wh-What!?” Rowan seems paralyzed in shock, his mouth hanging open. No doubt he didn’t think I’d find out his crime so quickly. “That’s ridiculous! I’m the last person who’d want to kill Jasper! I’m his twin brother!”



“That’s exactly why it could only be you,” says I. “Now, apparently nobody went in or out of the stage before Jasper’s death? So there’s only one possibility: Jasper climbed onto the chandelier and hanged himself! But we all agreed it can’t be suicide. So someone must’ve made him do it… and only you could’ve done that!”



“How? How could I have done that?”



“It’s a genius method. First of all, think about this. Jasper was alone backstage, so how did he get around, if he’s blind?”



“Well… he just could,” says Miss Lowry. “It’s his spatial memory. Once he got used to the layout of a place, he never had a problem getting around.”



“That’s it. That’s what Rowan took advantage of to set a death trap for Jasper! First, he sneaked into the stage last night and re-arranged all the furniture and everything. Now, for a normal person, that wouldn’t be a big deal. But for Jasper, that changed everything! The familiar backstage now suddenly felt alien. He couldn’t find his way around anymore! So, he had no choice but to ask Rowan for help, because his brother was the one person he trusted most.



“So Jasper called Rowan on his phone. ‘Rowan!’ said Jasper in an urgent voice. ‘I don’t know what’s happening! Nothing’s where it’s supposed to be, and I’m lost! There are only three minutes before the show starts, but I can’t find my way to the stage! You’re the only one I trust, so please help me!’



“Feigning kindness, Rowan told him:



‘Ah yes, Jasper, they did a renovation recently,’ said Rowan in a deceptively sweet voice, a sinister smile on his face. ‘But you have nothing to worry about. I’ll tell you the new way to get to the stage. Just take five steps forward and three steps to the right. You should feel a doorknob. Do you feel it?’



“Jasper did what he was told and found the doorknob. ‘Yes! Now what?’



‘Now, open the door and go through it… then hug the wall on the right, keep going forward… that’s it, keep going, and you should feel a ladder. Now climb the ladder all the way to the top.’”



“Wait a minute,” says Inspector Buffett. “But that’s not the way to the stage! That’s the way onto the metal beams on the roof!”



“That’s exactly right! That’s all part of Rowan’s murderous plan! But Jasper didn’t know that. Maybe deep down, he was asking questions. After all, why did he need to climb 30 feet up a ladder just to reach the stage? But since it’s his own brother telling him, he believed it.”



“He must’ve been pretty desperate to believe something like that…” says Miss Lowry.



“Because it’s ‘blind trust,’” says Andrew.



“And so, Jasper started to climb,” I continue. “At the top, Rowan spoke again. ‘Jasper, as you climb onto the top, you should feel a metal beam. Do you feel it? Now climb onto the beam, and walk five steps forward, then turn right and walk another seven steps. Watch your footing, the beam is very narrow.’ Jasper did it and arrived directly above the chandelier. Rowan continued: ‘Now jump down. Trust me, it’s safe!’



“Still not suspicious, Jasper took the leap and landed on top of the chandelier. ‘Now what, Rowan? Am I at the stage yet?’



‘Not yet, we’re almost there. Squat down, and at your feet there should be a rope. Can you feel it?’ In fact, Rowan had sneaked into the stage last night and attached a rope with a noose on top of the chandelier, just for this moment.



‘Yes, I found the rope!’ replied Jasper.



‘You’re doing great, Jasper. Now, at the end of the rope, you should feel a loop. Do you feel it?’



‘Yes, I feel it!’



‘Excellent. Now put the loop around your neck and tighten it.’



“Jasper did it, still having no clue it was a death trap. ‘Alright, I’ve done it. Now what?’



‘You’re doing an excellent job, Jasper. We’re almost there,’ assured Rowan in a smooth voice. ‘Just one final step. You just need to take one more leap into the air! The stage is right below you!’



“And so Jasper took a leap. But… never in a million years would he have imagined what happened next… that instead of getting on the stage, the rope tightened around his neck, and he was immediately hanged to death…”



Everyone’s gone pale, shocked by the grim truth of Jasper’s death.



“But… that’s so horrible!” says the Mayor, eyes filled with tears. “Jasper… my friend!”



“How could you do this, Rowan?” shouts Inspector Buffett. “How could you betray your brother’s trust like this?”



“What? I didn’t!” says Rowan. “Look, everyone, I know this looks bad. But… what about that suicide note we found in Jasper’s pocket? Remember? ‘I hope this pays for my sins. I’m really sorry about everything. But I can’t do this anymore.’ How do you explain that?”



“Yeah, doesn’t that sound like suicide?” asks Officer Monroe.



“It’s a fake,” says I. “Because in fact, Rowan forged that suicide note. Here’s how he did it: One day, Rowan pulled Jasper aside and asked him, ‘Jasper, do you still remember the incident? You still owe me. And I haven’t forgiven you yet. However, you’re my brother, so I will forgive you… if you just write me a very sincere apology letter. And then I want you to keep the letter in your shirt pocket at all times, to remind you of it.’



“Jasper immediately broke down crying. ‘Thank you, Rowan. Thank you so much for forgiving me for the incident. I’ll go write that apology letter right now!’”



“I think I missed what ‘the incident’ is, Detective,” says Inspector Buffett.



“I don’t think he said what it was,” says Miss Lowry.



“Is ‘the incident’ important to understanding the case?” asks Andrew.



“No, it’s not important,” says I. “Although, it might be why Rowan hated Jasper so much to want to kill him. Anyway, the important thing is that Jasper then wrote an apology letter that read: ‘I hope this pays for my sins. I’m really sorry about everything.’”



“I see. So it’s not a suicide note, but an apology letter!” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. But Rowan knew it’d look like a suicide note. That’s all part of his plan!”



“But wait,” says Rowan, “what about the last sentence? ‘But I can’t do this anymore’? How is that part of an apology letter? That’s clearly a suicide note!”



“No, that was written later. Actually, it was written seconds before Jasper’s death. As he was being hanged, he decided to write a dying message that’d point us to the murderer. And that’s what the last sentence was about.”



“Dying message? What sort of message is this? It doesn’t look like a message to me!”



“That’s because it’s written in code. Take a look at the first word, everyone. It says ‘But.’ You might think you know what it means, but you’re thinking in English. But Jasper wasn’t thinking in English here, he was thinking in Maltese, the language of Malta! He must’ve picked up some Maltese in his travels. And in Maltese, ‘but’ means ‘pocket.’”



“What, pocket?” says Inspector Buffett. “So the actual message is…”



“That’s right. The magician wanted us to look in his pocket, because that’s where we’d find this note. Now let’s look at the second word, ‘I.’ Not much can be said about this word. But let’s look at the third word, ‘can’t.’ It’s actually a misspelling. He meant to write ‘capt.’—short for ‘captain.’ But his hand slipped, so the ‘p’ looked like an ‘n.’ He was writing mid-air, after all. So it looked like ‘can’t.’”



“I see. And by ‘captain’...” says Inspector Buffett, “he must mean Rowan! Because he’s the only captain here!”



“That’s right! He was pointing us to Rowan as the murderer!”



“But what about the next three words?” says Officer Monroe. “‘…do this anymore’? What do they mean?”



“They don’t mean anything, just some random words that came to him by chance. Remember, the magician was delirious when he wrote them, since he was about to die. And anyway, with his dying breath, he folded and put the letter in his pocket, to match the ‘but’ message. Then he died for real…”



Everyone goes silent as we imagine, in sorrow, the magician’s last moment.



“But if he had the energy to write the letter,” says Rowan, “couldn’t he have just escaped? My brother was one of the greatest escapists in the world!”



“Yeah? How good was he?”



“Now that I think about it,” says Andrew, “he’s really good. Let me show you a video of Jasper’s performance, you can be the judge.”



He shows us a video of Jasper’s performance, and we’re all shocked.



“Wh-WHAT?” I shout, stepping back. “He… he survived all those? But how? It’s physically impossible!”



“It’s magic!”



“That won’t do, Marylowe!” says Inspector Buffett. “If he could survive something like that, he’d definitely survive a simple hanging!”



“Wait, okay,” says I. “Wait a minute… everyone, if that’s the case, it means things are even worse than we imagined! Because you, Rowan, you must also know your brother was a great escape artist. So instead of using the phone call to get him to commit suicide… you strangled him yourself!”



“Now that’s just impossible!” says Rowan. “I was sitting in my seat the whole time, over there. There were tons of people around me who could vouch for me.”



