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The Theft of the Atom Cup
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With the old oak tree absorbing the light with the first gloy rays of sun during the late spring in the morning, the floor of the treehouse in Oakhaven was fully illuminated. Oakhaven Junior Detectives had there headquarters in the treehouse.

Over at the cozy lil desk, Mia was busy arranging her case files that had become disheveled over time. She had finished a so called ‘whodunit’ mystery and was sorting her files in order of dates. ‘Adult, prankster, true criminal, ‘ hmm, no, U there has got to be more, Dissatisfied Ghost. “. The quietest sigh was heard, ‘Such imagination these days’, and with that it got busted to a ‘— of ghost’. She was the twelve year old girl with the quietest mind and the most adventurous imagination, no doubt about that.

In that very same room, there was Sam who at the time was so deep in his experiment that there was no chance of recovering. He was so far gone into the construction of a very delicate, and complicated, piece of machinery that it had managed to make. It had a clothespin, a ruler, and countless mystery boxes of rubber bands. Sam had her in deep focus, and her wide glasses only accentuated the focused and methodical mind of her, considering most of the time women can not fully understand those subjects, then again, that is a very approving bias and those subjects can only be ‘under’ her special logic and understanding.

Jake, who was acting as the trio’s ‘dare devil’ and ‘bio enthusiast’ for the day, was sitting cross legged acting out some form of bottle cap poker with a particularly stubborn ladybird. “See, the red circles mean your the big blind, “ he said, voice low and slow. The ladybird did not see the point and took to the air. “Well, Gypsy, you go where the money is, “ he sighed. “Tough crowd.”  
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The case of the ladybird and the bottle caps was about as peaceful as it gets. And it was instantaneous destroyed by a whizzing inexplicably frantic sound, often annoyingly denoted by a “z” along with the sound of the “red ring mastered” prank telephone.  This was attached to the office of principal Roberts, and was put in last since the last case was solved.  

For some reason these things were for emergencies, and they never rang if they were. `Were those files for the competitionPrinstan Sam? The red plastic folder’ he shouted. At the sparked expression in Two, who best known was the Sanders Miss Thing, he knew the feeling.  

Jake, pretending ‘professional’ in the ‘detective’ sense was the first to answer. Finishing last, Oakhaven Jr detectives and Jake countering with ‘ what is the emergency?’The person on the other line was gasping and agitated.  It was Mrs.  Gable, the secretary.  “You three need to get to school instantly! It’s the Atom Cup! It’s missing!”

They did not speak again and began to move.  They were seasoned.  Sam went for his detective kit, which was a modified tackle box.  It was equipped with a pair of magnifying glasses, measuring tape, evidence bags, and a portable microscope.  Mia was ready to go with a sharpened pencil and her notebook.  Jake, the ever optimist, was already halfway to the retractable rope ladder.  
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They ran the three blocks to Oakhaven Elementary. Their hearts were filled with dread and excitement.  The school had a main hall that was filled with chaos.  A loud, anxious buzz filled the hall due to the number of teachers and students crowded around the main display case.  There was a case that was supposed to display the school’s pride.  It was missing, and the empty pedestal with a velvet lining was a disgrace.

The once-serene Principal Roberts sounded tense over the PA System, “I am very disappointed to inform you, the Atom Cup has been stolen from its display case. This is a serious matter. We would like to speak to anyone with information regarding the theft." 

The Atom Cup wasn’t just a trophy; it was a masterpiece of scientific art. Mia began to observe the faces in the crowd to look for guilt. Shifty looks, nervous glances and certain tenses can all be tells of guilt. Sam was already in the case and Jake was on the ground.

He pulled out a black notebook and a fountain pen and said, “The room was empty, and any spermo, and I mean the top DNA, the black, black a map of the rooms, rooms, dude, dude, wobily bones, went into the spermo. I’m not, dude, not a master.”
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Chapter 2
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The Invisible Clue

Mrs. Roberts had already started to relax when she saw the three detectives. Thank goodness you're here she said, guiding them through the waiting people. The officers are on their way, but I have a feeling you three might get further, faster. 

She gave them the authority to investigate, and the detectives began to work. They set up a perimeter around the display case using caution tape leftover from Sam's kit. 

“Every contact leaves a trace,” said Mia, their team motto. “The Locard Exchange Principle. The unblemished surface can tell a million stories.”

“The case looks smudged,” said Jake, pointing at the glass. “It’s as if someone wiped it down but covered it poorly.”

“Or,” said Sam, “those smudges are the evidence. They’ve disturbed the dust, revealing a pattern.”

Mia started to work with the painstaking precision of a micro-sculptor. She dipped the brush in the tape, the black graphite, and began to dust off the glass in smooth, circular motions with a ‘snow is falling’ gesture. The fine black powder found in the air settled as everyone else stood, waiting.
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Over time, the smudges began to clear. If one looked very closely, one would notice, not a smudge, but a solitary fingerprint. A single near perfect fingerprint, positioned, smack center on the pane of the glass.

“Fascinating,” Sam exclaimed, and before one knew it, he began to sketch furiously in his notebook, but with extreme focus to detail. Especially to the arms of the prints. “The ridges are baffling. They are exceptionally fine and closely knit. This belongs to, small and slender odds are a woman.”

The next task, was to find the suspects. They commenced with the people nearer to the case, in terms of time, and began asking questions to the witnesses.

The first to speak was Mr Walter the Janitor. A somewhat elderly gentleman in his sixties, with the slightest hint of age, and a kind heart, lacking common sense. He was clearly anxious and staring down at his hands, which were clenched.

“Polished the case, ‘twas a mere few efforts for me,” He uttered, his voice quaking with fear. “I use the finniest cloth, on which I neither can see, does it have any stains, it was spotless I swear! Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, I locked the hall at 6 o clock sharp and went home.”

The next person was Lily, another of the same age, a funny girl but once in a while a little awkward. She looked, as if it was her first month of august.

“Why, this is terrible!” her voice cracked when they reached her. “I was at school yesterday after hours. I just wanted a last view of the cup which was covered prior to the winner being disclosed. It was stunning! But I didn’t touch it! I swear!” Mia undeniably listened while noting the information, yet was aware of the fact the Lily’s hands were small and delicate, the same as the print they had discovered.
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Next, they went to meet Daniel, perhaps their fiercest competitor for the science fair. Intelligent, endlessly driven, and just as often a bit too self-assured, he had a knack for arrogance. His angular, bored expression which was partially hidden by a locker was only accentuated by the way he tried to camouflage his crossed arms. Moreover, it was a defensive trait and Mia made a mental note of it.

“Yeah? What do you boys want?” he asked, clearly uninterested. “Why would I steal something as ancient as that? I was down at basketball practice until about 5:30. Ask the coach. I've no clue what your stupid cup is. Sam and Mia shared a look. In contrast to the tracing on the cup, which was of a delicate tender nature, Daniel’s hands were large, and his fingers were robust.

A hand print was most certainly a clue. However, it was also something of a paradox. If Lily was to be believed, and truly abstained from any contact, why was her print attached? If Daniel was the perpetrator, then what could explain the absence of his print? The enigma had only thickened. 
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