
CIRCUS, Circus I  

The Queen’s valuable diamond necklace is stolen from the museum in town. While the real thief makes a run for it, Matt Smith is mistaken for the robber and is arrested. 

Will Matt be able to prove his innocence? And who really is the criminal?
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Nearly there. One. Two. Three. 

The thief smashed the glass case holding the priceless diamond necklace and made off with the piece of jewellery before anyone could blink. Dashing through the corridors of the museum, leaping over the banisters at the staircase, the man’s eyes were only on the doors to exit the place and be free. He could hear the museum alarm shrieking in the background. Around him, visitors were alarmed, confused, and tried to get out his way. Behind him he could hear the footsteps of the security guards slowly gaining on him. They would never catch up with him. If this operation were successful, then the Queen’s necklace would be his 17th theft in the last year. Better luck to the police trying to arrest him. The thief almost felt sorry for them. 

Smirking, the young man skirted towards the museum entrance. Entrance and exit of the museum were via the same doors. But not so fast. As the thief sped out the entrance, he knocked into another person entering the museum at the same time. The necklace fell out of the thief’s pocket, but the thief didn’t know this at that time. The trickster ran as fast as he could away from the museum, thinking he had stolen the most valuable item in the country at the moment. 

The man, who the thief had bumped into, looked at the glistening, shining neckpiece on the ground. The man believed it was something very precious and bent down to pick it up. Unluckily for him, the police and security guards made it to the crime scene at that same moment and believed him to be guilty of the attempted theft. The man, Matt Smith, was utterly bewildered. He was no thief! He was completely innocent. 

“Hands up!” He was surrounded by guns of the police and guards on all sides. 

What a misfortune indeed. Matt had only wanted to visit the museum to do some research for his thesis. Now it seemed like he would have to do his research behind bars.



Matt protested that he had nothing to do with the necklace, he didn’t know how it got there, and he wasn’t the thief, as he was being handcuffed. 

“But you must believe me, I am innocent,” Matt continued pleading his innocence. 

The police officers paid him no heed. To them, the Queen’s necklace was recovered and they had finally managed to get hold of the criminal and nuisance, responsible for the thefts of so many valuable things in the past year. 

“Shut it!” One police officer spat. “Save whatever you need to say for the station!” 

“Which station?” 

“The police station, damn it!” The other inspectors jeered. 



The ride to the town’s police station was a bumpy one. Restricted by handcuffs, Matt sat in the corner of the van, nearly out of his wits. At every possible minute, he gave at least five different reasons as to why he couldn’t be the thief. He was a nice person; he had enough money, so he hadn’t the need to steal; he respected the Queen; he didn’t have a criminal record; ‘why don’t you call my mother and ask her how law-abiding I am? If you still need more proof, then I will give you my friends’ phone numbers. You can ring them and ask them for clarification on my character’. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Is this a circus, young man?” The inspector asked, in between smoking his cigarette, feeling very bored now that the craze from the chase in the museum was gone. 

“We all heard that before anyway,” exclaimed another officer. 

“But this time it is true! It doesn’t necessarily mean that I have committed a crime,” begged Matt. If only someone would believe him. He had the rest of his education to go through, and he couldn’t do that from a prison cell. 

“We’ll get a raise for this, do you hear? We been try’na solve this case for so many months. Then our hard work is recognised and finally we nab the culprit. I think this only fair,” explained the same officer. 

“You’re right, Nate. We should have a party tonight! My house or yours?” The officers took up their conversation again, the inspector carried on smoking, and Matt was left with his mind to come up with an escape plan. 



“You stay in there. Right, Gnat? We’ll keep you there until we begin the legal stuff with the lawyers and court. Ha, it’s gonna be a long one.” 

Matt blanched, looking around at his new home in the cell. He was so terrified when he heard the words ‘lawyers’ and ‘court’ that Matt didn’t even correct the officer with the right name. 

Think, Matt, think. Come up with something to get out of this court case, Matt thought to himself.

“Er, I don’t suppose I could get some food? I haven’t had anything to eat all day...” Matt asked the officer, holding his stomach for emphasis. 