“Don’t play dumb! You know as well as I do that even sitting there in the audience seat, there’s a very simple way you could strangle him.”



“What?” says Inspector Buffett. “But there’s so much distance between them, and there’s the curtain in the way too.”



“There’s still one way. In fact, there’s an instrument he could use to strangle someone from a considerable distance away and over the curtain, all without drawing attention to himself.”



“Really? There’s something that incredible?”



“That’s right. It’s also something very lightweight and easy to carry. It doesn’t have any metal either, so he could easily sneak it past security in his backpack.”



“But that’s so convenient! That’d make the perfect murder weapon!”



“That’s right. The best part? It’s also easy to buy from any fishing shop. It’s also something he, as a ship captain, has plenty of practice with. Because it helps him catch fish out in the ocean.”



“But… please just tell us what it is!”



“It’s impossible!” says Rowan. “I bet he’s making it up. And no such thing exists!”



“Yes, it does.” says I. “What the captain used… was very simply…… a fishing rod.”



“What? A fishing rod?” exclaims Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right,” says I. “So, when the performance was about to start, Jasper was standing in the middle of the stage here. And Rowan, all the way back in his seat, could still strangle him to death just by casting the fishing rod.”



“How could I strangle him just by casting the fishing rod?” asks Rowan.



“You simply cast the line upward, made the line go over the metal beam near the roof, then let it drop down to where Jasper was standing. And since you had good aim, you made the line wrap around his neck a few times.”



“I see, so it’s like he lassoed the victim,” says Andrew, “except using fishing line instead of rope!”



“I see now,” says Inspector Buffett. “Because he’s a ship captain, he could’ve easily done that!”



“That’s right.” says I. “Anyway, while Jasper might be able to escape a regular rope around his neck, fishing line was too thin, too tight, and too strong—because it’s designed to catch very big fish. And Rowan is very skilled at using it. Now, all he needed to do was turn the reel crank to shorten the line. That way, he lifted Jasper into the air by the neck. That’s how he hanged him. And it just so happened that nobody around him noticed Rowan turning the reel crank.”



“How come nobody noticed it?” asks Rowan.



“They must’ve been too distracted by the performance,” says Inspector Buffett.



“That must be it, because I was delivering a speech just then,” says the Mayor.



“And once in the air, the magician was completely helpless… and so he’s eventually hanged to death.” I end on a sad note.



“But… that’s even more horrible than before!” says the Mayor.



“When we saw him,” says Miss Lowry, “I thought he had a rope around his neck though, not a fishing line…”



“But you only saw the corpse for a few seconds, didn’t you?” says I. “Can you really tell whether it’s a rope or a fishing line? Here’s what actually happened: Rowan actually tied a rope to the chandelier yesterday, and nobody noticed it because everyone just thought it was a stage prop. Then he pressured you into dropping the chandelier before anyone could see clearly what was going on. That way, nobody is certain if Jasper was hanged by a rope or a fishing line. I know, it’s genius… it’s the perfect crime.”



“Professor, I think there’s a difference, though,” says Officer Monroe, “between someone hanging to death and being strangled to death by a fishing line. In hanging, most victims don’t die of suffocation. They die because their neck gets snapped. Which is actually what happened here. So he must’ve been dropped from a height.”



“Really?” I ask. “Is that true?”


Inspector Buffett and I go to where the body is and lift the blanket covering it.


“It’s true!” says Inspector Buffett, also seeing what I see. “His neck is broken!”



“Wh-What?” I take a few steps back in shock. “So… that’s what happens when you’re hanged?”



“Don’t worry, Professor!” says Andrew. “I also didn’t know that!”



“Me neither,” says Miss Lowry. “Although you’d think a detective would know it…”



“So Jasper wasn’t hanged by a fishing line after all?” says Rowan. “Which means I can’t be the murderer? Can I go now?”



I squint at him for a while, then raise a finger to point at him. “Not so fast. There’s still a way… You… you duped us from the beginning, didn’t you? Because if you two were identical twins, then there’s no way for us to know who’s who anyway. That’s right. Everyone all thought you killed Jasper… but I see what’s really happening now. It’s actually the other way around, isn’t it? You’re Jasper, and you killed Rowan. Is that not right?”



“WHAT?” everyone shouts. “He’s actually Jasper?”



“WHAT?” says Jasper. “So… so I’m actually dead?”



“No!” says Andrew. “He meant you’re the murderer!”



“But… hang on, you’re saying I’m Jasper pretending to be myself? But Jasper’s blind and disfigured, and I’m not!”



“No, you did plastic surgery,” I respond. “And the reason you’re not blind… that’s why you killed your brother to begin with! It was to steal his genetically matching corneas, so you could restore your own vision!”



“Corneas?” says Jasper. “But corneas don’t even have to be genetically matching!”



“My guess is you weren’t happy with the quality of corneas from random donors, so you wanted the best ones from your own twin brother.”



“But all your deduction is based on that nursery rhyme, remember?” says Jasper. “Didn’t the nursery rhyme say the killer was a fisherman? But if I was Jasper and I was a magician, that should’ve ruled me out immediately!”



“No, you were inspired by Phantom of the Opera.”



“What?”



“That’s right.” I begin my deductive reasoning once more. “Jasper started in theater, and it was his dream to star in Phantom of the Opera as the Phantom. But then his dream was crushed when he got disfigured. That’s when he decided… if he couldn’t be the Phantom in the show, he’d become the Phantom in real life! That’s why he strangled Rowan to death, just like in the show. He even sabotaged the chandelier so it’d drop, which also happens in Phantom of the Opera.”



“So all the other killings were Phantom-inspired too?” says Miss Lowry. “If I remember correctly, they were all strangled or suffocated to death…”



“Yes, Jasper was recycling the murder methods from Phantom, because there aren’t many unique methods in the show anyway.”



“I see,” says Inspector Buffett. “That makes perfect sense. But then, how did Jasper get his brother to hang himself without anyone noticing?”



“It’s easy. Now that we know the murderer is a magician, there are a lot of things he could’ve done. For example, he could’ve used hypnosis—to plant suggestions in Rowan’s subconscious so he hanged himself…”



“Hypnosis?” interrupts Jasper. “My brother never performed hypnosis! He’s an escapist! And hypnosis performances are mostly staged anyway!”



“Okay, then you used floating magic to levitate the dead body to the top of the chandelier…”



“What? That’s even more staged! It needs a whole crew to pull off, I know that much!”



“Really? I thought they were all real. Alright, then you simply strangled your brother to death and then used a pulley system to get the body up on the chandelier. So you basically used the power of physics.”



“I already told you that’s impossible!” says Jasper. “How many times do I have to tell you? I was in my seat the whole time!”



“Dammit! Jasper, you… you…” I breathe in and out deeply, pointing at him. “You have an answer prepared for everything, don’t you? Or so you think?”



“But his alibi is way too perfect to be true!” says Andrew.



“Exactly! I bet you’ve no idea that the more you struggle… the more suspicious you seem!”



“But what did I do exactly, huh?” says Jasper. “How about you explain it? Explain how I could’ve killed my brother while sitting in my seat!”



“You… you… you…” I point at him, my hand shaking. “… you used your magician’s marionette skills and controlled Rowan’s body like a puppet, didn’t you!?”



“WHAT?!”



“That’s right. You first put him to sleep, then you used a few pieces of string to tie up his hands, neck, and feet. You did this before he went backstage. In fact, for the whole day, you were sitting in your seat, using strings to animate him like a puppet! And you got his unconscious body to climb onto the chandelier and hang himself!”



“Strings again!?” shouts Jasper. “And where are the strings now!? There are no strings anywhere!”



“No, you got to the body and removed the strings!”



“YEAH?” shouts Jasper. “How could I have done that without leaving my seat? ANSWER THAT, PROFESSOR!”



“Everyone!” I step forward and declare, “Let’s not forget Jasper was blind! As the chandelier dropped, what happened to the light source in the room? It was destroyed! The whole theater went dark! So everyone in the theater temporarily lost their sight! It’d take at least 30 seconds for human eyes to adjust to the dark. But for Jasper, since he was already blind, he didn’t need to adjust! He could move around immediately without any problem!”



“I see, it’s because his other senses are very heightened,” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. Just imagine, while everyone else saw pitch darkness… for him, in his mind’s eye, it was like the room was still brightly lit!”



“So that’s what blind people see in their mind’s eye!”



