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The Mystery of the Stolen Armor

My name is Robert West, my friends call me Rob, I’m a detective. This is the story of my first case.
One day last June my best friend, Tuck North, and myself were on our way to the library because the man on the radio said that a knight was there holding auditions for the part of squires in the upcoming reenactment. I was expecting a guy that looked like one big wrinkle, but when we got there he wasn’t. In fact I didn’t see anyone that even looked like he was holding auditions, So Tuck half ran, half jogged to the mystery section looking for, as he called them, “reference books.” As I followed his path of destruction, I apologized to the librarian, and several other people. 

“Hey, Tuck, I’m going to see if there’s a book on secret club house making.” I said. He mumbled something inaudible.

 So I went over to the nonfiction section to check. As I walked into the room, a book came out of nowhere and flew over the top of my head, unsettling my hair. I picked up the book. It was the knight book Tuck had read last year, I looked up and saw a guy that looked like a knight himself apparently just tossed it.


Tuck walked over, I explained what had happened, while trying to elude the knight guy, and he said, “I wonder what’s wrong, I’m going to talk to him,”


“Tuck don’t!” I tried, whispering,


But it didn’t work, as usual; he walked up any way and said, “Why’d you just throw that book?”


“It just got me riled up, and who are you?” The man said a little bamboozled, 


“I’m Tuck North,” answered Tuck, “Are you a knight?”


 “I was Sir Mike Pentupdragon of Geldaland,” Sir Mike told Tuck.


“Was?” Tuck asked


“Yes, my antique amour was stolen,” he said, suppressing a sob, “I was going to play my ancestor in the upcoming reenactment, but now without my amour I am nothing.”


“We could help you,” Tuck volunteered, “We have a detective agency.”


“We?” Sir Mike asked.


“Tuck and me,” I said, stepping forward.


So now Tuck, once again, had volunteered me for something.


“Now meet me in the teen section of the library tomorrow. Okay?” Sir Mike added


“Okay, cool,” Agreed Tuck


Now you see I wasn’t the type to back out on a promise, even if some one else made it, so I went to the library with Tuck the next day. We went up to the west tower to see Sir Mike in the teen section. There he was, sitting. 


“Sir Mike, I’d like to ask you a few questions.” I said whipping out a pad and pencil.


“Shoot,” he said falsely cheery.


“Do you have any enemies?” Tuck asked.


“Well, no, not any more,” Sir Mike said, I sighed, “all my family’s enemies died out hundreds of years ago.”


“Can you be sure that none of them have any relatives anywhere?” I inquired.


“Well no, but I’m almost positive that there aren’t any.” Sir Mike confirmed.


“ARGH!” Tuck bellowed. “Okay then, where were you when it was stolen?”


“Well, I was at the derby,” Mike answered.


“Okay, now we’re getting somewhere.” I uttered.


“At least I think,” Mike said, “I didn’t check to see if it was there when I got back.”


I smacked my head, “Can you at least show us where it was stolen?”


“Of course, follow me.”

 So we went outside, crossed the street, and prepared to keep walking when Sir Mike stopped, he then walked up his front walk.

“Sorry for the botch,” he said, indicating a mess.

“No problem, I’ve seen Rob’s room” Tuck joked.

We followed him to a room with glass all over the floor. Hurriedly I pulled two pairs of rubber gloves and finger print kit out of my pack; I handed the gloves to Tuck and put on a pair for myself.

“Tuck grab me a several pieces of glass.” I ordered, and then I opened a pocket magnifying glass, and dusted the pieces.


“No prints.” Tuck noticed, “He must’ve been wearing gloves.”


“Very good Tuck,” I said, “But you failed to notice that on this piece, right here, there is a label.”


“Sir Mike, we’ll need access to your computer.” Tuck said.


Luckily he had one; he then showed us the computer. I jumped on and found the website for the Glove Company.


“They’re very expensive and it seems they’re only popular to British people.” I read. “There are only a few of people in all of Radusville that fit that description, Devin Radus is the only one that I’m sure of.”


Suddenly the radio spoke, this transmission came through. “Sir Ver, just gave several hundred dollars to the museum for their knight exhibit.” The radio fizzled out.


“Darn radio it’s still on the fritz.” Sir Mike commented.


“Sir Ver, wait” Tuck said, “Rich, British”


“You don’t think?” I asked.


“Yep, I do.” Tuck replied


“Wait, Ver.” Sir Mike suddenly realized, “That’s the name of the knight my ancestor beat in a duel that’s going to be in the reenactment.”

* * *


Tuck and I were at a window in Sir Ver’s house, on silent Walkie-Talkie with Sir Mike, who was ready at a phone to call the police once we had evidence. 

“You have the recorder?” I asked.

“Sure do,” Tuck answered.

So there we were at the window, watching, waiting. A car pulled out of the driveway, we walked around to the back and jiggled the handle. The door was open. We walked in, being extremely quiet and followed a small path of dried blood down the stairs into a dark basement. The ground became even, and I heard a clunk. The light turned on. Tuck and I were in a sealed cage. Behind us was a skeleton and right outside of the cage was a suit of armor.


“Rob, I really am a greenhorn detective.” Tuck said.


“What I’m wondering is who turned the light on.” I responded.


“That would be me.” Said someone, walking out of the shadows, “I am Sir Ver, and I thought someone would be spying on me, but not a couple of boys,” He spat the last, “Now, I’ll be going. By the way, you were right I did steal that armor.”


Sir Ver left. Tuck clicked a button on his watch.


I looked to make sure Ver was gone and said, “You got it?”


“Uh huh.” Tuck said, nodding.


He pressed another button on his watch, playing back everything Ver had said.


“YES!” I said raising my fist in triumph.


We quickly relayed the message to Sir Mike, who then sent it to the cops. 

* * *


“Nice job boys, nice job indeed.” Sir Mike complimented us, while in full armor “You were great as my squires in this reenactment.”


We thanked him, as the police did for us earlier. Sir Ver went to jail, we got to be squires; so, all in all this was a great first case.

