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Professor Moriarity glanced at the article in Oboe’s preeminent paper.  "People are running around like headless chickens…."  The principal  Oboists had disappeared.  The secondary Oboists were not disturbed by this at all.   A similar situation had occurred on Bassoon.  Moriarity, a Bassoonist and the galaxy’s most revered detective, was called to investigate.  The tone of the investigation was sour, few clues remained and Moriarity’s notes were empty.
He attempted to orchestrate his cadre of detectives into a rousing investigation but each section was silent.  He gave his rendition, “The brass of some individuals to drum on about the Oboists is simply noise.  We will settle the score.  It’s been difficult to temper the shrill voices but I can say emphatically that we are out of the pit now.”

A chorus of reporters rejoined, “When? Where? Why? How? Who?” 

But he simply left the podium with a small case in his right hand.

He knew he carried the instrument used in this dastardly piece of work.  This seemingly innocuous device in the wrong hands could create discord so evil it could empty stadiums of people.  Only one man, of his own intergalactic chamber, Director Holmes, could have possibly conducted this crime.   

