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The cren was dead. 

I stood up slowly, back creaking with pain. “You’re sure about that?” 

Lisa shrugged. “As sure as I can be. I mean, I’ve never actually had to do this on a 

cren before. Maybe once we get the body back to the morgue, I can call the—I guess they 

have an ambassadorship or something, right? They must have their own doctors?” 

“I guess.” Life was simpler before the aliens showed up. “Cause of death?” 

Lisa leaned close to the corpse and tried to ignore the early-morning tourists who 

gawked from behind the police tape. True Londoners kept moving, never giving a second 

glance. “Their skin is so tough it’s hard to see damage. There’s a slight bit of blood on 

the sidewalk, but that might be normal. I’m not sure how much blood they have.”  She 

sighed. “I need to take a course on their anatomy.” 

“Accident?” 

“Not likely.” She stood and pulled off her plastic gloves. “Even if he slipped on 

the sidewalk and fell, his skin is much too tough to cause this kind of damage.” 

“Great. Just great. Can you tell what might have caused it?” 

She tossed her gloves in a bag, tied it securely, and then threw that into the back 

seat. “No idea, Scott. Once we get a cren expert, I might be able to tell you more. 

Assuming we can find one.” 

I scratched my nose and looked down at our victim. At least a dead cren didn’t 

smell like a dead human. 



 

“Got his I.D.,” said a voice behind me.  Hakim held one of the newer model 

pads—the kind we never get issued—and spun it around for me to see. “This pad is all he 

had on him.” He looked down at the screen. “Bok.” 

“Bok?” 

“That’s his name. Professor Bok. Taught a course in twentieth century human 

music at L.C.M.” 

“What’s an alien doing teaching music from earth?  Shouldn’t he be teaching, I 

dunno, cren culture or something?” 

Hakim touched the screen and the kind of music my great grandparents played 

assaulted my ears. “She Loves You, Yeah Yeah Yeah...” Seeing my expression, he quickly 

turned it off.  

I stuck my hand in my jacket pocket, pulled out a cough drop, and popped it into 

my mouth. The cren all looked alike to me, so it was hard to feel sympathy for any 

individual. I cringed at that thought. It wasn’t that long ago that many of my fellow 

humans felt the same way about my ancestors. 

“The college is miles away,” I said, mostly to myself. “What was he doing in this 

neighborhood in the middle of the night?” 

A streetlight above sputtered on and off, trying to make up its mind whether it 

was needed. London never really got dark. The buildings on Savile Row only rose to a 

level of about five stories so it wasn’t like London’s largest canyons, blocking all 

evidence of the outside world, but they often prevented me from realizing how late it had 

gotten. Or how early, in this case.  

I suddenly wanted coffee. 



 

I looked to Hakim. “Cameras?” 

“Nope.” 

“Bullocks. This is Savile Row. Millionaires everyone. Come on, someone must 

have filmed this.” 

Hakim glanced around. “I don’t see any cameras. Do you?” 

“Oh, bloody fine detective work there, Hakim. Maybe you might want to do more 

than just scan the area for a second? It’s not like you’ve never seen how small cameras 

can be.” 

He groaned like a kid being given a nasty homework assignment and trudged past 

the stately brick buildings toward Vigo Street. 

“Black with sugar,” I yelled to his back, and he raised his hand without turning 

around. 

I eyed the buildings. I didn’t see any cameras either. Hakim could be right. On the 

other hand, any cameras might also have been covered or destroyed by the Vipers. Those 

damn vigilantes think they’re protecting privacy when in reality all they do is feed right 

into criminal’s hands. God save us from people trying to protect us from ourselves. 

I yelled down the street. “Calix, where’s that witness?” 

Calix turned from the tourist he had been shooing away and nodded his head to 

my left. A young man spoke animatedly into a recorder held by a woman with her back to 

me. I headed toward them. 

“‘Knowledge’, you say?” 

I groaned at the sound of that voice. “Bugger all. What’re you doing here?” 



 

Victoria met my eyes. Tall and and beautiful, she had a glowing charisma about 

her that was made for video—and she knew it.  

“Ah, Detective Kabongo,” she said. “What a pleasure.” 

“It is not, and you know it, Ms. Kwon.” She hated it when I used her real name. I 

did it as often as possible. “What are you doing talking to my witness?” 

