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The New Crisis

The sun had begun to set. Mason had moved three or four steps ahead of Aiden. But when he saw that Aiden had fallen behind, he turned to look. Aiden was standing motionless in one spot, as if he were a prince under a magical spell who had turned to stone for looking back.

Mason turned back, approached him, and asked, "What's the matter? Why did you stop? Don't you plan on going home today?"

"Did you hear what that man said?" Aiden asked.

"What man?" Mason was puzzled.

"The one who was three or four steps ahead of us. Look, there he goes... He said something to his companion that you probably couldn't hear."

"Oh, him. I was worried about today's exam. My paper didn't go very well."

"You always say that, and when the results come out, you come first."

"What can I say? I always feel like my paper hasn't gone well."

"The exams are over now. The results will be out in a week or two. Everything will be clear then." "Yes, so... what were you saying about that man? What was he saying?" Mason seemed to remember.

"Yes, he was saying... Hey! But where did he go? Oh no, he's disappeared! What bad luck?"

"What's so bad about it? Why don't you tell me? Why are you speaking in riddles?"

"He was telling his companion that Inspector Felix Grant could create problems for us. Until we get him out of the way, we can't carry out our work without worry."

"So what's that to us?" Mason exclaimed.

"Have you lost your mind?" Aiden asked irritably.

"No," Mason replied innocently, but a smile didn't appear on Aiden's face. He looked very worried.

"Don't joke. I'm very upset."

"What is the matter, exactly? Until you tell me, what can I say?"

"Don't you know that's my father's name?"
"What?" Mason was stunned. "I didn't know. Actually, everyone just calls him Felix."
"Yes. But his full name is exactly that!"

"Oh! Then you made a mistake. Instead of stopping, you should have followed him."

"I actually lost my senses."

"This is very bad. Worse than very bad."
"But..." Mason started to say something but stopped.
"But what?"

"Maybe it's someone else's name too."
"That's... unlikely."
"Not unlikely at all. There could be several inspectors in the Intelligence Department named Kamran."
"You're thinking wrong. My father is very famous in the department right now. Every difficult mission is assigned to him."

"So what should we do now?" Mason asked.

"That's exactly what I'm thinking."

"Let's go and tell Uncle," Mason suggested.

"They won't believe me."
"Why?"
"They're already angry with me."
"Why?"
"They think I read too many detective novels and not enough course books."
"Well, what's wrong with that? It's true, isn't it?"
"When do I even read them? Have you ever seen me reading one?"
"I haven't seen it, but perhaps there's a detective novel in your bag right now. Why? Am I wrong?"

"I don't know," Aiden said.

"You're very clever. You lock yourself in your room and start reading a novel, and spread your course books on the Rope Bed so that if anyone comes in, you can quickly pick up a book and start reading."

"How do you know?" Aiden asked, flustered.

"I just know."
"You have to tell me."
"I do the same thing," Mason said innocently, and Aiden laughed.
"And right now, there's also a detective novel in my bag."
"Hah. That's exactly why I'm saying Father won't believe me."
"But we have no choice but to tell them."
"Yes, that's true."
"So what should we do?"
"We'll see. Whether they believe us or not, let's go tell them right now."
"And if they don't believe us...?"
"We'll think about that later."
"But where would they be at home right now?"
"They must be at home. They've taken two days off."
"Oh! Then I'll come with you."
"Yes! You'll have to come. In fact, I think you should be the one to talk to them. Maybe they'll believe you."
"But I didn't hear that man's words."
"So what? I'll tell them that Aiden heard someone say this. In that case, they won't believe it either. And you won't say that you heard the words too."
"Yes! You know I never lie, no matter the situation."
"You're saying that as if I lie all the time."
"What can I say about you?"
"Alright, forget this. We'll both talk to them, judging the situation," Aiden said.
"That's fine," Mason agreed.

"Look, we've reached near the house just by talking, and we didn't even realize it."

"That's your specialty. When you start talking, the path seems shorter, but your conversations never are."

"I'm not that much of a talker," Aiden said.

"You're more of one than I am." At Mason's words, Aiden laughed, but then his laughter vanished instantly.

"Why? Why did you put the brakes on your laughter?"

"I remembered Dear Father. What if he gets caught in a new crisis?" Aiden's voice was soft.

"When is he not in a crisis?"
"Hah. That's also true."
"Look, we've arrived. Let's go inside."



"The fact is..." Felix Grant was saying to his wife, Diana, "I'm telling you, Aiden doesn't pay attention to his studies. He reads detective novels."

