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“That-is-the-17th-Harley-Quinn-we-have-seen-today,” Watson said, after I had posed for a picture with the cosplayer.

We were at the San Diego Comic-Con on Thursday, its first day, thanks to Inspector Lestrade. I had been helping her with cases since we worked together in Tokyo. The inspector would occasionally call and ask me random questions that oftentimes made very little sense. However, my answers usually helped her make a connection on a case she was working on, and she would go on to solve it. As a thank you, she had flown all of us out to San Diego using an Interpol jet!

“I can’t help it if they all want to take pictures with the cutest Batman they’ve ever seen,” I said. I could almost hear Wendy’s eyes roll.

And of course we dressed up. You can’t go to the world’s most famous pop culture convention and not cosplay. I was Batman, of course. Always be Batman. Wendy, my big sister, dressed up as the new Ms Marvel, a super awesome superhero. Eliza, her best friend, went as Squirrel Girl, complete with buck teeth and a bushy tail! Both her parents had helped her with the costume even though they weren’t together anymore.

Watson, my grumpy robot, decided to dress up as a Dalek, though I had not approved of the choice. I didn’t need him getting any more evil robot ideas. Moran, my arch-enemy’s ex-robot, chose the more sensible Data, though his fantastic moustache still stood out even after we helped paint him yellow.

Nazhar, my friend from Wendy’s class, couldn’t decide between the Kyle Rayner and Guy Gardner Green Lanterns. He ultimately chose Guy Gardner because he had the cooler uniform, but he didn’t get Guy’s trademark bowl haircut like I had urged him to.

Mom and Dad wanted to wear couple costumes, but couldn’t decide on which couple to go as. Finally, they decided to turn the couple costume idea on its head and they both dressed up as Harrison Ford: Dad went as Indiana Jones while Mom chose Han Solo as her costume.

Jimmy, my best friend, chose to dress up as a somewhat obscure character. He went as Molly Hayes aka Princess Powerful, from the Runaways comic. When we asked him why he chose that character, he replied, “Because she’s 10 years old like me, but she still helps fight the bad guys with her friends!” It made sense to us.
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We couldn’t wait to see what Inspector Lestrade would be dressed as. After seeing her impressive costume changes in Tokyo, we just knew she would have something incredible up her sleeve—if her costume had sleeves at all that is! We hadn’t seen her yet, though. We were supposed to meet at Hall H for the unveiling of an amazing new technology by Dr Lynda Yeun. She had worked on the special effects for many of the new and hugely popular superhero movies. Some of the sophisticated CGI she helped develop were playing on the gigantic screens at the convention, complete with sound effects. It was fantastic! Everything Dr Yeun had worked on looked unbelievably real, especially the flying cars in some of the movies. I couldn’t wait to ask her about the maths and science behind all the movie magic!

The reason why we got this opportunity was because Dad had met her previously at a meeting for engineers and scientists. So when she found out that we would be coming to the convention, she invited us to see her new top-secret tech. Normally, we wouldn’t be able to get into Hall H without queueing for hours—because that’s where they hold all the really big TV and movie events—but Dr Yeun got us special passes so we could bypass the line entirely. I was so excited!

Until then, however, we basked in the glory that was Comic-Con. I had already met Noelle Stevenson, writer and artist of the really cool Lumberjanes and Nimona. We were now on our way to see Gabriel Ba and Fabio Moon, the Brazilian creators responsible for great books like Daytripper and Two Brothers. They also happened to be twins!

“Their art is so great, Sam!” Wendy said. “I can’t wait to meet them.” It was possible she wanted to meet them more than I did.

“It doesn’t hurt that they’re really cute too, right, Wendy?” Mom said, nudging Wendy.

“What? No! Are they? I never even noticed the way their curly hair bounces on their heads or anything. Hey! What’s that completely unrelated thing over there?” Wendy pointed at a stall selling gaming dice.

“Is something wrong with your internal temperature regulation, Miss Wendy?” Moran asked. “You have suddenly turned very red.”

Mom laughed while Wendy hid under Eliza’s squirrel tail.

I had no idea what was happening, but I did remember I needed new d20s.

We saw a person dressed as a ninja. Not a ninja character from any cartoon, comic or movie, but a historical ninja. When Nazhar heard the person say that, he very nearly launched into his “ninjas never existed” speech, but Eliza interrupted him.

“What about ghost ninjas?” she asked. Nazhar stopped before he started, his mouth hanging open.

“Ninja hantu…” he whispered. “That changes everything…”

We wandered around the convention floor, marvelling at all the amazing stands and costumes, posing for photographs and buying a few comics (we couldn’t buy too many as we were already having some trouble closing our luggage), until it was time to meet Inspector Lestrade and Dr Yeun at Hall H.

When we arrived, we kept an eye out for the inspector. We had some fun guessing which elaborate costume she was hiding in. We thought she might have been a massive World of Warcraft orc, a TARDIS, an Optimus Prime, a Tali’Zorah or a Donatello, but they all passed us by.

Mom and Dad spotted Inspector Lestrade first, and we were completely shocked. The inspector had not dressed up at all!

“Hello, Inspector Lestrade,” I said. “Where is your Comic-Con costume? Are you waiting to put it on later?”

“What do you mean?” she asked in her French accent. “I am wearing it. I am dressed as myself. Is it not completely inconspicuous?” She beamed.

We didn’t know what to say. If ever her elaborate costumes could actually be inconspicuous, it would be at one of the largest gatherings of cosplayers in the world. But right now, she remained conspicuously inconspicuous. Officer Siva was right after all.

Mom changed the subject. “Thank you for this trip, Inspector. It was very thoughtful of you.”

“Yes,” Dad added, grinning. “And thanks to Interpol for letting us use one of their jets for a holiday!”

“That is not entirely true,” Inspector Lestrade said, dragging her words out.

My interest was piqued. “Is there a case for us to solve?” I asked.

“I-knew-this-was-too-good-to-be-true,” Watson said. “I-should-have-stayed-at-home-in-my-robot-pyjamas.”

“Non, non,” the inspector said. “There is no case for you, but there may be a case for me.” She asked us to huddle and continued in a whisper, “I’m sure you’ve heard of the superhero in New York, the one the newspapers have dubbed the Dark Defender.”

I had heard of her. She had stopped quite a few muggings, carjackings and robberies since she first appeared a few months ago. But the extraordinary thing about her was that she did not seem to have any superhuman powers! She could be anyone! I thought she was very brave.

“Quack,” Moran said.

“What?” I asked.

“Quack,” Jimmy repeated flashing his huge Jimmy-smile.

“Dark, Jimmy,” Eliza said. “Not Duck.” She looked at Moran strangely, as did I.

“Then I’ll be the Duck Defender, defending all duckies everywhere!” Jimmy replied, striking a pose. Moran quacked again.