“Your witness?” She batted her eyes. “Why, Detective, I think this man is an 

independent person, able to make his own decisions.” Her pad continued to record both 

her smile and the befuddled face of the kid, who looked both awestruck at being 

interviewed by her and terrified that I appeared mad about it.  

I gritted my teeth. She smiled and waited, her pad capturing everything. Her blog 

had more hits than the Times on certain days, when she wasn’t found on the “True 

Criminal” talk shows all over the net.  

What really galled me and the other real detectives was that she had taken on this 

ridiculous fake persona that the public just ate up. “Victoria Holmes,” she called herself. 

“A direct descendant of Sherlock.” How one could descend from a fictional character was 

never quite explained. Mostly everyone just overlooked that part. They also ignored the 

fact that she was clearly of Asian descent. Or maybe everyone else just wanted to play 

along for the fun of it.  

She had built a reputation as one who could solve any problem for anyone, but 

those of us in the know were aware of how she carefully chose which cases to accept and 

write about. Unsolved ones never seemed to make her show. The media loved her so 

much that they never investigated how much of her success was faked and how much she 

relied on the work done by real detectives. 



 

But what angered us most was that, dammit, she was often right. Something about 

her mind caught things we missed. She delighted in making us look like fools, which 

only gathered her more hits, more ads, more press coverage and more business.  

“Turn them off,” I said. 

“Them?” she said innocently. 

“All your recorders. Not just the pad. I’ll promise to talk if you do.” 

She gave a look out of the corner of her eye and then clicked off the pad. 

Reaching up, she removed her glasses, placed them gently into a small bag, and then 

pulled off a colorful broach which soon joined the glasses. 

“That’s all?” I asked. 

“You can trust me,” she replied. And the funny thing was that I could. She had 

learned long ago that being honest with us could get cooperation. “So we have a dead 

cren.” 

I nodded, but squinted at the witness. A young man—student, perhaps—with that 

silly haircut the kids all wore that made them appear like marmosets. He stood before an 

electric scooter covered with political bumper stickers and blinked when he noticed me 

staring at him. 

“Hey, kid. I’m Detective Kabongo. Tell me what you saw.” 

His eyes darted to Victoria. “I already told her ...” 

“Yes, but I wasn’t here, and I want to hear it directly from you so there are no 

mistranslations.” 

He nodded. “Once I do, can I go then? I’m really late...”  



 

“Yes, we already have your name and number in case we think of something else. 

You just happened to be driving down this way at this time of the morning and you saw 

him?” 

“Yeah.” The kid shrugged. “Just lying there. So I go over and lean over to make 

sure he was okay and not just pissed or something, but you don’t see drunks on the street 

in this area, right? So I get close and he looks up at me and says ‘Knowledge’ like that 

meant something. He says it real slow. And then I saw that it was a cren and I say, 

‘Bango, better not touch him ‘cause I might make it worse.’ And he closes his eyes and 

seemed guffed. So I call the police and stay here with him to make sure nothing 

happened.” 

“You did good,” I said. “Thanks for getting involved.” 

He smiled, and when he noticed Victoria smiling too, his grew. “So what does 

that mean? Why’d he say that?” 

“That’s what we will find out,” I replied. “You can go now.” 

He peeked at Victoria who nodded her approval, and then he hopped onto the 

scooter and buzzed away.  

As soon as he was out of sight, Victoria raised an eyebrow. “Murder?” 

I crossed my arms and looked down at her. She had nothing in common with 

Sherlock Holmes except the ability to make everyone around feel like they were being 

humoured.  It caused a red burning behind my eyes that I always had to ignore whenever 

she spoke to me. But what made it doubly worse was that I knew she could help me solve 

this quicker than I could on my own, and finding the killer was more important than my 

ego.  



 

“Look, if you have any ideas, I’ll be glad to hear them.” 

“Take me to him,” she said, more as an order than a request. “I’ve never seen a 

dead cren before.” 

I walked slowly, as much to anger her as to give me time to summarize. “He’s a 

professor of twentieth century music named Bok.” 

“There’s a kind of music named Bok?” 

“No, his name—” 

“I got it. I was just teasing you. Studied rock and roll and jazz, did he?” 

I kicked at some stones. “Sure, why not?” What do I know about old music? “I 

didn’t even know the cren cared about that kind of thing.” 