“That’s right.” I continue. “And so, in the 30 seconds after the chandelier dropped, nobody around Jasper could see a thing! So he used this to his advantage. He left his seat and very quickly sprinted to the body, then cut all the strings with a pair of scissors. Then he gathered the strings, ran around the stage, out to the back alley, and handed the strings to the garbage man outside, destroying the incriminating evidence.



“After that, he sprinted back, remembering what he was here for in the first place. That’s right—he killed Rowan to get his corneas and restore his own vision. And right now the corneas were still fresh, it was the best time to harvest them! So Jasper ran back to the body again, put on a pair of surgical gloves, and carefully peeled off Rowan’s corneas, then put the corneas into his own eyes. He blinked a few times. The new corneas fit perfectly. His vision was restored!”



“I see,” says Inspector Buffett. “And that’s why he can see now!”



“That’s right! But of course, there’s an issue with this surgery. His clothes and surgical gloves were all stained with blood. So he quickly changed into clean clothes, then ran out to the back alley and handed the bloody clothes to the garbage man. And finally, he ran back to his seat, then acted like nothing had happened. But to be able to do all this in the darkness? Only the blind Jasper could’ve done it!”



“I’ve heard enough!” says Inspector Buffett, pulling out his gun and pointing it at Jasper. “The evidence is stacked against you. What do you have to say for yourself!?”


Jasper is at a loss for words. He must have trouble believing his so-called perfect crime was exposed by me in an instant. He looks crestfallen, and eventually sighs and lowers his head.


“To tell you the truth,” he says in a low voice, “I did not kill Jasper. Nor did he kill me. In fact… he’s not actually blind. He’s faking it. And so, there’s no reason why he’d want to kill me.”



“Wh-WHAT!?” Everybody, including myself, is shocked beyond belief! Inspector Buffett even drops his gun in surprise. “He was faking blindness!?”



“Yes. And I have his medical report here with me as proof.”



We check the report, and indeed it’s true… Although disfigured, Jasper was never blind! All this time he was just pretending. We all ask Rowan why Jasper would fake something like this, and he replies that it’s Jasper’s stage persona, it’s all part of the performance. But then, it means he never needed to steal anyone’s corneas, and there was no motive for anyone to commit murder. Plus, the murder method wouldn’t work either. And so, I see that I have no choice but to admit the captain is innocent. I then decide to survey the crime scene some more, searching for more clues.



“Wait a minute,” says the Mayor. “Does this mean that Professor Marylowe, the greatest detective in the world, has just made a mistake?”



“What do you know about crime-solving?” says Andrew immediately. “How could Professor Marylowe ever make a mistake? In fact, he’s doing precisely the right thing here. This case hasn’t been solved yet, how could you so carelessly find the true culprit? Have you ever heard of a single instance where they caught the culprit halfway through a case? It’s unheard of. In fact, it’s a sign of true intelligence and very good judgment that he avoided catching the true criminal. The first person we suspect always has to be innocent. Otherwise there’s no point. Like there’s no point explaining it to you right now.”


He keeps on blabbering, giving everybody in the room a headache. I put everything in the back of my mind, squat down beside the dead body of the magician, and begin to examine it more closely than I did before.


2. Magician 2




Professor Marylowe and the Blind Illusionist (Part 2) 


I lift the magician’s eyelids and find signs of burning in his eyes. I then smile at this discovery.



“Everyone, this is just as I expected: the murder weapon was not fishing line or rope, but laser. Jasper was killed by a laser-shooting robot.”



I’m met with silence. Andrew walks up to me and whispers, “Professor, I’ve never heard of a single instance where the culprit was a robot. You must be careful not to break the rules of deductive reasoning!”



“Andrew, your problem is you think there are rules to being a detective. Really, there are no rules. Have some faith. As the greatest detective in the world, I know very well what I’m doing.” I stand up to face everyone else and raise my hands to grab their attention. “Everyone, I’ve finally figured out what really happened. Rowan was right—Jasper wasn’t actually blind… until right before his death!”



“What? What do you mean?” asks everyone.



“Allow me to recount to you what really happened in the final moments of the magician’s life! You see, five minutes before his performance, Jasper went to the backstage area behind the curtain, waiting for his turn to perform. But then, a robot silently approached him from behind.



‘Hello, Jasper,’ says the robot in a deep, mechanical voice. ‘Or should I say… goodbye?’



“Jasper heard it, but he did not seem surprised. He only scoffed. A part of him must’ve known this day would come. ‘There’s a sign over there, you know,’ he said without turning. ‘Performers Only.’



‘But I am a performer. I make people disappear.’ The robot takes a step closer. ‘And tonight… it’s your final vanishing act.’



‘Be careful what you wish for.’ Jasper chuckled dryly as he reached into his inner pocket, where he kept his playing cards. ‘Some vanishing acts are permanent.’



‘Funny. Madame Nocturne and her four protégés said the same thing,’ said the robot. ‘But then, all five begged before they died. Will you?’



‘No. But before the night’s out, you’ll be begging… for your life!’



“In the blink of an eye, Jasper turned around and threw his playing cards like ninja stars at the robot. But to his surprise, the robot did the same, throwing cards at him! The cards met in mid-air and all got deflected. Jasper didn’t expect this, but he recovered quickly. He took out his magician’s dueling cane, and the robot did the same. The two then started a fencing match. They went back and forth for a while. Neither gained a clear upper hand.”



“And I thought the robot only shot lasers,” says Andrew. “But apparently it knows martial arts as well.”



“Has science gone too far?” says Inspector Buffett.



“The two went back and forth like this for a while,” I continue, “until eventually, Jasper was exhausted. He fell to his knees, ready to admit defeat… But then, he suddenly made a shocking discovery! That’s right, turns out we’ve all been fooled! Because… the robot… was not a robot at all! It turned out to be a mirror!! And Jasper was fighting his own reflection the entire time!!”


Everybody is dumbfounded by this sudden turn of events. They all stare at me with their mouths hanging open, unable to speak.


“I see now!” says Andrew first. “That’s why neither of them could hit the other, it’s because Jasper was fighting his own mirror image!”



“That’s exactly right!” says I. “The poker cards and fencing moves simply bounced back, because they hit the mirror!”



“I can’t believe I was fooled!” says Inspector Buffett. “Just who is this killer?”



“Only one person could’ve created a mirror like this.” I point at someone in the crowd. “And that’s you, Miss Lowry! What do you have to say for yourself?”



Miss Lowry is so shocked that she almost loses her balance. “Wh-what?” She stares at me, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, like she’s struggling to get the words out. It takes her a moment to regain her composure. “Me? What did I do? Professor, surely you’re joking. Doesn’t everyone have a mirror or two at home? Why did you single me out as the suspect?”



“And I don’t understand, Detective,” says Officer Monroe, “how could she have used mirrors to commit murder anyway?”



“Everybody has mirrors, true,” says I. “But to kill Jasper, it required a special kind of mirror that only she—the stage manager—could’ve obtained, and that is a one-way mirror!”



“What!?” “A one-way mirror?” “What is that?” asks everyone.



“A one-way mirror is something that looks like a mirror from one direction, but transparent from the other,” I explain. “Miss Lowry went a step further. She made a rectangular box out of six one-way mirrors, where it’s all transparent on the outside, and mirrors on the inside. Then, she only needed to put the box out in the sun. Sunlight would then be able to enter the box, but once inside, the light would be trapped by the mirrors, and could no longer escape outside. So basically, light would only enter the box but never get out, it’d builds up more and more until it became extremely intense, like a laser.”



“I see,” says Andrew. “It’s such a genius design.”


[image: A box made of one-way mirrors, used to trap light.]





“That’s right,” says I. “Now, when Jasper realized his opponent was only a mirror, he was furious. So he punched it with his fist and broke it. But once the box was broken, the incredibly concentrated light trapped inside was released—and instantly blinded both of his eyes. So yes, ironically, Jasper was blinded for real this time. But he didn’t actually want to live his life blind, so he wrote a suicide note and hanged himself. And finally, when Miss Lowry crushed the chandelier, that was no accident either. She did it deliberately to destroy the mirror. So the broken glass from the chandelier would get mixed with the broken glass of the mirror, destroying the evidence!”



“She thought of everything!” says Inspector Buffett. “She’s indeed a criminal mastermind!”



“Wait a minute!” says Miss Lowry, stepping forward. Incredibly, even though I just exposed her method of murder, she still looks unfazed. It’s astonishing to me how shameless she is. “I’ve heard enough. Your deduction doesn’t even make sense! You don’t even know what a one-way mirror is, do you?”



“What is this woman talking about?” I point at Miss Lowry and ask the others.



