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Chapter 1: 


A Case of Solid Evidence





Detective Poop was a man of the earth, literally. His body, a sturdy, dark-brown clump of compost and city soil, was as solid as they come. He had a reputation that was, shall we say, a little dirty, but it was a reputation well earned. As the city’s leading “ex-spert” on all things "down-under," he handled the cases that nobody else could stomach. While others recoiled from the thought of the sewers, Poop saw them as a bustling, vibrant neighborhood. His office was a humble, yet cozy, nook behind a leaky pipe, decorated with discarded bottle caps and a single, flickering matchstick he’d found a week ago.


Normally, his days were full. He’d settle squabbles between warring roach families, track down missing sewer flies, or help a confused earthworm find its way home after a long rain. The sounds of the sewer were his soundtrack: the constant patter of water droplets, the distant rumble of the subway, and most importantly, the lively chatter of the sewer rats.


But for the last three days, the soundtrack had been replaced by a deafening silence.


Poop first noticed it on Tuesday morning. He had woken up expecting the usual early-morning squeaks and scuffles. Nothing. He waited. He listened. He even tried to clear his metaphorical ears by poking at them with a tiny twig. Still nothing. The silence was so profound, he could hear the thump-thump of his own inner earthworm, Bartholomew, doing his morning workout.


He decided to take a walk, a stroll through the rat-run neighborhoods he knew so well. He passed by the famous Whispering Wall, a stretch of cracked concrete where the rats would gather to gossip. It was empty. Not a whisker in sight. He checked the Crumbs Corner, a junction where the tastiest bits of discarded food often landed. The crumbs were there, but the crowd of hungry rats who usually feasted on them was gone. The only thing left was a single, uneaten piece of stale cheese. That was when Poop knew something was seriously wrong. A rat would never, ever leave good cheese behind.


He meandered deeper into the tunnels, his fedora—a perfectly dented piece of bottle cap—pulled low over his eyes. The gloom seemed to grow heavier with each silent step. He wasn't afraid of the dark; it was his natural habitat. But this emptiness, this sudden void, felt unnatural. It felt… wrong. He checked a dozen different tunnels, shining his little matchstick light into the darkest corners. He found a snail slowly leaving a slime trail and a few spiders mending their webs, but no rats.


The only thing he did find was a faint, shimmering glow on the tunnel floor. It wasn’t a glow from a stray firefly or a piece of glass catching the light. This was a pearly, almost silvery residue that seemed to radiate a tiny bit of cold. He leaned in closer, sniffing it carefully. It smelled faintly of ozone and something he couldn’t quite place, like a freshly laundered sock. It certainly didn't smell like anything from the sewer.


“Hmm,” he rumbled to himself, scratching his chin with a tiny rock. “This is a whole new kind of mess.” He knew that the rats, for all their love of mischief, were creatures of habit. They didn't just pack up and leave. And they certainly didn't leave behind a magical, sparkly trail.


Just as Poop was collecting a small sample of the silvery residue in a hollowed-out acorn, a frantic, tiny blur of gray fur shot around the corner. It barreled straight into his leg, bouncing off with a tiny, terrified yelp.


“Whoa there, little fella,” Poop said, steadying the shaky creature. “Calm down, everything’s gonna be alright.”