"That's wrong. I've never seen him reading a detective novel," Begum replied.

"Begum, why don't you understand? I've lived through that age, and I know very well what boys do at that age."
"Then you must have read detective novels at that age too. Well, I benefited from it. Look at me now, I'm the most famous inspector in the Intelligence Department."
"Look at you, started praising yourself. Don't sing your own praises. We were talking about Aiden."

"You keep forgetting that he passes every year with very good marks, in fact, he comes first or second in his class."

"I accept that. Now, keeping that in mind, think... he's intelligent... he gets very good marks. And he gets these marks without any hard work. If he didn't read detective novels and focused on his course books, couldn't he come first in the entire district in his Matric exams?"

"Yes, that's the point, isn't it?" Diana said thoughtfully. "But I'm telling you, he doesn't read detective novels."

"My experience says he does."
"Can you prove it?" Diana asked.
Felix Grant smiled. "That's the work I do day and night."
"Then prove it."
"Come with me."
"Where are we going?"
"To Aiden's room."



The two entered Aiden's room. Felix Grant went towards Aiden's bookcase. He opened it and started looking through the books. After checking all the books, he found no detective novel.

"See. I told you your idea was wrong. You can't prove it," Diana said, seeing him fail.

"Wait a moment. I haven't finished the search yet." Felix Grant's eyes scanned the room. He checked behind the picture frames on the walls. In short, he inspected everything in the room.

"And I'm happy."
"Happy about what?"
"This, that your idea turned out to be wrong."
"Hah! But I can never accept that he doesn't read detective novels."
"What is the reason for your belief?"
"Because he's my son, and at that age, I also used to read detective novels."
"Then what is Aiden's fault in that?"
"Yes!... But... my parents didn't know about this habit of mine. They never forbade me. How could they? They were uneducated. They didn't know whether I was reading course books or something else. I am educated, so I want to see my son on the right path."
"So that means you were on the wrong path in your youth." Diana smiled.

"You twist things around."
"And you split hairs."
Suddenly, Felix Grant flipped over the mattress on Aiden's bed.
Begum Diana was left speechless. Two detective novels lay on the bed, mocking them.
"Now what do you say?"
"I'm surprised! Your idea was correct."
"I was also surprised how my idea could be wrong. Now when he comes, I'll teach him a lesson."
"Look, don't try to beat him."
"Why?"
"Sons are ruined by beating. Explain to him with love."
"Thank you, I don't need your advice."
"So, will you hit him?"
"I don't know. Let him come first."
"He should be coming anytime now. It's about time."
"Today, I'll explain to him gently. If he doesn't listen, then I'll have to be strict."
"Why wouldn't he listen to you? I'll also explain to him."
"Come, let's sit in the veranda. Today we'll also see how much he lies and how much he tells the truth."
"But he doesn't lie."
"We'll find out soon. Look, he's here... Oh! Mason is with him too."
Aiden and Mason were entering. "Peace be upon you.," Aiden greeted.
"And upon you be peace!" Mason also greeted them both.
"May you live long, beta," Diana said, patting Mason's head.
"So, beta, how are your studies going these days?"
"Perfectly fine, Dear Father."
"You two study hard, okay?"
"Absolutely," came from both their mouths.
"You don't read anything besides your course books, right?" Felix Grant asked.
"Yes!" came from Aiden's mouth. His tone was questioning.
"Aiden, I'm asking you. Do you read detective novels?" Felix Grant asked suddenly.

Both were startled. Aiden couldn't give an answer. He stood silent, looking at the floor.
"Aiden! You didn't answer my question."
"Yes, Dear Father, I do read them." Aiden's face was pale.
"Do you have a detective novel with you right now?"
"Yes, I do."
"Where is it?"
"In my bag."
"Is there also a novel in your room?"
"Yes, there are two there as well."
"I'm happy that you don't lie. But at the same time, I must say that these days are only for reading course books?"
"Dear Father, I only read them after doing my schoolwork."
"Alright. Still, I want you not to read them. At least not in the days leading up to exams."
"Yes, that's better."
"And you... Mason, do you read them too?"
"Yes!"
"Then the same advice is for you."
"Yes, better."
"Fine. Now both of you go to your room. Eat, drink, write, study. Enjoy yourselves."

The two looked at each other with questioning eyes. Their glances were saying to each other: 'How do we tell them that matter? Here we've already been caught red-handed. It's true they explained gently, but that
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