“The one-way mirror you described doesn’t even exist!” says Miss Lowry, hands on her hips. “That’s not how one-way mirrors work! Even though it’s called a one-way mirror, it’s not actually a mirror on one side and glass on the other. It’s the same material on both sides!”



“Same material on both sides?” asks Andrew. “Then how come it reflects light on one side and is transparent on the other?”



“That’s a misconception! A so-called one-way mirror is really just a pane of glass that reflects some light, but not all of it. So when the room is brightly lit, the mirror reflects more light and looks like a real mirror. But if the room is dark, it looks like glass. Anyway, it all depends on the lighting conditions! And what you described is totally unphysical!” She’s practically shouting now. “Seriously! And you call yourself a physics professor!? How could you not know something so simple and basic!? Just what sort of physicist are you?!”



“To be honest, I don’t really understand what this lady just said,” says Inspector Buffett. “But she looks very sure of herself.” He pulls out his gun and points it at me. “Marylowe, you idiot! You made a mistake again, didn’t you!?”



“Why, Professor?” wails Andrew. “Why did a theoretical physicist like you have to pretend to understand real-world applications of physics anyway? Now you’re getting humiliated by a theater worker? Your reputation is ruined!”


The crowd starts chatting among themselves, no doubt talking about how I supposedly made a mistake. I look at the Mayor and Officer Monroe. Both lower their heads to avoid my eyes.


Ha, so do they really think that I, Professor Marylowe, would ever make a mistake? “Ha ha ha,” I cannot help but chuckle at this ridiculous notion. “Ahahaha, hahahahahaha,” then I can’t contain my laughter, and start laughing uncontrollably. “Ahahah, AHAHAHHA, AHAHHAHAHHAHAHHAHHAHA!!!!!!”



“What’re you laughing at? What’s so funny?” asks Miss Lowry. Everyone else also goes quiet and looks at me with worried expressions.



“Marylowe has gone mad!” says Inspector Buffett.



I point at Miss Lowry and stop laughing. “Ahahahaha if you cover one side of the mirror with an invisibility cloak that’d be a one-way mirror right!?”



“Invisibility cloak!?” the whole crowd shouts in unison.



“That’s right! Exactly! Put an invisibility cloak around one side of the mirror, then that side would look transparent! But the other side’s still a mirror and so that’d be a one-way mirror hahahahaha am I right!?”



“You bastard!” Inspector Buffett grabs Miss Lowry by the collar and starts shaking her back and forth. “Your murderous plan has been exposed! Now hand over the invisibility cloak! Hand it over NOW!!”



“What!? No! No I don’t have it I don’t have it! I swear it wasn’t me I swear I didn’t do it IT WASN’T ME I SWEAR! HELP! HEEELLLLP!!! Arrrgh, wait—wait a minute! Where could I have gotten an invisibility cloak? And why would I want to kill Jasper!? No—let me go, help—!!!”



“You probably stole it or got it from somewhere,” says I. “And you killed him to mimic Phantom of the Opera. Alright, enough chit-chat! Officer, cuff this criminal and throw her in jail, right now!”



A few police officers lift Miss Lowry up and start to carry her outside. But just then, there’s a loud voice coming from somewhere above.



“ENOUGH OF YOUR FAULTY LOGIC AND FALSE ACCUSATIONS!”



Everybody stops in their tracks and looks up to where the voice came from. There’s a man standing on the edge of the second-floor balcony. He’s carrying some sort of machine on his back.



“And who might you be?” I look up and shout.



“You don’t remember me, Marylowe?” the man shouts back. “And you, Buffett?”



“Do you know him?” the Inspector asks me. “Do I know him?”



“I have no idea who he is,” I reply.



“All right, let me properly introduce myself!” says the stranger. “You can call me the Janitor, because I cleanse the world of its filth! And I am the Vice President of the renowned Anti-Private-Detective Agency!”



“What!? Anti-Private-Detective Agency!?”



“Correct! APD for short! And we’ve made it our life’s mission to stop all private detectives and sabotage all their investigations! All private detectives deserve to be eradicated! But you, Marylowe? You’re the worst of them all! This woman isn’t even the culprit!”


“Yeah? Prove it!”


“Listen up! Madame Camille Nocturne didn’t die by accident like most people believed! In fact, her five disciples worked together to kill her, just to steal her notebook—where she wrote all the secrets of the magic she invented! That’s how she died!



“However, she foresaw this, and she already plotted her own revenge! You see, she deliberately wrote some fake and dangerous magic tricks in her notebook, and if anyone tried to perform them, they’d easily get themselves killed! That’s how the other four magicians died. They brought it on themselves. It’s a victimless crime!”



“But that’s not how Jasper died! He died before his performance!” shouts Officer Monroe.



“He killed himself! I figured out he was faking blindness, so I blinded him for real—with my laser! Then he had a breakdown and killed himself! Hahaha! He was too smart to fall for his mentor’s trap. But out of everyone, he’s the one who deserved to die the most! His whole career was built on a lie! Because he faked his blindness to get sympathy and popularity! Do you think that’s fair? That while real artists are struggling, a fraud like him ended up becoming rich and famous?”



“How is that not fair?” says I, smiling at the people around me. “Sounds like he’s exactly the kind of person who would be rich and famous!”



“If you really think so, then you deserve to die just as much as him! But don’t worry—you’re next! Professor, do you see the machine I’m carrying? It’s my invention—a portable, nuclear-powered Generator! It’s connected to the laser cannon I have in my hand! I used it to blind Jasper, and now I’m going to use it to blind you as well!”



“No!” Andrew says, stepping in front of me with his arms wide open. “If you want to hurt my Professor, you’ll have to get past me first!”



I smile and give Andrew a pat on the back. “I’m very proud of your bravery, Andrew. And you, Janitor,” says I to the stranger, “save your empty threats for someone else. With this much distance between us? I bet you have no idea how difficult it is to align a laser—”



There is a sharp, intense pain in one of my eyes, which turns out to be his laser burning through my pupil and frying the chamber in my eyeball. I cry out in pain and fall to the ground, clutching my injured eye. “ARRRRRGH! MY EYE! MY EYE!!”



“Professor!” “Marylowe! Are you okay!?” People surround me from all sides, shouting at once.



“He’s getting away,” says Inspector Buffett. “He’s getting away! Marylowe! Go stop him! I need your help!”



“Arrrrrrghh… no…” I cry out in agony, my hands over my eye. “No, noooooo, my eye…”



“What’s the matter with you!?” Inspector Buffett pushes through the crowd and kneels beside me. “Let me see your wound.” He forcefully moves my hands away and looks at my injured eye.



“How… how is it…?” I manage to whisper between sobs. “Am I…”



“You’re fine, Marylowe! It’s just an eye! Now hurry up and help me catch him!”



“What? No.” I flinch away from him. “Leave me alone…”



I try to resist, but he drags me up and pushes me in the direction the Janitor escaped. That makes me fall off the stage and my head hits the ground with a loud thud, breaking my nose and knocking loose some of my teeth in the process. I cry out in pain again. This time it’s too much to bear, and I pass out.



“Professor!” People all around me started yelling and running toward me.



“Dammit!” Inspector Buffett took off in pursuit. He ran as fast as he could to the fire exit, chasing after the criminal who fled upstairs. Soon the Inspector reached the top floor—but he was stopped by a door made of steel bars. On the other side stood the man called the Janitor.



“It’s over!” Inspector Buffett drew his pistol and aimed at the criminal. “Give up now or I’ll shoot!”



“Not so fast, Inspector!” the Janitor said, opening a window leading outside. “Can’t you smell it!? You see, before I came down there, I drenched the floor with gasoline! By now the air is saturated with gasoline vapor! If you shoot me, it’ll cause an explosion that’ll collapse the whole building and kill everyone downstairs! I’m going to escape now from this window, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me!”



“Dammit, I knew it!” cursed Inspector Buffett. “I knew I wouldn’t be able to do anything without his help! But this isn’t over, Janitor! Even if we the police might not be able to do anything… know that no matter where you run off to, Marylowe will never stop hunting you!”



“Just as well! I’ll be waiting!”



And so, the Janitor escaped through the window. Inspector Buffett called for backup to search the block, but by then it was too late, the Janitor had already vanished. However, the Inspector knew, deep in his heart, that it wasn’t over—that the Janitor, and his nuclear-powered Generator, would soon make their return. Perhaps even before long!


