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            The Mystery of the Spring Semester

          

        

      

    

    
      Sunlight streamed through the leaves, making them shimmer even brighter. All around, colors burst to life—blue, green, purple, orange, red. It looked as though someone had deliberately repainted the world or splashed it with vibrant paint. The air was fragrant with the scent of blossoming trees. You could feel the gentle warmth of spring. But if you thought the season was behind this mysterious beauty — you’d be mistaken. It was all Professor Green’s doing. Still, let’s not get ahead of ourselves.

      Before us stood a large yellowish-brown building. For nearly a century, it had housed the city’s oldest educational institution — Spooner Academy, named after the benefactors who built it and gifted it to the town.

      The academy’s main campus was shaped like a horseshoe, bordered by long arcaded terraces. It had three floors, an ancient bell tower, and a spacious basement. Off to the side stood several other buildings — long abandoned and clearly in need of major restoration.

      Everything about the building whispered of its long history. The massive stone walls, cracked in places and veiled in tufts of moss, were especially striking. Even the moss came in a variety of shades, as if painted by time itself.

      Slender columns rose at the entrance, each adorned with unique carvings. Tall windows were framed by shutters etched with delicate patterns, and weathered stone steps welcomed visitors at the threshold.

      Towering trees grew in the spacious courtyard—their trunks so wide that three people together could barely wrap their arms around them. The academy even held annual competitions to prove it.

      The great canopies cast broad shadows where students often took refuge on hot days. Along the paths, lush green shrubs bloomed beside colorful flowerbeds, and at the very center, an ancient fountain murmured softly.

      Our story began on such a beautiful day, about two months ago, at the very start of the spring semester.

      The academy was always lively and bustling. Professor Green especially liked this kind of atmosphere—though right now, he was hurrying to his morning class. He glanced at his oversized wristwatch. He was already late. He quickened his pace, almost breaking into a run. His white lab coat flared behind him, clearly a size too large.

      Green turned left off the terrace, dashed inside, up the stairs, through two corridors—right, then left—until he stopped before a brown door with an ornate, elegant handle. He paused for a moment, took a deep breath, smoothed his hair, straightened his coat, then threw open the door and stepped confidently into the classroom.

      “Good morning,” he said briskly. “Today, we begin a new topic. We’ll explore one of the most fascinating places on our planet — the ancient settlement of the Tanutu people.”
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      Professor Harold Green was an excellent history teacher, although he had originally taught chemistry. However, following a certain incident (which we’d best not discuss here), the administration prohibited him from teaching the course. And no — the professor wasn’t fired. After all, he was a legend.

      In time, the scandal faded, and during one of the academy’s regular meetings, it was decided: Professor Green would be reassigned to teach history. Additionally, by popular demand from his ever-enthusiastic students, he was allowed to supervise a single chemistry project with a group of trainees.

      Naturally, the change wounded Green’s pride. But even in the most uncomfortable situations, he tried to see the silver lining and never failed to cheer himself up.

      He was given access to a small lab in the basement. Mostly, it was to keep the place ventilated and to monitor the mice and other creatures that occasionally popped up in the corridors, causing a stir among students — and an even bigger one among their parents. Still, strangely enough, even that was enough for him.

      The professor continued his lecture, painting such vivid pictures that it seemed he had traveled back in time and personally met the chief of the Tanutu tribe. He moved energetically around the room, gesturing animatedly as he explained the intricate customs of the ancient people. Behind him hung an impressive screen displaying images of the tribe’s dwellings, jewelry, pottery, clothing, food, musical instruments—everything that could help students truly grasp their culture.

      Glancing around the lecture hall, Green was pleased to see the room packed with students. They filled every seat: some sat on the stairs, others on the floor or on their backpacks; a few crouched, while others leaned against the walls. A slight smile flickered across his face—he knew he was in the zone.

      As always, adrenaline coursed through him during the lecture, and he felt the familiar thrill. But today, there was something else—an uneasy feeling, a quiet premonition. The strange commotion earlier that morning, the scattered thoughts still lingering… and his gut was rarely wrong. “Something’s definitely coming…” he thought.

      Of course, Green’s professionalism took over. Shaking off the distractions, he fully refocused on the lesson.
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      Meanwhile, not long before, a first-year student named Joe Marini had rushed to Professor Green’s lecture.

