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At the Door

The moment the doorbell rang, Mason jumped to his feet and stared intently at the door.

"They're here! Father is back!"

But as soon as he opened the door, he found a young woman standing there. Dressed in foreign clothes, unlike the girls from their homeland, Mason's face fell. At the same time, he was surprised. "Did you ring the bell?" he asked.

"Yes, I did. Is that even a question to ask when I'm the only one here?" she replied.

"Even so, it's a question worth asking," Mason insisted.

"How so?"

"Please, ring the bell one more time."

"What kind of request is that?"

"It just is. That's why I'm asking. Please be kind enough to ring it again."

Puzzled, the girl rang the bell. Mason blinked in astonishment and exclaimed, "It's incredible!"

"What's incredible?" the girl asked.

"The way you ring the bell is exactly like our father's! When we heard the first ring, we thought Dear Father had arrived. But he's not here. Oh, speak of the devil! Here he is."

Just then, a jeep stopped at the gate, and Jason got out and walked towards them. "Hello, is everything alright? What's happening at the door?"

"Dear Father, could you please ring the bell?"

"Ring the bell? But why? The door is already open."

"Who is this lady?"

"Where did I get the chance to ask?" Mason quickly interjected.

"Mason, have you gotten stuck to the door? Even Dear Father is here now." Finn's voice came from inside.

"Then he must be coming too," Finn said, appearing at the door. "What's happening now? I'm coming too!" Grace's voice echoed in their ears.

Now both of them came to the door and looked at the girl with surprised eyes. Just then, Mrs. Jason's voice rang out from behind.

"This is surprising! What are you all doing standing at the door?"

"It's a battle of doorbells, Mother Father," Mason smiled.

"What do you mean?" She asked, coming closer as she spoke.

"The thing is, Dear Father, the way you ring the bell is exactly like hers," said Mason, turning to the girl. She rang the bell in a somewhat shy manner. Jason looked at her, not particularly surprised, then rang the bell himself and said, "Indeed, I ring the bell exactly the same way. But it's not an impossible coincidence. Please, come inside. It's not appropriate to stand at the door."

"Thank you, sir. I had started to think I might not even get to come inside."

"Oh, no, it's nothing like that," Mrs. Jason laughed, and everyone went inside.

After sitting down on the chairs, Jason spoke, "So, how can I help you?"

"My name is Serena. I am Aaron Stone's daughter. I am twenty-five years old. When I was just six, I was sent abroad for my education. So, I've been living outside the country for nineteen years. It's been only a few days since I returned home. A strange confusion has gripped me badly. I don't understand what to do." She fell silent. Distress was evident on her face.

"What do you mean? What kind of confusion?" Jason asked.

"My father seems fake to me. He has refused to accept me as the real Serena."

"What? A fake father?!" The words escaped Mason, Finn, and Grace's mouths simultaneously. Their eyes widened in shock. "...And a fake daughter?!" Their eyes widened further in surprise. Jason was also startled, a look of interest appearing in his eyes. Mrs. Jason was looking at Serena as if she had lost her mind.

"Yes, ever since I returned home and saw my father, this thought has taken root in my mind that he is not my father," she said.

"But why? Why do you feel that way?"

"My mother passed away two years after I was born. After that, my father raised me, acting as both parents. He fed me in his lap. Then, when I turned six, he sent me abroad because, in his opinion, our country's education system is very outdated. For nineteen years, I couldn't meet him. He didn't come to see me, nor did I go to him. Now that I've returned, he doesn't seem like my father in any way."

"But why? Do his looks, habits, manner of speaking... do they all seem changed to you?" Mason asked.

"It's nothing like that. His appearance is the same. There's no difference in his speech or his manner of sitting and standing. There's not the slightest difference in anything. Yet, my heart tells me he is not my father."

"That's strange. Well, tell me this: when you went abroad, how many servants were in the house? Are any of them still there now?"

"At that time, there were three servants. Now, none of those three are here. My mother had already passed away. Now there are two servants in the house. I'm seeing both of them for the first time in my life since coming here."

"Did all three servants leave their jobs at the same time?" Jason asked.

"No, at different times," she replied.

"Is there any reason for this idea that your father isn't real?" Mason asked.

"What else can I say? He doesn't accept me as his daughter either! When you were abroad, your father must have written to you?"

"Yes, I received letters regularly. I used to write to him as well."

"Did you save those letters or threw them away over time?" Grace asked softly.

"I saved all the letters. And the great thing is, I've brought them with me."

"Oh! That's very good."

"Have you compared his handwriting in those letters with any other writing of his?"

"No, I haven't had the chance to do that."

"I see. Well, what do you want from us?" Mason asked.

"I want you to investigate this secretly. Because until I know whether he is real or fake, I cannot live in peace."

"Alright, give me your address."

"We will start working on this case very soon. Where are those letters?"

"I... I didn't bring them with me. If you ask, I can have them delivered."

"No, we will collect them ourselves. Please write down the address."

"Willow Creek, San Francisco, CA 94121."

Mason noted the address in his notebook. The girl thanked them and stood up to leave.

"Mason, see her to the door," Jason said.

"Please, don't trouble yourself. I'll see myself out," Serena replied.

"But I have to close the door anyway," Mason said.

Both walked to the door. The girl nodded in a confused manner and went out. As Mason was coming back towards the courtyard, he heard Finn's voice.

"There must be some deep, tangled mystery behind this."

"Mysteries that aren't deep never come to us, do they?"

"That means something is definitely wrong."

"Well, the question is, what should we do?"

"You three go and stay as guests at Aaron Stone's house," Jason smiled.

"What? Stay as guests? That would be like saying, 'Like me or not, I am your guest!'" Grace said.

"Yes, that's right. But even so, you have to go and stay there as guests. I don't know how you'll manage it. And yes, when you get the chance, keep me updated on the phone."

"Fine. But Dear Father, you're getting us into trouble," Mason said worriedly.

"So what if you are? What's the harm in getting worried? It's not a new thing for you guys. You take on some trouble or the other every other day. This time, it's being handed to you for free," Jason said in a playful tone.

"B-b-but..." Grace stammered.

"What do you want to say, dear?" Jason smiled.

"I'm worried this trouble might become a noose around our necks."

"Don't worry. You just start getting ready to leave."

Jason spoke, and they began their preparations. A little while later, they were on their way in a taxi.

"Well, we're on our way. But how will we become their guests?" Mason said.

"Directly!" Finn spoke up.

"Directly? What do you mean?" Grace glared at him.

"Well, we'll just tell Aaron Stone, 'We will be your guests for a few days.'"

"They'd have to be out of their minds to accept us as guests like that! Does anyone make someone a guest like this?" Grace said, irritated.

"Then you tell us, how will we become guests?" Mason said.

"Yes! Absolutely right. Who better than you to suggest clever strategies?" Finn immediately said.

"The problem is, we don't lie. Otherwise, we could have said we were neighbors of their daughter abroad," Grace said.

"If we can't lie, then why even consider it? Use your brain and come up with some trick," Finn said in a mocking tone.

"Alright, fine, let me think."

"Who knows, by the time you finish thinking, our taxi might reach Willow Creek, ," Mason said.

"If the car of my mind can't keep up with the speed of this taxi, then that's exactly what will happen," Grace said in a sarcastic tone.
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