The inspector looked at the both of them and blinked before continuing. “Yes. Quack. Very good. What was I saying? Oh yes, well, this is the first major comic convention since she started fighting crime, and I had a hunch that she would appear. How could she resist the opportunity to dress up, yes?”

Mom’s brow furrowed. “That’s a pretty wild hunch, Inspector. The United States is a very big country, and we’re entirely on the wrong side of it to really expect her to show up.”

New York City was in the northeast corner of the US, while San Diego was in the southwest. A person would have to fly seven hours to get from one city to the other.

“I didn’t say it was a very good hunch, but I’ve learned to trust my instincts,” Inspector Lestrade said, looking at me with a small smile.

“Then it’s very nice of Interpol to let us use one of their jets because of one of your hunches,” Dad said, patting the inspector on her shoulder.

“Well, that’s not entirely true either.”

Mom and Dad paused and waited for her to explain further, but all the inspector did was hum a jaunty tune. Mom’s eyes narrowed.

“Jimmy, why does Moran keep quacking?” I asked.

“It’s his new power, Sherlock!” Jimmy replied. “Isn’t it awesome? Watson helped me install it!”

If I didn’t know any better, I could have sworn my robot grinned at me. But that was impossible, wasn’t it?

“And what is the point of Moran’s new... power?” I asked.

“He can talk to duckies!” Jimmy replied.

“Quack,” Moran confirmed.

“This is all your doing,” I said to my robot.

“I-do-not-understand-what-you-mean,” Watson replied.

“I quite enjoy this new ability, Master Sherlock,” Moran added.

“But it’s not useful at all,” I complained.

“Not everything needs to be useful, Sherlock!” Jimmy said. “Sometimes things can just be fun!”

I had to agree with that. But then I wondered what other “fun” abilities Watson had given Moran, and himself. I guess I would have to wait and see. I gave my robot another glare for good measure.

“Is he going to quack every single time we say Dark Defender?” Wendy asked.

“No-it-is-a-random-algorithm,” Watson replied.

“What does that mean?” Eliza asked.

“It means Moran will quack whenever he feels like it,” I answered. I knew exactly how devious my robot could be.

“Hello, Mr Tan!”

Dad and Mom both spun around to look at the source of the greeting.

A slender woman in a lab coat walked towards us. She had long, black hair that was streaked with silver and almost reached her waist. When she got closer, I noticed she was a few centimetres taller than Mom and she looked very fit.

“Hello, Dr Yeun!” Dad said, lifting his arm up in greeting. “This is my wife Kathryn, and our children Samuel, Wendy and Watson. These are their friends Eliza, Nazhar, Jimmy and Moran, and this is Inspector Geneviève Lestrade with Interpol. She’s a good friend!”

“What a lovely family!” Dr Yeun smiled. She gave the inspector a quizzical look, but didn’t make any further comment. “Please, follow me. I want you to have the best seats in the house,” she said.

As we walked behind her, I overheard her conversation with Dad.

“Michael, I’ve been reading about your research into teleport technology, and it is incredibly exciting,” Dr Yeun said.

“Thank you, Lynda, but as you know, I’ve made some incorrect calculations regarding the quantum pairings. I’ve been having some trouble correcting them as I don’t quite understand the mechanics behind it.” Dad looked a little sheepish.

“Nonsense, Michael. We can’t be expected to be experts in every field and mistakes are just chances for us to learn,” Dr Yeun said. “Perhaps I can connect you with my assistant Julie. She is doing some brilliant work in quantum computing, and she might be able to help you. She’s in New York at the moment, so I can’t formally introduce you, but let’s set up a call when you get back to Singapore.”

“That would be great! Thank you so much, Lynda!”

“Not at all,” Dr Yeun said. “But perhaps one day we can talk about how you built your amazing robots.”

“Actually that was mostly my son,” Dad said with a proud look in my direction. “All I did was, er, name him. Accidentally. Oh and the taller robot was built by a fiendish mastermind! But Sam sent him packing. Literally.”

Dr Yeun looked startled and I saw Mom smother a laugh.

“I-like-to-think-we-were-already-amazing-and-our-creators-simply-gave-our-amazingness-a-form,” Watson said. He stopped and looked at Moran, who nodded and added, “Indeed, Master Watson. We are perfection personified.”

I just shook my head. Moran might live with Jimmy and his family, but he and Watson spent a lot of time together when we were in school and I could definitely see signs that my robot was exerting his influence on the taller robot.

Dr Yeun led us to our seats, right at the front of the hall. Before we sat down, she gathered us close together.

“I’m about to unveil a technology very few people are aware of,” she said with a glint in her eye.

“Is it another breakthrough in computer-generated graphics?” Wendy asked. “Your CGI is already the greatest and most realistic in the world, avoiding the uncanny valley entirely. It’s a level of realism artists have been striving for since we first started painting on cave walls.”

“Art nerd,” Eliza said, smirking at Wendy.

“It’s also the most sophisticated imaging programme in existence,” I said. “Able to understand human speech to change aspects of a design without needing manual input, and without requiring a user to know even the most basic of programming languages. They can simply say ‘red hair’ and the programme gives an avatar red hair just like that.”

“Science nerd,” Eliza said, aiming her good-natured smirk at my direction this time. She had been smiling a lot more this trip. I hope that meant that she was feeling better about her parents’ recent divorce.

“And-it-makes-science-fiction-action-sequences-look-very-cool,” Watson said.

Dr Yeun smiled. “I like your children very much, Michael. May I keep them as cheerleaders?”

“Their art and science supply requests would bankrupt you,” Mom joked.

“And-that-is-not-even-counting-Sherlock’s-food-bills,” Watson said.

Dr Yeun laughed. I glared at Watson. “But to answer your question, no, it’s not related to CGI at all. It’s something I think you’re going to find even cooler. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to get ready for the presentation.”

She left and we all sat in our seats. The hall was packed, without a single empty seat, and everyone seemed super excited to be there. The lights dimmed and then turned off completely before a spotlight hit a green sedan car in the centre of the stage.

“My name is Dr Lynda Yeun, and I have helped to create some of the amazing movie magic that you love.” It was Dr Yeun’s crisp and clear voice over the sound system, but it sounded pre-recorded. The actual Dr Yeun was probably getting ready for her big entrance. The screen behind the green car ran a few action sequences from the superhero movies Dr Yeun had worked on, and the crowd erupted in wild cheers.

“That magic has mostly been made using the most sophisticated computer-generated graphics in history, but not always. At Yeun Technologies we have developed something new.”

The crowd abruptly hushed as the car turned itself on. I assumed it was being remote controlled, which was not a new technology, but perhaps Dr Yeun had done something new with it?

Suddenly, the crowd cheered again, louder than before, so it was difficult for me to hear Dr Yeun’s pre-recorded voice when it restarted.