“Oi! D’you hear that? The thief is hungry!” snickered the officer. “Get him the prison menu so he can choose what he wants to gorge on.” 

Matt ignored the taunts and focused on the serious matter at hand. 

When his scanty meal came through, he took the tray and ate his fill. When he was done, with a clear head he began persuading the police officer stationed outside his cell. 

“Listen, policeman. I didn’t steal the necklace. And how could I? The thief who stole it would be running away from the museum right? When you found me with the necklace, I was entering the museum.” 

“So? What do you want us to do? Could be that you’re saying all that to get out of here and steal the jewellery again,” the frustrating policeman replied. 

It took all of Matt’s will to not swear. He asked for a cup of water, the officer went to arrange for one, and Matt was left alone- for the first time since his arrest. 

The officer came back with his glass of water and gave it to Matt with a mocking sneer. 

“Goodnight, sleep tight, Matty boy. Don’t let the bed bugs bite!”

That night, in the darkness of the cell, Matt thought and thought. When the policemen were switching shifts, he tried testing the lock on the prison door of his cell to see if it would give. It didn’t. Matt surveyed the cell and found no air vents that he could crawl up into and escape. The only window in the room was heavily barred and out of reach. He even attempted the bathroom trick, but the officer chucked a bucket inside the cell and said Matt had the luxury of having everything being close to him in prison. 

No such luck. Matt would have to try in the morning. He would persist until he was free.



Matt woke to the jangling of the officer’s keys at his cell door. 

“Oi, Matt, wake up! You’re innocent. Come on out. Or would you rather stay in there?” 

“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell the whole police force since yesterday! Thank goodness, you now believe me,” a relieved Matt stood up from his bed pallet, stretched, and practically ran from the cell. 

The inspector in the police station caught up to Matt. 

“What are you blabbering, boy? We got information that the real thief has made off with the Duchess’s gold bracelets she’d received for her wedding anniversary. It seems like he was disappointed with his failed theft attempt yesterday. While our attention was diverted in arresting innocent people,” the inspector coughs, “the clever thief took advantage and stole what he could, from another museum in the city.” 

“Hmm. Let it be your lesson in arresting innocents in the future,” Matt replied thoughtfully. 

“Don’t tell us our job, son,” the inspector clapped a hand on Matt’s shoulder. 

“Bloody fool!” The officer from outside his cell was here as well. 

“Sorry for the joke. Does that mean the police won’t be getting a bonus, then?” Matt asked, actually curious. 

“You don’t worry about our bonuses, son, you go home and enjoy your life,” the inspector answered, ushering Matt out of the police station.

Finally out of this circus, Matt thought. 

He asked a final question- “What did you say the name of the thief was?”

“Matt Smith. We only know his name or at least alias, because he sends messages to the police stations bragging about the latest expensive thing he has stolen. But we still don’t know what he looks like,” was the inspector’s reply.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

JOKER, Circus II


[image: ]


In Venezuela, scientist Manuel Alvarez is quietly working on his Big Idea to solve global warming once and for all. 

Unfortunately, word gets out that Manuel has found a solution. The media, government, and external companies want to get in on it. After all, there would be profit for everyone since the conditions were so critical.

Will Manuel be able to hush the media and continue his seminal work? And what about his own nephew, Juan, who manages to produce an electricity-generating contraption to reverse the climate crisis many months later? 

What do you call a beach that's no longer sandy? A climate change denier.

Everybody knew Planet Earth was getting warmer and warmer, far more than normal. The atmosphere around the Earth wasn’t reflecting back the Sun’s rays enough, resulting in rising sea levels, tides, and the North Pole melting. If this continued and no one did anything about it, soon it would be a very big problem. Too big for anyone to solve. Countries from all corners of the world were prioritising on eradicating global warming and putting an end to the energy crisis. Heavy investments and funding were being made. Promotions were being doled out in businesses as incentives for workers to come up with a solution. Governments were distributing badges of honour and achievement in recognition of anyone who would come up with a way to end climate change once and for all. Some people had even gone so far as to say that
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