Book I—The Thief

3. Phantom Thief 1




Professor Marylowe vs. Lynx, the Phantom Thief 


The laboratory of Associate Professor Raymond Marylowe was located in Room B250, down a quiet corridor of the Physics Building at Imperial College London. It’s a spacious room, with workspaces for the two graduate students, Alison and Andrew. But most of the room was completely off-limits to anyone except Professor Marylowe himself.



The professor’s lab was stacked full of all sorts of devices and apparatus—oscilloscopes, beakers, lasers, cloud chambers, liquid nitrogen tanks, and crates of unidentifiable materials covering every table and shelf. Alison had no idea why a theoretical physicist needed any of these devices, or even a laboratory at all. In any case, she never saw Professor Marylowe do any experiments. In fact, even though he was known as a brilliant physicist and the youngest Associate Professor in the department, Alison rarely saw him do any work. Most of the time, it was just her and Andrew in the lab. And today, only her. The lab also didn’t usually get visitors, except delivery people who kept transporting even more stuff. And—of course—Inspector Buffett.



“Marylowe, Marylowe!!” Inspector Buffett barged into the lab. And today, he even brought guests—three of them, all following closely behind. “Dammit, he’s still not here! Alison, did you see your professor?! There’s another case!”



“Are you kidding me?” asks Alison, eyeing the three strangers. “After last time? You really think he wants anything to do with you again? What is it this time, is it dangerous?”



“No, it’s not a murder, only a theft! Listen, we absolutely must find him as soon as possible! Will you help us?”



“Fine… He’s been ghosting me for weeks, and I really need to talk to him about my research. You’re in luck too, I think he’s delivering one of his lecture series nearby…”


✽✽✽


“Now, let H = M union F,” says I as I write on the blackboard in front of the classroom, “and define ‘romantic pursuit’ R as a subset of the product H tensor H. Then (a, b) in R wedge (b, a) in R defines the symmetric pair ‘relationship’. We can equally define ‘marriage’ as a bijection R₁: M ↔ F. Simple enough, right? So why do people say relationships are complicated? Because it gets complicated very quickly as we introduce more parties! For m₁, m₂ in M, f in F, let’s define (m₁, f) in R wedge (m₂, f) in R wedge [(f, m₁) in R vel (f, m₂) in R]. Can anyone tell me what this is??”


Nobody responds. The students stare at me blankly. I tap the blackboard a few times.


“Come on, Year 6, this is very easy. Who was it that told me you already knew all about sex-ed and didn’t need to learn more? Clearly you don’t know anything!”



Still no one responds. “All right,” says I, annoyed, “I’ll start over! Pay attention this time!”



Some students groan as if in pain. One student with thick glasses tentatively raises his hand. “Um… Professor? Is it a… love triangle?”



“Yes! Exactly!” I point at the boy. “Finally, there’s someone in this class who understands love and relationships!”



Instead of cheering for the student who got the right answer, the whole class bursts into laughter and starts making fun of him somehow. The student with glasses blushes and lowers his head. I’m about to continue the class when the bell rings. Only then do I notice a group of people standing near the door, and it looks like they’ve been waiting for a while. I see Inspector Buffett, Alison, and three strangers.



“All right, class dismissed! Keep working hard!” says I, while nodding at the group. They approach me and greet me. Of the strangers, there’s a normal-looking older gentleman, and the other two are serious-looking men wearing black suits and sunglasses, who come to shake my hand.



“Professor Marylowe,” says the first man, “I’m Special Agent Adler, and this is my partner, Agent Smith. We are two active agents working for the FBI and CIA. We came here at Inspector Buffett’s recommendation. To be honest, we were a bit skeptical at first. But that lesson you just gave… Oh my God, you’re truly one of the greatest intellectuals of our time. You might be just the person we’re looking for.”



“What is it, Inspector?” I ask. “Since when did you start working with the FBI and CIA?”



“I’ll explain,” says the older gentleman. “I’m the one who called the police. My name is Mr. Graham, I’m the curator of the Central Museum. And… it all started yesterday, when I received this letter!”


He holds up a letter. It reads:


Hide your valuables! I’ll come to this mansion tomorrow morning at 7:30 AM, and I’m going to steal your most valuable possession!


—Lynx, the Phantom Thief.


“Have you heard of the name?” asks Agent Adler. “Lynx? He’s the reason we’re here. This is a criminal we’ve been trying to hunt down for years!”



“No, never.”



“Me neither,” says Mr. Graham. “And I seriously underestimated him! After I got this letter, I hid all our valuables in the safe in my bedroom, and I was guarding it at 7:30 AM. But then… the alarm rang out, and it was from the basement! That’s when I remembered—we still have a safe box in the basement! It had my museum blueprints, and a bunch of cash and trinkets of my wife.



“But when I got there, the safe box was cracked open. The thief stole all the valuables, as well as a single blueprint! And now that I think about it, that blueprint is indeed more valuable than anything else I have in the house! Because it shows the layout of the North Wing of my museum…”



“So his plan must be to break into the North Wing of your museum? Do you know what he might be after?”



“It’s easy to guess, he’s no doubt after my most treasured collection! Professor, do you know the famous pirate captain, Blackbeard?”



“Of course. Edward Teach, better known as Blackbeard, was a notorious pirate who operated in the West Indies throughout the 18th century, specifically during the 1750s. He was prophesied to be killed by a one-legged man, who was in fact the dreadful pirate captain Hector Barbossa. So, to save himself, Blackbeard embarked on a journey to search for the fabled Fountain of Youth. And while he succeeded in finding it, he was killed by Captain Barbossa’s poison and Captain Jack Sparrow’s treachery.”



“What? Unbelievable…” says Mr. Graham. “I didn’t expect a physicist like you to also know so much about history!”



“A physicist must know everything there is to know. But tell me, what does Blackbeard have to do with the collections in your museum?”



“You have no idea, Professor… As a matter of fact, my most treasured collection is the diary of Blackbeard himself! It even contains a map to the Fountain of Youth!”



“WHAT?” I exclaim. “The diary of Blackbeard with a map to the Fountain of Youth, which can cure all diseases and even grant immortality? But I thought all the maps were destroyed!”



“No, there’s one last surviving map,” says Agent Adler. “The one Mr. Graham has. And that must be what Lynx is really after: to find the Fountain of Youth!”



“I see. Then there’s no time to lose,” says I. “Hurry, Mr. Graham, Inspector—take me to the crime scene at once!”


✽✽✽

We arrive at a large mansion on the outskirts of town and step out of the car onto a cobblestone walkway, right beside a fountain.


“You know, I’m surprised you still want to solve crimes after last time,” says Alison to me. She said she wanted to talk to me about her research after this, so I let her tag along.



“We all have a divine duty in life, Alison,” says I. “And that’s to do our jobs as best we can. The day I can’t do mine? That’s the day my life loses its purpose.”



“Well said,” says Agent Adler. “You’re full of surprises, Professor. I can’t wait to see how you handle this case.”



We head into the mansion and walk straight into a heated argument in the living room. There’s an older woman, a butler in a tuxedo, two maids, a man who looks like a doctor, a gardener, and a young boy.



“Is it just me,” says the older woman, pointing at the butler, “or is it a little too convenient that Mr. Greene called in sick yesterday and today? Right when the theft took place?”



“How could you suspect me, Mrs. Graham?” the butler replies. “I’ve been serving your family for 30 years! If anyone’s suspicious, it’s Alice!” He points at one of the maids. “We hired her just last month, and within a month something’s already stolen? That’s suspicious!”



“Me? No, it’s Amelia!” says the maid, pointing at the other maid. “Her car’s about to be repossessed! She needs the money more than anyone!”



“Me? No way! I swear it’s Dr. Winthrop!” says the other maid, pointing at the doctor. “He’s even got a stethoscope just for safecracking!”



“Don’t be ridiculous,” says the doctor, pointing at the gardener. “If that’s the case, Mr. Adam should also be a suspect. He has all the tools to force open the basement door!”



“Looks like everyone’s a suspect!” says Inspector Buffett.



Mr. Graham sighs. “Now you see why I needed help? I don’t know who to trust anymore! Alright, everyone, calm down for a second!” He steps forward and raises his voice. Everyone quiets down and turns to look at us. “You can stop pointing fingers now, because I brought some detectives with me!” He gestures toward our group and quickly introduces us.



“Oh, cool! Detectives!” says the young boy, who had stayed quiet through the whole argument. “I’m Oliver. I don’t work here, I just deliver newspapers. Yesterday, a man in a car gave me that letter from Lynx and told me to bring it to Mr. Graham!”



“That man must be Lynx!” says Inspector Buffett. “Do you remember what he looked like? Or the license plate?”