“We have developed the world’s first Hover Car.”

I finally saw why the crowd had begun cheering before Dr Yeun’s announcement. The Dark Defender was on stage! She even appeared on the large TV screen! From where we were sitting, all I could see was that she was lean and looked lightly muscled in her full-black bodysuit. Her outfit also had a hood that was completely pulled over her head, shadowing her face. I caught a glimpse of a mask that obscured her eyes and nose. I also noticed that she was wearing functional black gloves and dark combat boots that were streaked with dirt. Inspector Lestrade’s hunch had been correct. I wondered how Dr Yeun had managed to get her to be part of the show.

The crowd was cheering madly as the Dark Defender leapt into the car in a single bound.

“The car has already been used in a few movies and TV shows, though we swore the cast and crews to secrecy until today.” Dr Yeun’s prerecorded voice continued its narration in a calm manner. It struck me as odd because it was completely not in line with what was happening on stage.

Right then, the car took flight. It lifted off the stage and flew over us. The crowd went mad! I couldn’t believe my eyes. An actual flying car! I turned to look at the Supper Club and my parents, and everyone looked utterly stunned. Inspector Lestrade had her hands covering her mouth in shock.

“Yeun Technologies presents the Hover Car! Would you like a demonstration?”

The timing of the audio was definitely out of sync with what was happening, but no one seemed to care or perhaps they just couldn’t hear her. I could barely hear Dr Yeun’s voice over the roar of the audience.

The Dark Defender then flew the car upwards and crashed through a set of darkened windows at the very top of the stage area, letting in the sunlight. The shouts of excitement from the crowd were the loudest sounds I had ever heard in my entire life—it obscured the noise that the falling glass made as it hit the stage floor and shattered.

“Is that stunt glass?” I heard Nazhar shout at Wendy who winced and mimed at him that she couldn’t understand what he was saying because everything else was deafening.

The crowd screamed even louder. Dr Yeun reappeared off-stage, her eyes huge and her lips tightly pressed together. To me, she looked oddly worried. I wondered why, since the reception from the audience was incredible—it seemed like the performance she had arranged was going spectacularly well. She turned to look at Dad who was standing not too far away, but before she could say anything, two men ran up to her: a tall one with long, brownish hair, a moustache and beard, and a guitar strapped to his back, and the other slightly shorter with close-cropped black hair, glasses and a shiny suit. He had an axe strapped to his back. Comic-Con was awesome.
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“Dr Yeun, that was amazing!” the taller man with the guitar said, grabbing on to her hand and shaking it vigorously. The doctor looked irritated for a brief moment, but she quickly recovered and smiled pleasantly.

“It really was! How did you get the Dark Defender to show up?” the shorter one with the axe asked. “We’ve been trying to get a hold of her to appear in comic book stores in New York. It has been impossible!”

Dr Yeun hesitated for a moment and then leaned conspiratorially closer. Her smile widened, but I noticed that it didn’t reach her eyes. “Thank you, Scott and Ku. But I’m sure you’ll understand that I can’t reveal all my secrets right away. However, I appreciate your strong support during Comic-Con and I promise we’ll talk soon.” With that, she turned and walked away to where Dad, Mom and Inspector Lestrade were. She had a quick word with Dad, and the grown-ups discreetly moved a slight distance away from us. Dad saw me watching and gave me a look over his shoulder that seemed to say, “Patience, young Padawan. All will be revealed soon.”

The two men grinned at each other and then the taller one rushed onto the stage. He grabbed a microphone and shouted, “How amazing was that? The Dark Defender, everyone!”

The crowd continued cheering, but we had stopped. My Spidey-senses were tingling. Something was up. I gestured to the Supper Club that we needed to move closer to where the adults were.

Once we were close enough, I heard Dr Yeun quietly say, “Inspector, I need your help. My Hover Car has been stolen.”
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Dr Yeun had confirmed what I had begun to suspect—the appearance of the famous Dark Defender was not a publicity stunt after all. I knew we needed more information on this mysterious superhero, and the two people who seemed to know the most about her were just coming off the main stage.

“C’mon, guys. We need to talk to them,” I said to the Supper Club, gesturing at the two men that Dr Yeun had referred to as Ku and Scott. Dad, Mom and Inspector Lestrade were next to Dr Yeun, still deep in conversation. I knew that as long as we didn’t wander too far, my parents would be okay with us questioning the two men. We quickly made our way forward and intercepted them before they could leave the area.

“Oh wow! Look at you guys!” the man with the glasses and axe said. “Your costumes are awesome!”

“Indeed they are,” the taller man said, nodding. “Molly Hayes is one of my favourite characters.” He gave a thumbs-up to Jimmy, who beamed.

“Hello, Mr Ku and Mr Scott,” I said. I had automatically wanted to call them both Uncle, but from my research before the trip, I had learned that in America, kids didn’t go around calling grown-ups “Uncles” or “Aunties”. That was reserved primarily for family members. “My name is Sherlock Sam and I’m a—”

“Are you from Singapore?” Mr Ku interrupted. “I can recognise that accent anywhere in the world.”
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“Oh man, I love Singapore,” Mr Scott said, nodding.

“Especially the chilli crab,” Mr Ku continued looking excited, his axe wobbling against his back. “With deep fried mantou. Though the steamed ones are pretty good too.”

I almost started to discuss the merits of eating chilli crab with steamed versus deep-fried mantou and where they could find the best chilli crab in Singapore, but Wendy coughed loudly and I was reminded of the questions that I wanted to ask the two men. I cleared my throat.

“Mister—” I started.

“You can drop the Mister, kid,” Mr Scott said. “Scott and Ku are just fine.”

“Er, Scott. Okay.” It felt weird calling grown-ups by just their first names, but I had learnt that a good detective had to adapt quickly to situations. “My dad is friends with Dr Yeun and I couldn’t help but overhear the both of you telling her about how you have been trying to get the Dark Defender to make appearances in comic book stores in New York?”

“Yeah, man. We knew that fans would love it, but we haven’t been able to contact her publicity people at all,” Scott said, shrugging. His guitar shifted slightly. Unlike Ku’s axe, it looked real.

“Especially since Midtown Comics in New York started selling prints of her. They can’t get them printed fast enough,” Ku added.

“Prints, as in photographs?” Wendy asked.

Ku nodded.

“What makes you think she has publicity people?” Eliza asked, crossing her arms across her chest. Her bushy tail bobbed.

“We—well, er, I mean, well...that’s actually a good question,” Scott looked over at his friend. “Ku? A little help here?”

“Hurm. We just assumed…hmm… Good point,” Ku replied, looking at Eliza. “I suppose you’re too young for me to offer you a job?”

Eliza rolled her eyes, but I could have sworn that I saw a faint blush creep up in her cheeks.

