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    To my grandchildren — the bright sparks in my stories, the laughter in my days, and the gentle reminder that wonder still lives in the world.
May you always follow clues of curiosity, chase mysteries with courage, and carry your own magic wherever you go.
This book is for you, and for every adventure your hearts will discover.
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CHAPTER ONE

Luther, the Detective Crow
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Where mysteries begin...
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The old city library had been abandoned for years — forgotten by people, claimed by dust, and ruled by silence. But to Luther, the sharp-eyed detective crow, it was nothing less than a kingdom.

He perched proudly on the highest bookshelf, glossy black feathers catching the thin strip of sunlight that slipped through a cracked window. Below him lay his domain: towers of books leaning like ancient monuments, leather-bound volumes stacked in crooked piles, and the rich, comforting smell of old paper drifting through the air like incense.

This was no ordinary hideout. This was Luther's Office of Unsolved Things.

The grand desks — scratched, worn, but still noble — stood like loyal soldiers awaiting orders. High-backed chairs lined the room, faded but dignified, as if ready for a council meeting. Every corner whispered stories. Every shelf held secrets. And Luther knew them all.

He clicked his beak thoughtfully. A detective needed order. A detective needed support. A detective needed... staff.

Mo Arrives

[image: ]

"Mo!" Luther called, voice echoing through the cavernous room.

A tiny grey mouse darted out from behind a stack of encyclopedias, whiskers twitching. Quick, clever, and endlessly loyal, Mo was the perfect assistant for fetching clues, carrying notes, and occasionally reminding Luther to eat.

"Yes, sir! Right here, sir!" Mo squeaked, saluting with a scrap of paper he'd been nibbling.

Before Mo could scurry off, a blur of chestnut fur zipped across the room.

Faye Takes Charge
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"I've already sorted your case log, Luther," said Faye, landing gracefully on the desk. Her tiny spectacles perched neatly on her nose, and she carried a stack of perfectly organized papers.

"And I've filed yesterday's witness statements. Honestly, you'd lose half your clues if I weren't here."

Luther puffed his chest. "Nonsense. I simply allow you to feel useful."

Faye rolled her eyes — affectionately.

Zeus Watches from Above
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A deep, wise hoot drifted from the rafters.

"Children..." Zeus, the old owl, watched from above — silvered feathers, golden eyes, and the patience of someone who had seen far too much.

"Detective work requires patience," he said. "And perhaps less theatrics."

"Theatrics are essential," Luther replied. "They keep the criminals nervous."

Zeus sighed. Faye smirked. Mo nodded enthusiastically.

And just like that, the team was assembled.

A New Mystery Stirs
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In the abandoned library, surrounded by stories older than time, Luther — the detective crow with a flair for drama — prepared for his next case.

Something was stirring in the city. Something curious. Something suspicious.

And Luther lived for suspicious.
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CHAPTER TWO

The Golden Acorn Case Begins
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Where panic knocks loudly...
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A frantic knock rattled the heavy wooden doors of the abandoned library — so loud that dust drifted from the rafters like startled ghosts.

Mo froze mid-scurry. Faye's tail puffed up. Zeus opened one eye, unimpressed. Luther tilted his head, listening with dramatic intensity.

The knock came again — faster, wilder, desperate.

"By the feathers of my ancestors..." Luther muttered. "Someone is panicking. I love panicking. It means clues."

He hopped across the desk with theatrical flair and signaled to Mo.

"Open the door. But slowly. Dramatically."

Mo tugged the rope pulley with all his tiny strength. The door creaked open, groaning like an old storyteller waking from a nap.

The Councillor's Entrance
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A squirrel councillor burst in, dressed in his finest suit — the kind worn only for official Squirrel Council meetings. His tie was crooked, his fur frazzled, and his breath came in sharp, panicked squeaks. In his rush, he tripped over a stack of dictionaries and nearly fell flat on his face.

"Detective Luther!" he gasped, clutching his chest. "It's terrible — absolutely terrible!"

Luther puffed his feathers, delighted. "Terrible news is my favourite kind."

The councillor straightened his suit, trying to regain dignity.

"The Golden Acorn... the symbol of our Council... it's gone!"

Faye dropped her papers. Mo squeaked. Zeus finally opened both eyes.

"Gone?" Luther repeated. "Stolen? Misplaced? Eaten? Vaporized? Teleported? Misunderstood?"

"Stolen!" the councillor cried. "And everyone is blaming the Monkeys — they were seen near the Council Chamber earlier today."

Luther stopped pacing mid-circle. "The Monkeys?" he said slowly. "No. Their paws are too big. Their mischief is too loud. Their style is too messy. This theft... this feels delicate."

He hopped onto the back of a high-backed chair, eyes gleaming.

"Show me where the acorn was last seen. And don't worry — I already know the Monkeys didn't do it."

The councillor blinked. "You do?"

Luther spread his wings dramatically. "Instinct."

Mo gasped. Faye scribbled notes. Zeus sighed, but proudly.

The Council Chamber
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The forest was unusually quiet as Luther strode beside the councillor, wings tucked neatly behind him, eyes scanning every branch, every shadow, every rustle. Mo trotted behind with a notebook twice his size. Faye carried a stack of files under her arm, muttering about 'proper procedure.' Zeus glided silently overhead, a watchful guardian.

They arrived at the Squirrel Council Chamber — a grand wooden hall built into the trunk of the oldest oak in the forest. The councillor pushed open the carved door, revealing chaos.

Papers were scattered. Chairs overturned. A ceremonial pedestal stood empty — the velvet cushion bare where the Golden Acorn once gleamed.

Luther inhaled deeply. "Ah. Disorder. My favourite scent."

He hopped onto the pedestal, inspecting the cushion with sharp eyes.

"No claw marks," he murmured. "No tearing. No signs of a struggle."

Mo scribbled furiously. Faye adjusted her spectacles. Zeus landed on a beam above them.

"The Monkeys were seen nearby!" the councillor insisted. "They must have taken it!"

Luther didn't even look up. "No. The Monkeys leave chaos behind. This chaos is staged."

He pointed to the scattered papers. "Look at the edges — they're ruffled, not torn. Someone placed them to look messy."

He hopped down and examined the floor. Tiny indentations dotted the dust — delicate, almost invisible.

"Mo," Luther said, "measure these."

Mo knelt, comparing the prints to the chart he kept folded in his pocket.

"They're too small for monkeys," Mo squeaked. "Too sharp for squirrels. Too light for raccoons."

Luther's eyes gleamed. "Exactly."

The Featherlight Clue
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He followed the trail to the window — a small opening just big enough for a bird to slip through.

Faye gasped. "A bird thief?"

Zeus hooted softly. "Not just any bird."

Luther nodded, holding up a single shimmering feather caught on a splinter.

Dark. Iridescent. Starling.

"Because," Luther said, lowering his voice, "the Golden Acorn is a symbol of importance. And some creatures... crave importance."

He turned dramatically.

"This was not a theft for profit. It was a theft for attention."

Zeus nodded. "A jealous heart can be louder than a monkey's mischief."

Luther spread his wings. "Let's follow the trail. Starlings are messy when they panic — and this one will panic once it realizes I'm on the case."

Mo squeaked in excitement. Faye gathered her files. The councillor looked hopeful for the first time.

Luther stepped out of the chamber, feathers shining with purpose.

"The Golden Acorn will be returned," he declared. "And the starling will confess. They always do."

He paused, turning back with a dramatic flourish.

"After all... clues don't match paws."

And
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