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      Summer vacation flashed by like a warm evening with friends, leaving behind nothing but a vivid memory. Then autumn swept in without ceremony, quickly imposing its own order. Day by day, the air grew cooler and fresher, while the leaves tried on new colors with playful curiosity.

      In just a week, a new academic year would begin at Spooner Academy. The teachers had long since returned to their posts — bustling about, solving various issues, and making adjustments to the updated curriculum. Life at the academy was in full swing, and everyone was eagerly awaiting the first semester.

      Over the past few months, the main building had undergone a major renovation. Now it combined ancient elegance with modern conveniences, preserving its grandeur while radiating an extraordinary atmosphere.

      Students gradually arrived, filling the campus, while those who couldn’t get a spot in the dorms searched for housing in the city. Joe Marini and Sue Jefferson were among the lucky ones — they got their old rooms back, and their second year began as a continuation of a familiar yet no less thrilling story.

      Naturally, both students enrolled in the history course taught by the legendary Professor Green — one of Spooner’s most fascinating and extraordinary teachers. Although there was little hope for an internship, Joe and Sue still dreamed of becoming his assistants once more and embarking on new adventures. In their first year, they had rightfully earned a place among the chosen few, gaining the unique experience of working with a renowned chemist who, by a twist of fate, had since become a historian. Yes, such things do happen — even in the academic world!

      Time passed quickly, and a week later, Principal Reylight presided over the ceremonial opening of the school year. In his speech, he urged everyone to study diligently, set new goals, and strive to achieve them despite any obstacles — by which he clearly meant laziness and carelessness rather than tsunamis or tornadoes.

      He offered a special welcome to the first-year students, their green robes bright against the stage, congratulating them on joining the best academy. He also acknowledged the final-year students — soon-to-be graduates — and wished everyone success. After his brilliant address — and with it, the fading of his brief moment in the spotlight — several drones took to the sky, tracing “Welcome” in trails of colored smoke across the clear blue.
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      The first classes were set to begin in an hour. In the meantime, students and teachers strolled through the courtyard, enjoying the autumn coolness.

      Professor Green had four lectures scheduled for the day. After delivering the first two with his usual energy and enthusiasm, he made his way to the Blue Auditorium, where the second-year students were already waiting.

      “The topic of today’s lecture,” he began, “is, you might say, a light review of everything we studied last year, as well as a way to organize that information in our memories. This will help us move further along the chain of events in the history of our planet!”

      “Today, we’ll have a dialogue — so don’t hesitate to share your thoughts. Let’s start by recalling all the nationalities we studied last year. If you’d like to answer a question, just press the panel on your desks…” He paused, then smiled. “And do note, on the new desks! They have a small addition — a panel with touch buttons. See?”

      A unanimous “yes” echoed in response.

      “Press the green button if you remember the names.”

      “Oh, excellent! We’ve already got one! Third row, seat twenty-three,” he announced, looking at the flickering numbers.

      “Georgiants!”

      “Yes, that’s right… Eighth row, seat four.”

      “Tanutu.”

      “Wonderful!”

      “Anyone else? Ah, row eleven, seat seven.”

      “Cardinni.”

      “Great! Only two left.”

      The room grew quieter as the students tried to remember.

      “Come on, I’m sure you can do it without a hint,” the professor encouraged, giving them a little more time.

      He glanced around the room, then back at the screen, where new “coordinates” appeared.

      “Oh, perfect! Row nine…” Green began, when suddenly, for no apparent reason, the floor seemed to come alive beneath his feet, and the room began to shake.

      At first it was a light tremor. Small objects — pens, folders, laptops, phones, and bags — began to slide together, then scatter in different directions. The shaking grew stronger; small jolts appeared. The amplitude of the vibrations increased, even as their frequency slowed. Soon the chairs began to quake, then lurch, creaking and crashing to the floor.

      Panic erupted in the auditorium, accompanied by the frightened cries of students.

      “Everyone out, immediately!” the professor commanded.

      The second-year students leapt from their seats.

      “One door per section! Three doors — three sections!” he repeated, shouting above the noise.

      Meanwhile, the earthquake intensified. A deep rumble filled the hall, the walls shook, and the building trembled as if under the peals of thunder in the heart of a storm.

      The students ran for their lives, rushing to the exits, jostling in the doorways, desperate to escape the building. Within minutes, the auditorium was empty. Professor Green checked to make sure no one was hiding in fear between the rows. Satisfied, he headed for the exit — but as he reached the door, he noticed a thin crack snaking along the wall.