Just then, I noticed Dad and Mom gesturing at us to come over. I quickly thanked Ku and Scott who rushed off muttering about what to do if the Dark Defender didn’t in fact have marketing and publicity people. However, just before I reached my parents, something occurred to me. I turned and rushed back to Ku and Scott and handed them my homemade business card. I also requested that they contact me if they found out how to get in touch with the Dark Defender. Both looked confused but nodded.
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As we gathered around the grown-ups, Dad said, “Son, I think you’re going to want to hear this.”

Dr Yeun looked dubiously at me but then took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders. Clearly, whatever Inspector Lestrade had said about the Supper Club had left an impression. Dr Yeun proceeded to confirm my suspicion that the Hover Car had in fact been stolen.

“I knew that glass looked too real to be stunt glass,” Nazhar muttered under his breath.

“My cell has been ringing off the hook with messages and calls from our investors. They’re extremely pleased to see the car in action and even more pleased to see the immense reaction from the crowd. Our social media has been exploding with positive comments,” Dr Yeun said.

“But that’s a good thing, right?” Wendy said.

“Not necessarily,” I replied. “Especially since Dr Yeun doesn’t actually know where the Hover Car is right now.”

The professor nodded. “My investors are already talking about putting in more money to mass produce the car. If they found out that our prototype has been stolen…”

She trailed off. I could see her hands were clenched at her sides. One hand was clutching on to her cell phone, which was blinking and vibrating furiously with what had to be incoming calls and messages.

“Sam, Inspector Lestrade has been telling Dr Yeun about how you and your friends have been working with Interpol,” Mom said.

“I would like to hire you as a Consulting Detective,” Dr Yeun interrupted. “Inspector Lestrade speaks very highly of you and I obviously cannot go to the police with this. Not with my investors breathing down my neck and my competitors waiting in the wings.” She paused and gave me a considering look. “What are your charges?”

I blinked.

I looked at Dad and Mom who looked back at me with wide eyes.

I blinked again.

I turned to look at Watson who used his camouflage function to turn himself a deep green. Moran’s compartment flipped open and he pulled out a scone, which he politely offered me. I almost automatically accepted the snack, but then thought better of it and retracted my hand. Jimmy took the scone instead. I admit, I felt a pang of regret.

Wendy, Eliza and Nazhar just shrugged. Jimmy scratched his head, which was covered with a wig, and continued chewing contemplatively.

What I charged? I had no idea. I had never been asked that before.

Then it hit me.

“A lifetime supply of deep fried chicken wings?”

“SAMUEL TAN CHER LOCK!” my mother and father exclaimed simultaneously.

Dr Yeun looked confused.

“What my son means to say, Dr Yeun,” my mom said, glaring at me, “is that for a case as important as this, he and his friends would be glad to help without charging any fees. Plus, we are here because of the generosity of Interpol, so it’s only right that we assist Inspector Lestrade with her investigation of the Dark Defender.”

“About that…” the inspector said, wrinkling her nose. She stopped when Mom looked at her. “Is something that we can discuss another time, yes?”

“If you’re sure…” Dr Yeun said hesitantly.

“Yes, Dr Yeun,” I replied. “It’s a case with a superhero and a Hover Car. There’s nothing that would keep us away from investigating this.”

“Except-a-giant-plate-of-chicken-wings,” Watson helpfully added. I was getting very good at ignoring my robot.

“In that case, I will email Inspector Lestrade with all the information I have on the car. I’ll need to fly back first thing tomorrow morning to reassure my investors that all is well to avoid any panic.” She paused, then crouched down to look me in the eye. She put her hands on my shoulders and said, “Thank you, young man. I’ll make this up to you somehow. A tour of our facilities perhaps—we do have some still-secret tech that I’m sure you will get a kick out off.”

Standing up, she gave a quick smile to my parents before briskly walking away.

I was about to say something to Mom and Dad, but my tummy betrayed me. All the talk about chilli crabs, mantou, chicken wings and scones had made me hungry.

“Dinnertime, Sam?” Dad asked, grinning.

“Food fuels my detective brain,” I replied, trying to look as serious as I could with a growling tummy.

Inspector Lestrade excused herself. She said she would need to check in with Interpol on any updates they had about the Dark Defender. What the supposed superhero had just done seemed highly out of character for someone that had so far only performed good deeds. I secretly suspected that the inspector would appear in cosplay later while we were having dinner.

We all went to a Mexican restaurant called Tacos El Gordo that Nazhar had discovered during his extensive research of San Diego. It suddenly occurred to me that Nazhar was not glued to a guidebook that was flagged with multiple Post-its the way he was when we visited Tokyo. When I asked him why, he said that he was trying to learn to “go with the flow”. When I asked him what that meant he groaned and said he had no idea. But Jimmy, Wendy and Eliza had hidden his San Diego guidebook somewhere in school back in Singapore, and that was what they told him. Quietly, I offered to find it for him for one deep fried wing when we were back at school. We shook on the deal.

Tacos El Gordo, which loosely translated to “Tacos From the Fat Guy”, according to Watson, was filled with people speaking a mix of Spanish and English. It didn’t look like a restaurant that was frequented by tourists, which was fantastic because it meant that the food would be inexpensive and authentic. People were queuing up in long lines, and behind the counter were rows and rows of grilling meats. The smell wafting over was utterly delicious.

Dad, Eliza, Watson and I queued to order while the rest of the Supper Club secured our seats. There were nine of us so we needed two booths that were preferably next to each other. Dad wanted to just leave tissue packets to chope our spots, but Mom said that she didn’t think that would work here. People only use tissue packets to reserve seats in Singapore, it seems.

The menu was written entirely in Spanish, but Watson, after much prodding, translated it into English for us using his translation programme. It was one of the programmes he had installed in himself, and boy, was I glad for it. If he hadn’t, I wouldn’t have known I had the option to order beef and chicken in my tacos!

When we had collected all our food, we sat down and started to eat. The food tasted as delicious as it smelled!

Suddenly, Watson said, “I-have-made-a-breakthrough.”

“Waugh?” I mumbled, my mouth full of deliciousness.

“There-has-been-a-sighting-of-an-unidentified-flying-object-heading-towards-New-York,” Watson said.

“Wait, what?” I said, finally swallowing my mouthful of food and wiping my mouth with a napkin. “Where is your information coming from?”

“I-downloaded-an-air-traffic-controller-app,” Watson replied. “It-taps-into-the-information-that-air-traffic-controller-stations-receive.”

“Wow. I didn’t know such an app existed,” Dad said. “That sounds spectacular!”

“I-learned-about-it-from-a-friend-who-loves-airplanes,” Watson said.

Wait, Watson had friends besides us?

“What can the app do, Watson?” Jimmy asked.

“Listen,” Watson said.