“That won’t help, Inspector,” says Agent Adler. “Lynx is too smart to leave obvious clues like that. And he’s a master of disguise, he can even change his appearance.”



“In that case, Mr. Graham,” says I. “Will you show us the crime scene?”



“Of course. The safe’s in the basement,” says Mr. Graham. “The basement door is locked at all times. It only opens with my palm print from both outside and inside. There’s no way the thief came in through the basement door.”



“Is there a window down there?”



“Well, I’ll show you…”



He leads us all downstairs, opens the basement door, and we step into a small storage room filled with boxes and piles of documents. In one corner sits a small safe, its door half open. There’s also a narrow window high up on the wall, just above ground level from the outside.



“The window’s barred,” says Mr. Graham. “But even without the bars, it’s too narrow for anyone to crawl through. And right after the alarm went off at 7:30, I came down to check this room, then I went out to check the yard. Since it’s been so cold this year, the yard’s covered in snow. But there were no footprints leading to the window. I even took pictures.”


He shows us a few photos taken that morning of the snow-covered ground outside the window.


“Wait,” says I, peering at one, “zoom in there… look at that. There are some kind of marks in the snow.”



“Looks like bird tracks, honestly,” says Alison.



“So… basically a locked room?” asks Inspector Buffett. “Only you can open the door, the window’s too small, and no one even got near it?”



“Yes… One more thing, do you see that alarm on the ceiling? It goes off if anyone comes into the room. And that’s what triggered at 7:30 this morning.”



“I see. It’s a microwave radar detector,” I look up, nodding. “It triggers when the radiation is disturbed. It’s quite an old-school setup.”



“Wow, you know so much!” says the newspaper boy, Oliver. “It’s so cool being a detective! I bet you’re smarter than all the police.”



“Haha, thank you!” I lean down to look at him, smiling. “That’s because I’m also a physicist. Do you like physics?”



“Oh yes! We don’t have physics classes at school yet, but I’ll definitely take it when I’m in senior high!”



“Really?” I beam at him. “How old are you now, Oliver?”



“I’m 12! And I want to become a physicist and a detective just like you when I grow up!”



“Oh wow, that’s so amazing, Oliver!” I keep smiling, then straighten up. “Too bad you’re going to miss out on the rest of your adolescent years, because you’re going to a detention center!” I point at him. “It’s over, Oliver! You’re Lynx the Phantom Thief, aren’t you!!?”



“WHHAATT?!”



The others are all shocked, looking from me to Oliver for quite a while before speaking. “What!? You… you already figured it out?” “And it’s Oliver…?” “It’s him?!”



“But… he’s a kid!” says Inspector Buffett.



“And didn’t they say they’ve been tracking the thief for years?” asks Alison. “How could Lynx be a kid?”



“It’s true! Professor?” says Agent Adler, stepping up to stand before me and Oliver. “He can’t be Lynx. We know Lynx can change his appearance to some degree, but even he couldn’t disguise himself as a kid!”



“No, it’s possible,” says I. “He must be a yoga practitioner, so he somehow rearranged his bones to appear smaller.”



“Oh, I see,” says Agent Adler, nodding. “If he’s a yoga practitioner, then it’s a different story.”



“Wait, what?” says Alison.



“But I didn’t do anything!” says Oliver. “All I did was deliver a letter! Why would I want to steal stuff?!”



“Why would you want to deliver newspapers?” says I. “You must be really desperate for money.”



“I want a new PlayStation!” says Oliver. “And my parents said I had to earn it myself. And I’m almost there! It’s not even that expensive, just a few hundred quid.”



“A few hundred…” says Inspector Buffett. “Would someone stage such an elaborate crime for just a few hundred pounds?”



“Of course. He practically just admitted his guilt. And so, everyone, let me explain precisely why he committed the crime.”



I walk to the center of the room and begin my deductive reasoning. “You see, everyone, a PlayStation is far from the end of the story. Video games themselves are also very expensive. Most people, like Oliver, aren’t very good at them. So he died a lot in those games. And so he bought a lot of continues to keep playing. And he wanted to get good, but that required even more money, because he died and died and died, so he had to buy even more continues and extra lives to keep playing.”



“I’m not sure that’s how video games work these days,” says Alison.



“I’m pretty sure it is. He also bought a lot of level-skips and ad-skips to avoid all those annoying ads, which cost even more money.”



“That’s not how PlayStation works at all!” says Oliver.



“Fine, but to be honest, it doesn’t matter since he didn’t have a PlayStation anyway. Which is why he had to resort to expensive real life games as substitutes for video games. So he started playing pinball…… then claw machines… Ferris wheel… ring toss… balloon darts… shooting galleries… bumper cars… swings… monkey bars… tug-of-war with other kids… building sandboxes… and those cup-and-ball games with street hustlers… where they show you three cups and a ball and let you guess which cup has the ball… and he loses money every time…”



“I see,” says Inspector Buffett. “He’s totally addicted.”



“Does he even have time for school anymore…?” asks Alison.



“And before he knew it, he had a huge debt piling up. That explains why he started this part-time job to deliver newspapers. But of course, that didn’t pay very well. And so, desperate, he started to look for shortcuts… he had to turn to crime.”



“Well, I’m not surprised he’s motivated by greed,” says Agent Adler. “But how did he steal everything?”



“It’s easy, everyone. He got in through the small window. He simply dislocated his bones so he could squeeze through the metal bars.”



“I see,” says Inspector Buffett, “because he knows yoga.”



“But… why were there no footprints outside?” asks Mr. Graham.



“That’s another genius part of his plan. He very simply did hand-walking… no, finger-walking! He used three fingers to support himself, so it’d look like bird tracks!”



“I see,” says Inspector Buffett, “because of his yoga skills.”



“But the safe…” asks Mr. Graham. “Even if he’s a yoga master, I still don’t see how he could’ve opened the safe.”



“He could’ve done it, he just needed time. And this case in fact reminds me of another very similar one, where the perpetrator used a missing day to create an alibi. Basically, it was a leap year, and he gave a witness sleeping pills and made him sleep through the entire 29th of February. But the witness forgot it was a leap year, so he thought he fell asleep on the 28th of February and woke up on the 1st of March, without realizing a whole day has passed. Oliver must’ve done something similar—he put Mr. Graham to sleep for an entire day with sleeping pills, then used that day to open the safe somehow.”



“Not possible, this year isn’t a leap year,” says Alison. “And today is not the 1st of March.”



“No, but Oliver, as the newspaper delivery boy, could easily get everyone confused about the date by delivering the wrong newspaper.”



“But does anyone even use newspapers to check dates anymore?”



“Yes, and I’m sure I haven’t missed any days,” says Mr. Graham. “Today is the 5th, yesterday was the 4th, the day before was the 3rd… I always keep track of the dates.”



“Okay, if that’s the case…” says I. “Then Oliver didn’t use the exact same method. He was simply inspired by the case after seeing it on TV. What he did… was far worse. Because he took a step further.” I point at Oliver. “You… you put Mr. Graham to sleep for an entire year, didn’t you!?”



“What!?”



“That’s right! So, Oliver actually started on this day last year… he stole 1,000 sleeping pills and fed Mr. Graham three every night. Every time Mr. Graham was about to wake up, Oliver gave him another three pills to make him sleep another day. And this went on for a whole year, until this morning. And Mr. Graham? He remembered going to sleep on the 4th, and woke up on the 5th. But what he didn’t realize… was he was sleeping for an entire year! And he forgot about the year!”



“So a year of my life… just wasted in bed like this?” asks Mr. Graham.



“But how come nobody noticed him asleep for a year?” asks Alison.



“This must be one of those cases where everyone’s in on it together, is that not right?” I look at the others, all gathered in the basement. “Earlier, everyone was busy accusing each other… but nobody was accusing Oliver at all? Don’t you find that suspicious?”



“No, we didn’t suspect him because he’s clearly not the thief!” says a maid.



“Then he must’ve fooled you. He must’ve put all of you to sleep too! You know as well as I do this is the only explanation, because it’s the only way he could’ve opened the safe! With an entire year, he could’ve easily used trial and error, starting from 0-0-0-0-0-0 to 36-36-36-36-36-36, and tried every combination!”



“Alright, but how did he put us to sleep?” asks the other maid. “Even if he could sneak into the basement through the barred window… I don’t see how he could’ve broken into our rooms. How did he administer sleeping pills to everyone in the house?”



“What did he use? The answer is simple. You, Oliver… if you just used a bunch of land slugs, you could’ve easily done that, is that not right!?”



