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      Previously in The Adventures of Professor Green:

      

      On the Trail of the Mysterious Burglar

      

      Professor Green once again finds himself in the midst of dangerous adventures. This time, he is on the trail of a mysterious thief. What is the thief planning? Each clue brings him closer to uncovering the truth… and to the danger lurking in the shadows.
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            A Little Trick

          

        

      

    

    
      When do teachers get a break?

      Have you ever wondered? If not—no worries. It probably won’t affect your future, and it definitely won’t change your past. Of course, it would be wonderful if students’ “break” meant time off for the faculty too. But no—lucky students. Not so lucky teachers. Like everyone else, they wait patiently for their real vacation.

      And what about summer, when students are enjoying their freedom from classes? You might ask.

      Ha. I don’t know about everywhere else, but at Spooner Academy, there’s never a shortage of work.

      A call from Director Reylight pulled Professor Harold Green out of his “favorite” basement—where he’d been waging war for the past few hours against a gang of gray, squeaky bandits.

      And if we’re being honest, the score was not in the professor’s favor.

      The mice were winning. By a lot.

      It didn’t even make him angry—so much as genuinely confuse him.

      Their strategy is working better than mine… which is just unfair, Green thought.

      He tugged his mask down so he could speak, grabbed his phone from the table, and put the call on speaker.

      “Good afternoon,” Director Reylight’s voice came through. “Are you busy?”

      “Well… sort of… a little…” Green mumbled—just as he spotted yet another one making a run for it.

      Even a call with his boss couldn’t stop the battle. And it definitely didn’t convince the pest to sit still.

      Green yanked the mask back on and lunged after the mouse with a spray can, releasing a chemical mist he’d brewed himself. An orange cloud hung in the air as if a giant tangerine had just exploded in the room.

      The smell was unbearable—at least for Green.

      The mouse, however, seemed completely unbothered. By the smell. By the substance. By him, frankly.

      Footsteps and squeaks filled the room. They made a full circle—until the mouse proved faster, slipped under the desk, and let out an even louder, triumphant squeal.

      Green shoved the chair aside. It toppled over with a dull thud.

      He dove after the little villain—only for it to vanish again.

      “A hole…” he hissed through his teeth.

      Sure enough, a tiny gap yawned in the baseboard.

      “I’ll patch that,” he muttered darkly.

      As he stood up, he smacked his head on the edge of the desk. A cup of pens wobbled, then crashed to the floor with a sharp clatter.

      “Seriously—again!” Green yelped, pressing a hand to the sore spot.

      The Director was still on the line. He’d clearly heard the chaos, because he asked, frowning, “Professor… are you all right?”

      “Yes, yes. I’m fine,” Green said, still sitting on the floor. “I think… that’s enough for today,” he mumbled under his breath. Then, toward the desk: “You win.”

      Reylight wisely didn’t ask who, exactly, had won, and continued in the same patient tone.

      “I’d like to meet with you and discuss something. Could you stop by my office sometime today?”

      “Oh—yes. Now I can. I’m free.” Green rubbed the bruise again. “How about in half an hour?”

      “Perfect. See you soon.”

      “See you,” Green said, and ended the call.
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      After restoring both himself and the room to something that vaguely resembled order, he headed upstairs.

      To his surprise, the secretary wasn’t there. Her desk was empty. It felt odd—she usually filled the space with a very particular kind of energy.

      “May I?” Green asked, tapping lightly and peeking into the Director’s office.

      “Come in,” Reylight replied, brisk and cheerful.

      Green sank into the chair and braced himself.

      “Admissions,” Reylight began with a sigh.

      “Yes… we’ve still got a week or two, I suppose,” Green said distractedly, still mentally chasing rodents.

      “Five days,” the Director corrected, leaning forward with his elbows on the desk. “And I have wonderful news. This year, you’ll be on the admissions committee.”

      “Me? What? No!” Green blurted before he could stop himself. Then he tried to recover. “I mean—sir, I really don’t think I can. And besides… isn’t it all online?”

      “Often,” Reylight said. “Not always.”

      “So you’re telling me…” Green muttered, as if he didn’t quite believe his own ears.

      Reylight leaned back.

      “Spooner Academy Charter, section 1.4,” he said calmly. “Any applicant has the right to take the exams in person—on campus.”

      Green stared at him with the expression of a man attempting to turn to stone.