We all leaned in closer as indistinct chatter started emanating from my robot. Voices were giving instructions, directions and positions of airplanes! Watson must have been tuned into multiple frequencies because their voices were a jumble. Still, it sounded extremely complicated and utterly fascinating! Watson then adjusted the frequency so that only one voice remained.

“Yes. I have confirmation. An unidentified flying object spotted heading northeast over the San Diego Zoo. The altitude of the unidentified flying object does not interfere with any current flight path. Repeat. The altitude of the unidentified flying object does not interfere with any current flight path. Over.”

“But it might not be the Hover Car,” I said to myself. After all, there was always the possibility of intelligent alien life. Nothing had been proven or disproven.

Watson’s speakers crackled to life once again.

“Er…unidentified flying object is shaped like a what? Repeat? Over,” the disembodied voice questioned. For the first time there was some emotion in the voice that we heard.

There was burst of static.

“A what? Repeat?”

More static.

“A flying car?!”
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Watson had stayed up all night listening to the various frequencies of airport control towers across the country. He took great glee in waking Dad, Nazhar, Jimmy and me up at 7am to complain about how hard he had been working throughout the night while the rest of us snoozed. When I asked him what he had discovered, he refused to reveal any details until I had made sufficiently apologetic noises about putting him to work without any rest. While I was spluttering with indignation, Dad received a call from Inspector Lestrade. She had made all the necessary arrangements for us to fly to New York using the Interpol jet. She had also arranged for us to stay at a rented apartment in Brooklyn. However, she couldn’t meet us at the airport because she had to fly to Washington, DC, to meet with her colleagues stationed at the National Central Bureau. Dad immediately called the room where Mom, Wendy, Eliza and Moran stayed, to tell them to get ready.

“Wait,” I said, coming out from the bathroom where I was in the middle of brushing my teeth. “How did Inspector Lestrade know that we needed to head to New York?”

“Elementary-my-dear-Sherlock,” Watson replied. “I-called-her-last-night-while-the-rest-of-you-rested-and-left-me-suffering-all-by-myself.”

I knew I was not going to hear the end of this the entire trip, and probably for at least three weeks after we returned to Singapore.

We had been sad to leave the convention so soon (there were still three days left of geeky goodness!), but we knew the case could not wait. Inspector Lestrade had made arrangements for an 11.30am flight. This meant we had to be at the airport by 9.30am, so we had to rush. That didn’t even leave us any time for breakfast! However, while we waited for the hotel van to take us to the airport, we read up on New York using the free computer that was located in the hotel lobby. The more we read the more excited we all got!

It seemed like the city had everything: Wendy was excited to go to the Metropolitan Museum of Art and the Museum of Modern Art, Nazhar was making plans to visit the New York Historical Society and watch Hamilton on Broadway, Jimmy wanted to run around FAO Schwarz, the oldest toy store in the US, Eliza wanted to visit the Explorer’s Club, Mom wanted to try as many dishes in as many restaurants as possible and visit every bookstore she could, Watson and Moran wanted to visit the Museum of Mathematics and check out their robot swarm, and Dad and I wanted to go to the Hayden Planetarium at the American Museum of Natural History to see if we could meet our hero Dr Neil deGrasse Tyson!

But we would have to solve this mystery first.

As we flew across the country, I thought back to my comics and the various heroes that had turned into villains over time. Had the Dark Defender decided to stop helping victims of crime? What would cause her to stop believing in truth, justice and the American way? And why steal the Hover Car? Was she planning an even more daring heist that required a flying vehicle?

We landed at JFK International Airport in New York about six hours after we left San Diego. However, because New York was three hours ahead of San Diego, it was already almost 9.30pm when we finally emerged from customs. I found travel across international time zones quite fascinating and felt the urgent need to tell someone about it right that very moment.

“Don’t you guys find travelling across international time zones just completely fascinating?”

Six exhausted faces looked at me and no one responded, not even Jimmy.

“No,” Watson replied.

But Moran tilted his head in an enquiring manner, which I took as a sign to continue.

“It’s like when we travelled to San Diego from Singapore! We arrived even before we departed because Singapore is 16 hours ahead of San Diego! How does that not boggle your minds?! Also, did you guys know that a time zone is the term that is used to denote where a standard time is used? And did you guys also know that there are more than 24 different time zones in the world? That is, if you take the International Date Line into consideration. The IDL, as we all know, is the imaginary line of longitude on the Earth’s surface located at about 180 degrees east or west of the Greenwich Meridian. It’s not a straight imaginary line though, because if it were, it would divide some countries in two. And—”

“Sam, dear, this is really interesting, but do you think this can wait until we’ve had some sleep?” Mom asked, patting me on the shoulder and yawning at the same time.

I nodded, already making a note to remind myself to explain exactly what the Greenwich Mean Time (GMT) meant. It was just astounding!

As we walked out of the airport, we were quite surprised when Dad easily found the taxi stand.

“How did you do that, dear?” Mom asked. “You’re usually quite terrible at finding your way out of an airport.”

Dad turned toward us and did our world-famous SCIENCE! pose.

“SIGNS!” he shouted, startling some families nearby. “I just looked at the signs pointing towards the taxi stand.” He grinned and relaxed his stance.

We took two taxis to the address in Brooklyn Inspector Lestrade had given us. When we arrived, Mom had to remind Dad that this was a tipping country, and Dad ran back to his taxi driver to give him more money.

Our apartment was on the third floor, and there was no lift in the building. This did not make me happy in the least. When we finally arrived on our floor, I saw that our apartment was small, but comfortable. There were three bedrooms so Mom and Dad took one room, Wendy and Eliza shared another and the last room had two bunk beds for Nazhar, Jimmy and me. Watson and Moran stayed in our room as well, with Moran plugging himself into the wall socket so that he would be fully charged for tomorrow.

“Okay kids, let’s go to bed and be ready early in the morning for when the inspector arrives,” Dad said. We were all pretty tired from the flight, so we didn’t need to be told twice.

We were awoken the next morning by knocking on the door. Dad answered it in his Firefly pyjamas.

“Good morning, Supper Club!” It was Inspector Lestrade dressed like a giant bagel.

“Now you dress up?” Eliza muttered as she emerged from her bedroom rubbing her eyes.

The inspector had a bag full of bagels in one hand, and two coffees in the other for Mom and Dad.

As we sat down for breakfast, I started to explain about the Greenwich Mean Time but everyone quickly asked the inspector about any updates she had on the case. I guess my explanation had to wait a little while longer.

“Are we going to meet Dr Yeun?” I asked instead, munching on my bagel. There was cream cheese spread between the bagel slices, making it tastier.

“Not right away,” the inspector said. “There’s another stop we have to make first.”

“What could be more important than meeting with Dr Yeun?” Nazhar asked.