      He arrived early, hoping to take what he considered the perfect seat — right in the center of the fourth row, where sound and visuals aligned most precisely. The professor’s lectures were always captivating, well worth sacrificing morning sleep — and even breakfast. After all, Professor Green’s stories were an entire world of wonder and discovery, where you could journey through millennia and almost reincarnate as people from long-forgotten eras.

      The auditorium door stood open. Joe stepped inside⁠—

      “Oh no!”

      The room was already half full. He hurried down the steps and turned sharply toward his favorite row.

      “Come on… it’s still twenty minutes before the lecture,” he muttered under his breath, slowing his pace.

      A blonde girl in a blue sweater was sitting in his usual spot. Hearing him, she looked up.

      “Hi. Looking for a seat?” she asked, instinctively pulling her backpack off the chair.

      “May I?”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “Thanks,” Joe said, plopping down into the seat without hiding his relief — or his excitement.

      He quickly gathered everything he needed, shoved his backpack under the seat, and began sneaking glances at the girl beside him, trying not to be too obvious.

      She was a petite blonde with large brown eyes and smooth, olive-toned skin — likely from one of the southern states. Her pointed nose gave her a slightly haughty look, as if she’d been born to lead — or maybe to tease. It was written all over her face: Not an option. Not a chance.

      As if sensing his gaze, the girl turned toward him. Joe instantly grabbed his phone and stared at the screen, pretending to be deeply absorbed.

      More students continued to file in, the hum of conversation growing louder.

      Suddenly, the door swung open. The screen lit up. The buzz died down in an instant. All eyes turned to the front — the lecture was about to begin.

      Professor Green entered, greeted the room, and launched straight into the topic.
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      Meanwhile, on the third floor…

      Mr. Reylight, as usual, was sitting in his office by the large window, which offered a delightful view of the academy’s busy courtyard. Warm sunlight spilled across the windowsill, and somewhere in the distance came the carefree laughter of students. He rocked lazily in his chair, watching the scene with quiet satisfaction, wondering whether it might be a good time for a stroll.

      Christopher Reylight had served as principal for nearly five years. Over time, the academy had become a prized possession — a place of comfort and prestige, as essential to someone like him as air itself.

      The day promised to be as flawless as the sky outside — not a cloud in sight. He stood up and seemed ready to leave, but before he could take even a few steps, a knock sounded at the door.

      “Director Reylight,” called the voice of his secretary, Nancy, as she appeared in the doorway. “Jessica Bright is here to see you.”

      “Excellent,” he replied with a hint of irritation and sank back into his chair.

      A moment later, the academy’s accountant stepped inside.

      “Good morning,” Jessica said, clearly troubled, as she sat down across from him. “Or… perhaps not such a good one,” she added, drawing out the words thoughtfully. Her gaze wandered to one of the tall trees outside the window.

      “Something urgent?”

      “Yes… mmm…” She pursed her lips, then exhaled and continued, “I’ve completed a preliminary analysis of next year’s budget.”

      Again, her eyes drifted toward the window.

      “And?” Reylight asked, narrowing his eyes.

      “We’re short. Or rather— we will be.”

      Reylight’s expression shifted from lazy disinterest to sharp focus.

      “How much?”

      Jessica opened the folder that had been resting on her lap and pulled out a sheet of paper, placing it on the table in front of the director.

      “Hmm… hmm…” he muttered, scanning the numbers, then flipped the page over.

      “This is a large sum. Half a million! From where? Why?” Reylight sounded indignant.

      “Everything’s getting more expensive. And don’t forget the issues with the roof.”

      He leaned back in his chair and said:

      “We’ll ask Dorshing, our benefactor. I’m sure he won’t refuse.”

      “You haven’t read today’s news, have you?”

      “No. Why?”

      “There’s a lawsuit against Dorshing. I believe things will work out, but his accounts are frozen. I doubt he’ll be able to help us now.”

      “One day… skip the morning news, and the whole world turns upside down,” Reylight muttered.

      Silence fell. The head of the academy sat with his fingertips pressed together, deep in thought. Then he looked at the accountant with a quiet smile.

      “Now I understand why you came, Jessica. I’m truly glad you’re with us. Thank you for bringing this to my attention early. Time is on our side — and that’s what matters. We’ll find a solution.”

      He lifted his chin and straightened in his chair. His gaze
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