      “But it could have been much worse!” flashed through the professor’s mind, and he hurried down the steps.

      In the courtyard, frightened students clustered together, keeping as far from the building as they could. The tremors grew stronger, as if something deep beneath the earth was pounding upward with brute force. Many dropped down — some sat, some lay flat, and a few ended up on all fours. Eyes shut tight, they covered their heads with bags or just their hands, following the safety instructions and waiting for the shaking to pass. Others, on the contrary — like seasoned paparazzi — pushed forward with their phones, eager to capture the chaos up close. After all, it’s not every day you get a live showing of a horror movie.

      Principal Reylight stood motionless, feeling the vibrations from the ground roll through his body. He held his breath, his eyes fixed on his beloved academy. His hand rose to his chest, as if trying to steady his wildly beating heart.

      “We just finished the renovation…” he groaned. “My new stairs — so stylish, with lighting! I chose the design myself! And the roof? God, it sparkles like a jewel… Why?!”

      It seemed the Universe had finally taken pity on him, because suddenly — silence.

      Everyone froze, straining to listen, trying to catch even the faintest sign of what might come next.

      A few minutes later, two powerful jolts hit, and then — as if someone had flipped a switch — everything went still.

      The head of the academy exhaled with relief, a boyish grin breaking across his face as if he’d just gotten away with some grand mischief. Stepping away from the building, he cleared his throat and called out:

      “Dear students and teachers! If anyone is hurt, please report it immediately. Dr. Jane Robinson will provide first aid.”

      He paused, giving everyone a moment to recover.

      “Are you all right?” he asked the huddled students.

      “Yes!”

      “Excellent,” Reylight continued. “As you’ve probably guessed, we’ve just had a small earthquake. It’s a rare occurrence in our region, but not unheard of. Classes are canceled for today. We’ll inspect the building, assess any damage, and by this evening let you know what happens next.”

      “What about our things?” someone called out from the crowd.

      “Don’t worry, you’ll be able to collect them later. Now go home and get some rest! We’ll be in touch,” the principal concluded.
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      Gradually, the crowd began to disperse. Harold Green strolled toward the western gate, where his car was parked in the lot, walking among the students, lost in thought.

      “Professor Green!” a voice called from behind.

      “Yes?” he replied, stopping. Sue and Joe were hurrying toward him.

      “Ah, you two! How was your vacation?”

      “Wonderful,” Sue said.

      “Good,” Joe added.

      “Tell me, Professor, was this your first earthquake?”

      “Oh, yes! And yours?” He lowered his glasses and raised his eyebrows slightly.

      They exchanged a glance and answered together:

      “Ours too.”

      “Did you know the last earthquake in our city was in 1957? That’s almost a hundred years ago!” the professor began, and a small group of curious students quickly gathered around him.

      “The academy had already been built by then. This wing…” — he pointed to the section they were passing — “looked quite different. The windows here were different, but the shutters are original. Look at the beautiful ornament.”

      One of the students spoke up:

      “They’re tulips.”

      “You’re absolutely right,” the professor nodded. “They were the favorite flower of Gloria, Spoonie’s youngest daughter, for whom he built the academy. He dreamed of her studying at a good place close to home. Back then, there was nothing here… and that’s how this place came to be. Spoonie was not only an intelligent man, but also a generous one. He collected many rare and expensive books and donated them to the library, which he later gifted to the city.

      “And by the way, the last earthquake was much stronger, so if I were you, I wouldn’t count on having tomorrow off. This building has stood the test of time. If you want to know more, I’m sure the city archives have long been digitized.”

      “All the best!” With that, the professor turned into the parking lot.
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      The courtyard quickly emptied, leaving only Principal Reylight standing at the entrance. He watched the last students depart, in no hurry to leave himself — there was still important work ahead. Soon, a team of builders arrived to inspect the building for damage. After a thorough check, the specialists concluded that aside from a couple of small cracks, the premises were in excellent condition and perfectly safe for use.

      Christopher finally returned to his office. As he stepped inside, he felt the warmth and comfort of the place — the walls, the furniture, even the slight disorder on his desk seemed to wrap around him, reminding him that the academy still stood where it always had. Smiling, he contacted his colleagues to discuss the day’s events. Then he posted an announcement on the academy’s website, detailing the inspection and its results.

      Only on his way home did he reflect on how unpredictable life could be. Remembering his
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