“The Brooklyn Superhero Supply Store,” Inspector Lestrade said. “To look for clues.”

“Of course!” I said. “That makes perfect sense!” The Brooklyn Superhero Supply Store was one of 826 National’s many shops around the country that sold really neat themed items and held creative writing classes in the back. The Brooklyn store was superhero-themed, while the San Francisco store was pirate-themed and the Chicago store was spy-themed. I wanted to visit all seven of them, especially the one in Detroit, Michigan, which is the Liberty Street Robot Supply and Repair Store.

“What?” Eliza said. “Going to a shop first doesn’t make any sense at all.”

“Miss Eliza is correct,” Moran said. “The Superhero Supply Store only makes sense if we were looking for more cosplay materials, and not a stolen Hover Car.”

“Yeah, it sounds like Inspector Lestrade is just looking for an excuse to replenish her costume closet,” Wendy said, nodding.

“Non, that is not the reason at all!” Inspector Lestrade said holding both of her hands up in a gesture of innocence. “That is just a nice bonus.”

“Inspector Lestrade is right,” I said. “Remember, a superhero stole the car, and the Superhero Supply Store has supplies for superheroes.”

“It’s in the name and everything!” Jimmy said.

“Yeah!” I agreed.

Everybody still looked at me doubtfully.

“It won’t take very long to confirm,” the inspector said. “It’s just down the street. We can take a quick look and then go meet Dr Yeun at her office.”

“Well-if-it-is-just-down-the-street-then-let-us-not-delay,” Watson said. That was odd. Watson wasn’t usually a fan of doing much of anything.

We walked down the street and easily found the Superhero Supply Store. As soon as I stepped inside, I knew I had discovered one of the greatest places on earth. They had regular items like capes, masks and utility belts, as well as more uncommon things like cans of antimatter, secret identity kits with entire identities and a map of the Negative Zone. But most importantly, they had costumes of the Dark Defender. It was a one-piece black bodysuit, complete with hood and full-face mask.
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An employee was sitting in the centre of the store. “Hello there. Have you ever sold a bunch of Dark Defender costumes at the same time?” I asked her.

“All the time,” she replied, smiling. “The Dark Defender is pretty big news here. Even bigger after her appearance at Comic-Con on Thursday.”

As we spoke, five girls ran into the store and immediately grabbed Dark Defender outfits in their sizes.

“See? We sell tons.”

“Did you have the costume before the Dark Defender first appeared?” I asked.

“Yeah, but we didn’t call it that,” she said. “It was just ‘Black Bodysuit’ back then.”

“And did you ever sell a bunch of Black Bodysuits at one time?”

“Not that I can remember. It wasn’t very popular before the Dark Defender started helping people.” She thought for a while longer, then said. “Oh! There was that one time! A woman came and bought like ten in one go, all in the same size.”

“Really?” I said.

“Yeah, I remember thinking—” She stopped suddenly and looked at me suspiciously. “Why are you so interested? Are you trying to expose her?”

“We ask the questions, young lady.” Inspector Lestrade showed up out of nowhere with one arm full of costumes and the other holding her Interpol badge. It was quite a feat given that she was still dressed as a giant bagel. “Please continue answering my colleague’s questions, s’il vous plait.”

“Woah, Interpol,” the lady said. “Okay, fine. I remember thinking that it seemed like a lot of costumes for just one person, but I didn’t think about it again until just now.”

“It’s possible that lady is the Dark Defender,” I said.

“Maybe, but why would you want to reveal her secret identity?” she asked. “Secret identities are very important to superheroes.”

“I know, believe me,” I said, “but we have reason to believe she may have committed a crime.”

“The Dark Defender?” she gasped. “I don’t believe it.”

“We have to investigate anyway.” She looked like she still couldn’t believe it, though pretty much everyone had witnessed the crime thanks to videos on the Internet, even if they didn’t know that was what they were looking at.

“Do you have cameras in here?” I asked. “Perhaps you caught her on film?”

“We might have, but the video is deleted every six months to make room for new video footage,” she said. “And even if we did still have it, she wore a trench coat and hat, hiding her face from the camera.”

“That wasn’t suspicious to you?” I asked.

“Of course it was, but it also wasn’t the strangest outfit that someone has worn into our store. We are partly a costume shop after all. Plus, she paid for her costumes and I respected her privacy.” She shrugged, looking at Inspector Lestrade the Bagel. “Besides, people should be allowed to wear whatever they want, yeah? I really didn’t think very much about it once she had left.”

“Do you still have the credit card receipt from her transaction?” I asked.

“If I’m not mistaken, she paid me in cash, but I can probably find the receipt,” she said. “All of our receipts are stored on the cloud. Just give me a few minutes to track it down.”

I left her and looked around the store again. Everyone was engrossed with the stuff on sale, even Eliza. Watson and Moran were looking at capes, while Mom and Dad were looking at the various cans of things like Immortality, Doom & Gloom and Joy. Jimmy and Wendy were looking at masks and magic wands, and Eliza and Nazhar were looking at the maps of superheroes in the American Northeast. I saw a few children come in and head into the back room, presumably for their creative writing classes.

“Found it,” she said. “She bought 10 Black Bodysuits, all the same size, as well as a couple of our children’s superhero costumes too. No children’s Black Bodysuits.”

“And there’s no name, right?” I asked.

“No, there isn’t.” She smiled, looking pleased. “Her secret identity remains safe.”

No, it wouldn’t be that easy. “Thank you for your help.”

Mom and Dad paid for everyone’s purchases, including a secret identity kit for me. Watson had bought five new capes. The inspector paid for her own purchases and made arrangements for them to be delivered to where she was staying—there was no way she would be able to carry everything she had bought.

“So it wasn’t just Inspector Lestrade who was glad for the excuse to come to this store?” I asked my robot.

“I-do-not-understand-what-you-mean. I-like-capes.”
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Inspector Lestrade got us three taxis to Yeun Technologies, which was located in the West Village. Unlike the rest of Manhattan, which was in a nice grid pattern, the West Village’s layout was wilder and didn’t make much sense. Most of Manhattan had avenues that ran parallel north-south, and streets that ran parallel east-west. Most of them were numbered so it was very easy to tell which direction you were walking in: street numbers got bigger as you walked north, and avenue numbers got bigger as you walked west.
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But the West Village was an entirely different beast. Streets and avenues bent, slanted and curved. Some roads started in the middle of nowhere, and ended in much the same place. It was very easy to get lost down there, especially in the days before Google Maps and similar apps. I had heard stories of grown men weeping when they reached the corner of 4th and 10th Streets, two streets that would never have met in any other part of Manhattan. Luckily, we didn’t have to go too deep into the West Village and were mostly safe. I couldn’t imagine Dad trying to navigate his way around the neighbourhood.