I slowed even more when I realized Victoria was craning her head to observe 

everything around us—the buildings, the lights, the doorways—and I couldn’t help but 

wonder what she saw that I didn’t. Or if she did this merely to bug me up. 

We arrived as Lisa instructed the EMTs how to handle the cren. It (he?) was 

turned over, gently loaded onto a gurney, and lifted to the van. Victoria leaned down to 

observe the cren’s chest (?) as it was lifted. The EMTs strapped the body in—why, I have 

no idea, it’s not like you could jostle a dead body and make it worse—and jumped into 

the cab. A small beep issued a warning, and the van buzzed away. 

Victoria pursed her lips and looked up, lost in thought. “Taught at the London 

College of Music.” 

“Um, yes,” I replied. “How did you—” 

“Not a large wound.”  

“A small dagger perhaps,” I said. “Some sort of stiletto. An ice pick.” 



 

“Mm hm. Do you know what it takes to cut through the hide of a cren?” She 

smiled the smile of someone who knew quite well. 

“Of course,” I lied. 

“Of course,” she repeated. She continued to look at the buildings. 

“So ... knowledge,” I prompted.  

“Yes indeed.” She tore her attention away from the architecture and gazed at me 

as if I were the most interesting man in the world. “With enough time to give the name or 

description of the killer, he says ‘knowledge’ instead. Why do you suppose he did that?” 

“Well, it’s a clue, surely,” I stammered. “He was trying to tell us something. 

Something to do with the college, perhaps.” 

“Or maybe the kid misheard,” she prompted, like a professor enamored with the 

Socratic method. “Maybe the cren was speaking in his own language.” 

I scowled. “So there’s something in his own language that sounds like 

‘knowledge’? But he knew he was talking to a human. So why would he do that?” 

Victoria took a few steps and leaned against the bonnet of the police car. “Why 

indeed?” 

I gritted my teeth. “Look, if you have something that can help me solve this 

murder, would you please tell me already instead of wasting my time like this? The 

murderer is getting away. We need to know what happened.” 

She pulled her hair away from her face, fully aware of the effect it had. “Oh, I 

know what happened. I figured that out as soon as you told me who he was.” 

I counted to ten, slowly, then walked to the car and leaned against the bonnet, 

making sure I did not touch her. “And are you willing to share that with me?” 



 

She chuckled. “I promise I won’t use your name when I film my show tonight.”  

I seethed. “That’s not what I—” 

She spun around to face me, her face animated with the thrill of knowing a great 

secret she couldn’t wait to tell. “You said he was a student of twentieth century human 

music.” 

“I did.” 

“And you found him here, on Savile Row. Dead on the sidewalk.” 

“Are you going somewhere with this?” 

She pointed to the building behind us. “Do you have any idea what that is?”  

I looked. A fairly nondescript brick building, like many others, with a few steps 

walking up to the door and a few others heading to a basement. Tall, ornate windows 

covering the front, leading to a flat roof about five stories up.  

“It’s a building,” I said. 

“It’s Three Savile Row. Former home of Apple Records. Where the Beatles 

played their last live performance, up on the roof.” 

“Wait, are you telling me—” 

“Yes. This music lover found a way to climb to the roof to experience the 

historical site he had seen on film, heard on his pad, and read about in books. And then he 

fell.” 

“So ... not a murder?” 

“No, just an accident. A cren’s body is very well protected, but can’t survive a fall 

from that height. Unlike a human, the wounds will be almost all internal and invisible if 

you don’t know what you’re looking for.” 



 

I felt a wave of emotions—anger that she figured that out, pleasure that there 

wasn’t a killer on the loose. 

“So if you’ll excuse me, Detective,” Victoria said as she walked away, “I have a 

show to record.” 

I watched her take a few steps. Damn, she was good. I hated to admit it, but I wish 

she worked for us.  

“Wait!” I said as she neared the curb on the opposite side. “Why were his dying 

words ‘knowledge’?” 

She shrugged. “They weren’t.” 

I furrowed my brow, and when she didn’t respond, I spread my arms.  

She smiled, enjoying her advantage. “The kid misheard. The cren was 

commenting on the state of the roof where the Beatles performed—something that was 

quite important in retrospect. ‘No ledge’.” 

She turned and walked away. 

Damn. I’ll bet Sherlock Holmes never looked that good walking away.  
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