      “Oh, come on,” Reylight exhaled, rubbing his forehead. Then, louder: “On campus, Professor. Yesterday we received several in-person requests. We’re assembling the committee—immediately.”

      “They’ll remember me for life,” Green grimaced, “and hate me if they don’t get in. Professor Grayson would be a much better choice.”

      The Director didn’t budge. Instead, he changed tactics.

      “Just imagine it,” Reylight said, almost dreamy. “All that talent. All that drive. What if there’s a true genius among them—and you’re the one who discovers them? A new star… or even a planet.”

      It didn’t work.

      Green stayed firm.

      “I really can’t. I was going to rest a bit. I’ve got a couple days off saved up. The weather’s wonderful. I was planning to go fishing—finally…”

      “Such a pity,” Reylight said politely. “Well then, that’s all. Have a good day.”

      He watched Green rise and gave the smallest shake of his head.

      Fishing, Reylight thought. That’s a stretch. The last thing Green dreamed of was sitting quietly with a rod. A scientific conference, or an exhibition—now that would’ve sounded believable. But the Director didn’t argue.

      Green was already halfway out the door when Reylight added, almost casually:

      “Oh—and one more thing. Dr. Jane Robinson will be heading the committee.”

      Green froze.

      His heart stumbled—like it always did when he heard her name.

      He turned so quickly it was almost suspicious.

      “Jane?”

      “Yes,” Reylight said. “And it was her suggestion that we invite you specifically.”

      “Well, I—” Green started, then stalled.

      Reylight’s smile was barely contained. “And you can’t… how unfortunate…”

      “No, no, you misunderstood!” Green waved both hands. “I didn’t say no. I just—had planned a trip before… this… and I… well…” He fumbled over the words. “But now I see how important this is. I’ll cancel. I’ll help. Especially if Dr. Robinson will be there…” His cheeks tinted pink.

      “Excellent,” Reylight said, delighted. “Dr. Robinson will brief you. We’ll stay in touch.”

      “Thank you,” Green said, and walked out.

      

      In the corridor, he didn’t so much walk as drift—already imagining Jane’s voice, her sharp mind, her beautiful, intelligent eyes. They hadn’t seen each other in almost a month, and his heart had been aching that entire month.

      But first—the mice.

      Jane couldn’t see the lab like that. What if she was afraid of them?

      “No. Absolutely not,” Green told himself.

      And with renewed determination, he hurried back down to the basement for yet another round in his war against the tailed invaders.
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            Keeping a Low Profile

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun hung straight overhead, as if it were deliberately trying to empty the streets—scorching everything below with ruthless heat. The forecasters had promised record-high temperatures for the entire week ahead, and unfortunately, for once, they were dead right.

      Detective Nick Forest stepped out of his office to check on the team—who were quite literally melting from a combination of heat and boredom. Don and Rachel sat hunched over their phones, and Kirk sat motionless at his desk, pretending to be buried in reports—though the eager look on his face made it obvious he had a computer game open on his screen. The whole scene was strangely peaceful, which usually meant one thing:

      The city was quiet.

      And that was good news.

      Only one thing didn’t fit.

      The captain had suddenly called him in.

      Forest reached the captain’s door, grabbed the handle, and pushed it open. His first instinct was to back right out again. It was so stifling inside, it felt like stepping into a blazing sauna.

      The captain sat half-turned toward an open window, holding a folder and flapping it like a fan—without much success. Sweat ran down his face in heavy drops, and the back of his shirt was completely soaked through.

      “Sit,” he said, pointing to a chair.

      “What happened?” Forest asked, already feeling like he might need a “fan” of his own any second.

      “A lot,” the red-faced captain mumbled. “First, the AC broke. And then this heat…”

      For

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/logopr.png
Ink &
[.aurel





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Previously…
      


      		
        1. A Little Trick
      


      		
        2. Keeping a Low Profile
      


      		
        3. An Unusual Incident, or Green Got Spooked
      


      		
        4. The Trip
      


      		
        5. Meeting Emily
      


      		
        6. Buried in Work — Clues
      


      		
        7. Admissions Exams
      


      		
        8. Never Again
      


      		
        9. The Captain Starts Foaming
      


      		
        10. Steak and a Thermometer
      


      		
        11. On the Highway
      


      		
        12. Who’s to Blame?
      


      		
        Coming Next…
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/img_2371.jpg
—

]

; c’ ’|:!

(KATERYNA
RAKOVA





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