The Yeun Technologies headquarters was located in the corner of a short building on Christopher Street and 13th Street. We were greeted by Dr Yeun herself. She hurried us into her office and towards some lifts. She shushed me when I tried to ask her about the Hover Car as we walked across the lobby. I tried again in the lift (where we were quite cosy), but she quickly shook her head.

We walked into her office, which had walls made of clear glass all around. She shut the door with a soft click, then went behind her immaculate desk and tapped a button on the built-in console. Her glass walls darkened and became opaque.

“Wow,” Dad said. “You have to show me that trick, Lynda.”

“I’m sorry for the secrecy, but I haven’t actually told anyone else about the theft of the Hover Car,” Dr Yeun said. “By law, I will have to notify my investors about this theft soon, but I’m hoping we can solve all this before that deadline comes up. I haven’t even told my research assistant.”

“Told your precious research assistant what?” A woman of about the same height and build as Dr Yeun said as she banged into the office. She was more muscular than Dr Yeun, but still quite lean, and her hair was cropped short in a military-style buzz cut. She was wearing a black tank top and tan cargo pants with tools in every pocket. She actually looked a bit like Dr Yeun, especially around her eyes. She also had some bruising on her face.

“This is Dr Helen Loughlin. She’s the head of the engineering department and designed most of the Hover Car’s hardware,” Dr Yeun said. She did not remark on the other woman’s injuries.

“Yes, I did, so I would have appreciated a heads up that you had hired the most talked about superhero to help launch the biggest invention in our company’s history, Dr Yeun,” Dr Loughlin said.

I noticed Dr Yeun’s jaw tighten a bit.

“Yes, about that. Could you please call Julie up here so we can talk about the launch?” Dr Yeun asked.

Dr Loughlin sighed loudly. “You have a secretary, Dr Yeun, and he’s not me.”

“Really, Helen,” Dr Yeun snapped, crossing her office to her desk. The rest of us stood around awkwardly. “Marc, please ask Dr Barrowman to come up to my office as soon as possible.”

“Yes, Doctor,” a voice came from the intercom.

“So, you know who I am, but I don’t know who you are,” Dr Loughlin said to us. “Are you another pet project of my mother’s?”

Her mother?! We were surprised, and nobody answered right away. I guess that explained why they looked somewhat similar. Mom finally said, “We are guests of Dr Yeun’s.”

Dr Loughlin snorted. “Yes, I gathered, but why?”

“I’ll tell you once Julie is present,” Dr Yeun said. Her voice was sterner than we had ever heard it before. “Did you initially come here for some reason besides antagonising me?”

“Yes, I did, actually,” Dr Loughlin said, the hardness in her eyes disappearing slightly. “We’ve figured out how to make the Hover Car more fuel efficient. It’s now getting about one-third more mileage than before, and we’re pretty sure we can improve on that further.”

“That is good news,” Dr Yeun said. Her shoulders seem to relax a little as well. “We don’t need to give the tree huggers any more ammunition against us. They’re already angry about the possible disruption of birds’ flying patterns because, of course, we should let birds stand in the way of human progress.”

Dr Yeun gave a disgusted snort as another lady walked into the office.

“You called for me, Lynda?” she asked. Then she noticed us. “Oh, hello.”

She was wearing a white lab coat over a blue blouse and black pencil skirt. Her short brown bob framed her black glasses on her face. When she stood next to Dr Loughlin, I noticed the three doctors were all the same height.
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“Please close the door, Julie,” Dr Yeun said. “This is Dr Julie Barrowman. Michael, I spoke to you briefly about her. She’s a brilliant applied physicist. She dabbles in the theoretical side as well, and is my head research assistant. She was responsible for the Hover Car’s software.”

“Nice to meet you all,” Dr Barrowman said, and gave a little wave.

“Now that you’re here, I can tell the both of you what happened in San Diego.” Dr Yeun took a deep breath. “That blasted superhero stole our car.”

“WHAT?!” both women yelled, then turned to look at each other.

“The im—uh, the Dark Defender stole the car?!” Dr Barrowman asked.

“Keep your voices down!” Dr Yeun said. “Nobody else knows except them—” she waved a hand at us “—and now you.”

Now that the news was out, a copy machine stepped forward and introduced herself as Inspector Lestrade from Interpol, startling everyone, especially the three doctors. We hadn’t even noticed when Inspector Lestrade made her costume change. I made a note to myself to talk to her about her stealth abilities, which I was sure would come in handy in the future. “I am looking into the theft, along with my colleagues, Sherlock Sam and the Supper Club. However, as per Dr Yeun’s request, I have not yet officially informed my office about this case.”

The rest of us then introduced ourselves. I couldn’t tell what the doctors were more surprised about (other than the cosplaying Interpol agent): that children were helping with the case, or that two of those children were robots.

“Aren’t you a little short to be detectives?” Dr Loughlin asked.

“We-make-up-for-it-with-attitude,” Watson said.

“Well, some of us do,” I said.

“Others-make-up-for-it-in-hunger.”

Wendy snickered.

Inspector Lestrade quickly summarised what had happened and ended with, “We don’t know very much at all, except that the thief flew the car all the way back to New York.”

“All the way back?” Dr Barrowman asked. “They had to have stopped for gas along the way.”

“I’m sorry, the Hover Car runs on regular petrol?” I asked.

“For now,” Dr Loughlin said. “But as I was just saying, we’re working on making it more fuel-efficient and environmentally friendly, and part of that is looking at alternative fuels. Are you sure it was the Dark Defender who stole the car?”

“It was the exact same costume,” I said.

“I can’t believe it,” Dr Loughlin said. “She’s helped so many people. She is a hero.”

“I always knew she was a menace,” Dr Barrowman said. “She’s just an egotist looking for the limelight, and now she’s found a way to do that while stealing our work.”

“You’ve never liked her,” Dr Loughlin said.

“Heroes don’t hide behind masks, Helen.”

“Enough,” Dr Yeun said. “None of this is going to help us get the Hover Car back.”

“We’ll need a complete list of every person who knew the car would be in San Diego,” I said. “We’ll have to question all of them.”

“That’s basically everybody in this company,” Dr Yeun said, “but I’ll get you the list.”

“Can you think of anybody outside the company who would have known?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“Or anybody who would have reason to steal the Hover Car?” I added.

“Dr Sheila Loh,” Dr Loughlin said immediately. “She was working on a version of the Hover Car before her fall from grace, isn’t that right, Julie?”

Dr Barrowman shifted her weight slightly and didn’t answer.

“But she didn’t know we were working on the Hover Car, let alone when we were going to unveil it,” Dr Yeun said.

“Actually…” Dr Barrowman said.

“You told her?!” Dr Loughlin almost shouted.