“What? Land slugs?!” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. First of all, he stole a bunch of sleeping pills from the doctor—Dr. Winthrop’s medicine bag. Then he stole a bunch of land slugs from his biology class. Then, he simply needed to drench the land slugs in a solution of sleeping pills, and let them absorb the sleep-inducing agent. And at night, while everyone was asleep, he released the slugs into the house through some cracks in the wall. The slugs then crawled to everyone’s forehead while they were sleeping. Everyone then absorbed the sleep-inducing agent through their skin.”



“I see, that’s how he administered the drugs without setting foot inside,” says Inspector Buffett. “But where are the land slugs now, Detective?”



“That’s the brilliant part of his plan. He automatically got rid of the slugs, just by using melatonin as the sleeping agent. Because melatonin also induces sweat. And so, everyone was sweating a lot in their sleep, especially on their foreheads… And the salt in the sweat then melted the slugs. That’s why you don’t see any slugs around.”



“That’s such a genius method. So he easily got rid of all the evidence this way, it’s like the perfect crime!” says Inspector Buffett.



“I agree, it’s such a genius plan, Oliver! I commend you for coming up with such a brilliant method!”



“Actually, can I ask a question?” says Alison. “You said he used trial and error to open the lock. But how many combinations would he have to try?”



“That’s such a simple question.” I look at the safe box. “There are 6 digits, with 36 possible numbers for each digit. Which means there are a total of 36^6 combinations…”



“Okay, 36^6…” Alison starts calculating on her phone. “That’s 2 billion 176 million combinations. Say it takes 5 seconds to try each one… that’s about 10.8 billion seconds… meaning 345 years.”



“Wh-What?”


The basement falls into silence for a moment.


“What? So it takes 345 years to open the lock by force?” asks Mr. Graham.



“And that’s if he does it 24/7,” says Alison, “without eating or sleeping!”



“So it’s impossible to open the safe in a single year?” says one of the maids.



“Are you going to say he’s been giving Mr. Graham sleeping pills for 300 years now!?” says the other maid.



“Maybe Oliver’s parents were in on it too?”



“Maybe he just got lucky and guessed the correct combination?” asks Inspector Buffett.



“He’d be winning the lottery with that kind of luck!” says the butler.



“Yeah, I’d win the lottery and get all the money I want if I was so lucky!” says Oliver.



“What—what’s happening?” asks Agent Adler. “Marylowe, why is everyone saying you’re wrong?”



“Don’t panic, Agent!” says Inspector Buffett. “This is normal, it happens all the time!” He comes up to me. “But you have an explanation, right? Hurry up, Detective, and tell them what really happened!”



I look around at the people in the basement, and I see something in them… “Well, I… I guess there’s still one possibility.”



“Ah, yes, I see. I see! Yes!” says Inspector Buffett, visibly relieved, and turns back to the room. “I told you! Did you hear that? There’s still one possibility! Everybody calm down!”



“Will you calm down?” asks Alison. “What do you actually want?”



“I don’t know!”



“There’s still that one possibility…” says I. “I guess Oliver is innocent.”


The whole basement falls to silence again.


“Wh-what!?” Inspector Buffett looks at me, mouth hanging open. “He’s… innocent!?”



“Oh my God…” says Alison. “He admits it…”



“You… you made a mistake, Marylowe!?” says Agent Adler.


“Marylowe, you idiot!” shouts Inspector Buffett. “How could you make a mistake again!?”


“No, that’s not it!” says I. “Fine… Call it a mistake if you want. But you know what? If indeed I made a mistake… I’m glad I did.”



“Why?!”



“Stop for a second, everyone… open your eyes, and look. Don’t you think… it’s a beautiful sight?”



There’s a faint knowing smile on my face as I look at everyone in the basement. “Maybe you remember, Inspector, how everyone was accusing each other when we first got here? Everyone had something suspicious about them, but nobody suspected Oliver… And now, look at what happens. They’re all united together, protecting Oliver. Do you really not see what’s happening?”



The Inspector and the Agent look at me, then at each other, puzzled. “Do you see it, Oliver?” says I. “Perhaps you’re too young to see it. But everyone here’s pretending to be suspicious and suspecting each other to divert our attention from you. I can tell, they’re doing it all to protect you, because they care about you.”



“Ah, I see, that’s what’s happening?” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. They must’ve realized you’d be immediately suspected, which is why they worked so hard to keep suspicion away from you… And even though you said earlier you didn’t think you were lucky… the truth is, to have so many people standing by you, you’re more fortunate than you realize.” I smile at Oliver.



“But… that’s oddly heartwarming,” says Agent Adler.



“Yes… it’s very wholesome!” says Inspector Buffett.



Agent Adler, Inspector Buffett, and I all begin to nod and smile warmly at Oliver, who remains silent. Mr. Graham nods too. “I’m glad he’s innocent too. Well, Amelia,” he gestures to one of the maids, “would you take Oliver home?”



“Oliver,” I call out, noticing he’s not responding. “I hope you’re not mad at us. You’re too young to understand everything. But one day you will, and you’ll thank us for it.”


Oliver walks to the door with the maid, but he stops there. Instead of leaving, he turns to face us.


“No. I understand now,” he begins.



“Really? I’m glad.”



“Yeah.” He lifts a finger and points at me and Inspector Buffett. “You’re the worst detective ever!! **** you and **** you too! You say you’re a policeman but you’re just a ***** ***** ******** ***** *******! So the two of you can **** *** ***** *** you ******** ******* ****! Get rekt, you scrub! Go kill yourselves!!”



“WHAAAT!? You little—”



The Inspector and I charge at the kid, but he turns and runs out, slamming the door behind him as he leaves. Now everyone’s locked in the basement, including the maid who was supposed to take him home.



“Dammit!” Inspector Buffett slams his fist on the door. “Open the door!”



“Please, Inspector,” says Mr. Graham, “I… I’ll open it.”



Mr. Graham unlocks the basement door using his palm print. The staircase is empty—the kid’s already run away. Inspector Buffett curses.



“Well, if there’s nothing else…” says Mr. Graham as he walks out, followed by his wife, the butler, the maids, the doctor, and the gardener. Finally, only Inspector Buffett, Alison, the two agents, and I remain.



“What a disaster!” says Inspector Buffett, turning to me. “Lynx clearly set that kid up. How did you not see it coming?!”



“Calm yourself,” says I. “I didn’t think anyone would stoop so low as to frame an innocent kid. I’m too trusting, you can say that’s the one flaw of mine. But there’s no use pointing fingers. Let’s inspect the crime scene some more! Maybe we’ll find other clues!”



So we spend some time looking around, but we don’t find anything. After a while, we decide to leave the basement and join the others in the living room.



4. Phantom Thief 2 




Professor Marylowe vs. Lynx, the Phantom Thief (Part 2) 


We gather upstairs again. “Marylowe, should we go to the museum?” asks Inspector Buffett. “To protect the diary of Blackbeard?”



“But we’re not done yet.”



“But you just proved everyone’s innocence. If everyone was covering up for Oliver…”



I look around. “No, not everyone’s proven innocent. There’s still one person…”



“Wait, you don’t mean…” Inspector Buffett follows my gaze. “You mean Mrs. Graham? But why would she steal her own stuff?”


“Wait, Professor, Mrs. Graham is the first one we ruled out.” says Agent Adler. “She only arrived in London this morning at 7:30, she couldn’t have had the time to commit the crime!”


“No, it can only be her.” I step forward, point at her in the crowd, and raise my voice. “Mrs. Graham! You’re the only one who hasn’t been proven innocent yet. You’re Lynx, the Phantom Thief, aren’t you!? What do you have to say for yourself!?”



The whole living room goes quiet. Everyone’s staring at Mrs. Graham, who seems in shock.



“My… my wife?!” says Mr. Graham. “That can’t be true!”



“What?! So it’s my turn now?” says Mrs. Graham. “But I didn’t do anything!”


“And I got the impression Lynx was a man.” says Alison.


“She’s either Lynx who’s had sex change surgery, or she’s an accomplice.” says I. “Either way, she’s the one who stole the blueprint and everything. Did you all forget that Mrs. Graham had some trinkets in the safe box downstairs? She must know the passcode.”



“Maybe I do,” says Mrs. Graham. “But why on earth would I pretend to be a thief? If I wanted anything from the safe, I’d just take it!”



“You still need your husband to open the basement door. And if you just took the blueprint, you’d be suspected immediately, because you’re the only one who knows the passcode.”



“But if she wanted the blueprint,” asks Alison, “why couldn’t she have just taken a photo of it? I’m sure she could find plenty of opportunities to do that.”



