Everyone's a spinner
''Hello. I am Rick Fitts, private detective“, I told the woman who had just opened the door for me.

''Oh yes, Mr. Fitts! I expected1 you. Please come in!“, she said with a strange mix of hope and sadness. I could see that she had cried.

''How can I help you, Mrs. Smith?“, I asked her after she had led me to her living room where I sat down on a brown leather couch.

''Well, Mr. Fitts, you could help me by proving that my son Christopher hasn't killed himself.“

„Okay. I'll try“, I answered. „But first please tell me what makes people think that he has committed suicide2?“ I hoped that she would give me more information about her son's death.

''He jumped from a footbridge3 right onto a busy road where he was hit by a driving car“, she explained.

''Was he alone?“

''Yes, at least4 according5 to the witnesses6.“

''So it can't be murder“, I concluded. ''Maybe an accident?“

''Hmm, do you really think that anybody could accidentally fall from a bridge which is secured7 by an undamaged 8railing?“

''Probably not“, I answered. „So why don't you think that he didn't kill himself, Mrs. Smith?“

''Because he was always a winner. At school he was not only very successful but also really popular. He even was prom king9. Look at this photo, Mr. Fitts! Doesn't he look happy?“

I looked at the photo she showed me. ''Yes, he does.“

''But last week something changed. He discovered10 fidget spinners. I think they are responsible11 for his death. I think a spinner murdered my son.“

What the f...! This woman must be crazy, I thought.

''How could a spinner have done this, Mrs. Smith?“

''Hypnosis. It could have hypnotized him. Many times I watched him staring at this strange spinning toy as if12 he was in a trance. He didn't listen to me anymore.“

Isn't that true of a every boy in his puberty?, I thought to myself.

''So, Mrs. Smith, do you want me to interrogate (verhören) his spinners?“

''No, don't be ridiculous13, Mr. Fitts! I want you to go to the scene of the crime and look for one of Christopher's spinners there.“

I did what she asked me to do. I searched the footbridge, but I wasn't able to find any spinners. Then I took the stairs to go down to the road. Again I looked for a spinner – but without success. Then I saw a boy on the opposite14 side of the road. Suddenly he bent15 down and picked up a red spinner. He made it spin and watched it. While he was still looking at it, he went upstairs. I went upstairs, too, because I hoped to meet him on top of the footbridge. 

Some moments later I saw him walking into my direction while his eyes were still fixed on the spinner. When he reached the middle of the bridge, he suddenly stopped. Then he moved to the railing. I became nervous. Did he want to jump from the bridge just as Christopher did? Did he want to kill himself? Was he going to be another victim of the hypnotizing spinner? I began to run. When he touched the railing, I screamed: ''Stop! Don't do it!“

Vocabulary aids
1   to expect – erwarten


2   to commit suicide – Selbstmord begehen 

3   footbridge – Fußgängerbrücke 

4   at least – mindestens 

5   according to – laut, gemäß


6   witness – Zeuge 

7   to secure – sichern 



8   railing – Geländer 

9   prom king – Abschlussballkönig

10   to discover – entdecken 

11 responsible – verantwortlich

12  as if – als ob 

13 ridiculous – lächerlich 


14  opposite – gegenüberliegend 

15 to bend down – sich bücken 



The boy turned to me. He looked confused. Then he said: ''What do you want from me, you fruit cake? What should I stop doing?“

''Stop jumping from this bridge!“, I shouted excitedly.

''Jumping from this bridge?“, he repeated. ''I never wanted to jump from this bridge? Why should I? It would probably kill me. No, Mister, I just wanted to look down on the cars.“

''Oh“, I said and blushed1. ''That's good. Go ahead2!“

''No, I don't want it anymore“, he answered angrily and left.

Okay, I thought. There was no evil spinner hypnotizing young boys. Mrs. Smith must have been wrong. Something else must have made him jump from the bridge. I looked around. What did I overlook? I dropped my gaze3. There were some bits of paper. I picked up one of them. Wow! What was that? A photo! I could see a pretty girl who wore a beautiful dress and a tiara4. She was probably a prom queen.

Then I picked up another bit. Now my surprise was even bigger. It was Christopher. He was dressed in an elegant suit5. I put the pieces together and realized6 that they were part of one big photo, which had been torn7 apart. I sighed8. Poor Christopher, it seems that your heart was torn apart, too. Rest in peace!

Vocabulary aids
1   to blush – erröten



2  go ahead – nur zu!

3   to drop one's gaze – den Blick senken
4  tiara – Diadem (eine Art Krone) 

5   suit – Anzug



6  to realize – erkennen 

7   torn apart – auseinander gerissen

8  to sigh – seufzen 