“Yes, explain that, Detective!” says Mrs. Graham. “I have absolutely no motive!”



“I shall explain everything right now! First of all, there’s a very simple motive that explains everything. It all goes back to several years ago, during a particular flight.”



I begin my deductive reasoning. “You see, everyone, Mrs. Graham travels a lot, and she’s met all kinds of people in her travels. One day, she happened to sit next to a handsome young man on an airplane, and they immediately started having a pleasant conversation. It turned out the young man was the head of a hugely successful company. What’s more, he also loved to travel the world, just like Mrs. Graham. And even more amazing—they were going to the same destination!”



“Well, they were on the same flight,” says Alison.



“So many amazing coincidences! Or were they coincidences at all? Was it fate? Anyway, something was different about this young gentleman. He gave her butterflies in the stomach, and a tingling in her chest—a feeling she hadn’t experienced in decades! That’s right, it was love at first sight. She’d fallen in love with him!



“However… little did she know… that beneath his pleasant façade of a well-mannered young man, the stranger wasn’t who he pretended to be. The truth is, the man was the Chief Executive Officer of an evil corporation!”



“What? He’s evil?!” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right! No one on Earth more evil than him! He planned the whole meeting with Mrs. Graham from the beginning, all while making it look like a coincidence. As for what his motives were—we’ll get there very soon.



“Anyway, they arrived at their destination, and the evil CEO invited Mrs. Graham to dinner. Mrs. Graham, already hopelessly in love with him, promptly agreed. They went to a luxurious five-star restaurant near the beach, and had a classic candlelit dinner on the rooftop. After dinner, they danced beneath the night sky to romantic music. Finally, after the dance, they stood near the edge of the roof, leaning on each other, and looked at the vast ocean beneath them.



“Mrs. Graham was having the time of her life, but the young gentleman seemed troubled for some reason. He zoned out quite a bit and wasn’t smiling as much as he normally would. Noticing this, Mrs. Graham looked up at him and asked:



‘Darling, is everything alright?’



“The young CEO nodded absent-mindedly. ‘Yes, everything is fine, my love.’



‘But… you don’t seem fine,’ said Mrs. Graham. ‘Is there something’s troubling you?’



“The CEO seemed surprised. ‘What makes you say that?’



‘It’s just a feeling. I could see it in your eyes,’ said Mrs. Graham. ‘You can tell me, darling.’



‘You are the only woman in the world who truly understands me,’ said the CEO. ‘But no… I can’t tell you. This is mine to deal with. It’s not fair to drag you into this.’



‘Don’t say that!’ said Mrs. Graham. ‘Don’t you trust me? You can trust me with anything! And, you know… I’m willing to do anything for you!’



‘You do? But why?’



‘Do… do I really have to spell it out for you? It’s because… it’s because… because I love you!!’



‘What?’ The CEO seemed shocked. ‘Do you… really!?’



‘That’s right! I love you more than anything in the world. I’d do anything for you!’



‘But you’ve already done so much for me!’



‘I don’t care! Please, let me do this for you too! I’ll do anything to make you happy. Tell me how I can make you happy!’



“The CEO looked Mrs. Graham straight in the eyes. ‘Are you sure about this? Are you absolutely sure?’



‘I am. I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life!’



“The CEO appeared resigned. ‘Alright. If that’s the case, then there is one thing you can help…’



‘What is it, darling? Tell me.’



“He held Mrs. Graham close, then whispered in her ear: ‘Bring me the blueprint to the North Wing of your husband’s museum from his safe. Don’t just take a photo… I want the original copy. And don’t let him find out!’”


My recounting of the event ends there. Everybody is looking at me with dumbfounded expressions.


“What? That’s it?” asks Alison.



“That’s it,” says I.



“Why did that guy want the blueprint then?”



“Well, you’d ask HIM.”



“What a load of crap!” shouts Mrs. Graham. “I never even met anyone like that! Such a person never existed! Don’t listen to him!”



“Obsessed with love, Mrs. Graham set out to steal the blueprints at once,” I continue my reasoning. “But then she had a major obstacle: she could not get past the basement door without her husband noticing. And so, she turned her attention to the small window leading to the backyard. She came up with a truly sinister plan.



“To carry out the plan, she first spent an untold amount of time crossing the dreadful Indian Ocean and landed on the barren wasteland of Australia. She then crossed the deadly Australian desert. And at the end of her destination, she finally found what she was looking for: some eggs of the Satin Bowerbird, a native bird of Australia. They’re most famous for how they like to collect blue objects to build their nests. That’s right—those eggs were the whole reason she came to Australia, and her efforts were not in vain.”



“She’s so determined…” says Alison.



“Such is the power of love,” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. She then came back to London and hatched a bird. She also bought another safe box, identical to the one in the basement, and started training the bird to open the lock from the day it was born.”



“I see. That’s a very smart bird,” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. Because she knew the passcode, she had no trouble training the bird. Then, finally, today came. All she needed to do was sneak into the backyard of this house with her bird at 7:30 AM. She opened the window leading to the basement. Now, the window was barred—she couldn’t fit through—but the bird could. So she released the bird into the basement, and that’s what triggered the alarm. But it’s fine, because after years of training, the bird was able to open the safe in no time. Then, it saw something blue inside, which was the blueprint, so it grabbed it by instinct.”



“I see,” says Inspector Buffett. “Because blueprints are blue.”



“That’s right. That’s why Mrs. Graham needed the Satin Bowerbird.”



“But weren’t there multiple blueprints in the safe?” asks Agent Adler. “How did the bird know to grab the right one?”



“That’s easy to explain. Mrs. Graham also trained the bird to do some very basic reading, like ‘North’ and ‘Wing’, so it’d recognize and snatch the right blueprint, and leave all the others alone.”



“I see. That’s indeed a very smart bird!” says Inspector Buffett.



“But what about the other stuff that went missing?” asks Mr. Graham. “Like the jewelry and the cash? Those weren’t blue, but they were still stolen.”



“That is also easy to explain, because Mrs. Graham also trained the bird to recognize different colors. She taught it to steal things that were green, and gold, and silver, and such. Which included cash and trinkets.”



“That’s indeed a highly intelligent bird!” says Inspector Buffett.



“That’s right. And finally, Mr. Graham and his butler barged into the basement. But the bird had already flown out, to Mrs. Graham waiting outside at a safe distance. The bird landed in her hands, cocked his head to look at her expectantly, hoping for the reward she’d promised him. But what he didn’t know… was that Mrs. Graham never intended to keep him around! It was too risky. And so, she showed the bird a twisted smile—before cruelly snapping his neck!”



“Whoa!” “What?!” “What the hell?!”



“I did not!” shouts Mrs. Graham. “Alright, enough of this nonsense!” She looks at Mr. Graham. “Tell him about my iron-cast alibi!”



“Professor,” says Mr. Graham, “you must be mistaken. You see, my wife was out of town this past week. She took the train to London this morning, and only arrived at 7:30!”



“That’s what I told you!” says Agent Adler. “Why didn’t you listen!?”



“Wait, she only arrived at 7:30?” says Alison. “Then there’s no way she’d get here in time to commit the crime…”



“Yeah, it’d take at least 20 minutes to get here from the train station.” says Mr. Graham.



“Do you see now?” says Mrs. Graham smugly. “I have the most perfect alibi. What do you have to say now, ‘Professor’?”



I almost chuckle at this. “Don’t make me laugh,” says I to Mrs. Graham. “You know as well as I do this so-called alibi can be very easily fabricated using physics. That’s right, Mrs. Graham simply used a physics phenomenon to create the illusion of this alibi!”



“What, physics?” “Where does physics come into it?” “What phenomenon?” asks everybody all at once.



I pause for a long time before finally saying it: “Relativity.”



“What? Relativity?!” says Inspector Buffett.



“Relativity!” says Mr. Graham.



“Relativity?” says Agent Adler.



“R-Relativity?” says Dr. Winthrop.



“Relativity…” says Alison.



“What? What relativity?” asks Mrs. Graham. “I don’t even know what that is!”



“Relativity is a highly advanced theory in physics. Of course a petty criminal like you wouldn’t have known,” says I.



“Didn’t you just say she used it?” says Alison.



“Detective, what is relativity?” asks Inspector Buffett.



“Relativity is a highly advanced theory developed by the great physicist Albert Einstein. According to relativity, time slows down as you move very fast. For example, if you travel on a spaceship for just one year, you could come back to find that 50 years have passed on Earth.”
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