“We’ve been using part of her research for the Hover Car,” Dr Barrowman said. “Even though she no longer had any claim to it, I still thought it was the ethical thing to do. But she would never work with the Dark Defender. She was the one who took Dr Loh down.”

“We’ll talk about this later, Julie,” Dr Yeun said. “But that is true. It was all over the news. The Dark Defender uncovered Dr Loh’s unethical practices in her pursuit of science.”

“Was she experimenting on people?” Nazhar asked.

“No, nothing that bad,” Dr Barrowman said. “But she had been ignoring pretty much all safety considerations, and had put the entire school at risk.”

“The school?” Eliza asked.

“She was a professor at New York University across town,” Dr Barrowman said. “I was a student of hers when the Dark Defender exposed her.”

“How did the Dark Defender do that, exactly?” I asked.

“She caught her red-handed during one of her dangerous experiments,” Dr Loughlin said. “The video was uploaded everywhere, and Dr Loh was an instant pariah in the scientific community.”

“The Dark Defender destroyed Dr Loh’s career. She would never work with the Dark Defender, let alone be her,” Dr Barrowman said. “It couldn’t have been her.”

“That may be, Dr Barrowman. But I would like to talk to her anyway. Anything is plausible at this stage in the investigation,” I said. “Would you mind telling us where we can find her?”

“She’s teaching at a school uptown,” Dr Barrowman said after a moment of hesitation. “I’ll get you the address.” Dr Loughlin eyed Dr Barrowman suspiciously.

“I’m sorry to have to ask this, but where were you both on Thursday?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

The two young doctors looked at each other. “We were both on leave,” Dr Barrowman said. “Our project was across the country and we wanted to take a break.”

“Can anyone account for your whereabouts?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

They both shook their heads. “I needed to recharge from people,” Dr Loughlin said. Dr Barrowman nodded in agreement.

“May I ask, Dr Loughlin, where did you get those bruises on your face?” I asked.

She touched her face, surprised. “I had forgotten about those. I box at a YMCA uptown for fun.” She smiled and shadowboxed for us a bit, throwing a quick combo. Eliza looked impressed. “I picked it up a few years ago.”

It was plausible, I thought. Everything was plausible.

We took a quick tour of Yeun Technologies, and the three doctors pointed out everybody who had been working on the Hover Car.

As we walked across the engineering department, a woman in overalls ran up to us and said, “Oh man, your robots are awesome! Have you ever thought of making them softer?”

“This is Kari Love, one of my best engineers,” Dr Loughlin said. “She’s made space suits for NASA, costumes for Broadway and puppets for Sesame Street, and now she’s working on soft robot prototypes for us.”

“What’s a ‘soft robot’?” Jimmy asked. “Is it a robot made out of soft things, or a robot with a nice personality? Watson’s neither at the moment.”

I had to suppress a laugh.

“Let me show you!” Ms Love said, gesturing for us to follow her back to her work station. We looked at each other—we knew we were on a time-sensitive case, but this was an opportunity too fantastic to resist!

“Look at this,” Ms Love said, pointing at a curious looking object on the table. “We’re making robots out of soft materials like cloth and rubber instead of hard materials like metals and hard plastics.”

“Would-not-the-robot-then-be-more-susceptible-to-damage?” Watson asked.

“Yes, but we don’t plan on using soft robots for hard labour,” she said. “More for medical use, or anything that has close contact with human bodies. A soft, pliable robot would be better for things like physiotherapy or prosthetics, for example.”

“Depends-on-which-human-body-I-would-think,” Watson said. “I-have-found-it-is-better-to-be-made-out-of-metal-when-people-jump-on-you-and-expect-you-to-carry-them-on-your-back.”

I glared at my robot.

We waved goodbye to Ms Love and I thought about how amazing a job making robots would be. But then I thought about how my last robot turned out and decided against it.

Dr Yeun gave us the final list of everyone who had worked on the Hover Car, and it was quite a long list, as she had told us. She then left together with Drs Loughlin and Barrowman, quietly reminding us that time was of the essence.

“This is going to take forever,” I said, looking at the list. “Maybe we can start after lunch?”
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After lunch, despite the time constraints that we were facing, Dr Yeun called and asked us to postpone our questioning of the Yeun Technology staff until after we had run down other possible leads. She wanted to keep the knowledge of the theft as controlled as possible, and letting her entire company know would not help in the least. So we decided to chase down our other leads.

Dr Sheila Loh was teaching at one of the private schools in uptown Manhattan. It was similar to the international schools back home, and I wondered if Luis had gone to one of these schools before Uncle Fidel and Auntie Maria Olga had moved to Singapore. Inspector Lestrade had left us to talk to a few contacts she had in the area. She said that they didn’t officially work for Interpol and wanted to keep their identities secret so she couldn’t bring us along. I completely understood—I knew all about Sherlock Holmes’ Baker Street Irregulars. In fact, I had some Irregulars of my own.

“This is a pretty nice school,” Dad said, looking through one of the brochures. “They have some pretty advanced science courses, Sam. And a lot of art classes, Wendy.”

“Is there something about our living arrangements you haven’t told me?” Mom asked, a smirk on her face.

“No, no, of course not,” Dad said quickly. “I was just making observations.”

“It’s just as well,” Mom said. “I don’t think we’d be able to afford this school, even if we both had three jobs.”

“Master Sherlock, it is curious as to how Dr Loh obtained a job here when she had such a public downfall, is it not?” Moran asked.

“I know someone influential on the school board.”

We whirled around and saw a woman in a blue sweater over a white shirt and a pair of dark pants. She had a short, professional-looking haircut and appeared to be the same height as the three scientists from Yeun Technologies. Was there some kind of height requirement for people working on Hover Cars?

“I apologise, Dr Loh,” Moran said. “I spoke out of turn.”

“No, no, I should apologise for eavesdropping,” she said. “As I’m sure you’ve guessed, I am Sheila Loh. How may I help you?”
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Dr Yeun had given us permission to tell Dr Loh about the theft, though she hadn’t been very happy about it. We introduced ourselves and told her everything we knew so far.

“Oh, that’s terrible!” Dr Loh said. “I was so proud of Julie when she told me they’d actually got it to work.”

“You were proud?” Nazhar asked. “We were led to believe you might be jealous.”

“I would have been a few months ago,” Dr Loh said, “but not anymore. I’m grateful to the Dark Defender for exposing me. I can only imagine what else I might have done in my pursuit of fame and fortune. Though I must admit I do not like my new commute at all. I used to have a very nice apartment near New York University, but I lost it when I lost my job. I had to get a tiny, dingy apartment in Queens, and I have to travel an hour to and from here.”

“So you’re not angry at her for destroying your career?” Eliza asked. “Not even a little bit?”

“I would be lying if I said I didn’t miss it, but no, I’m not angry.” Dr Loh looked thoughtful and tapped her chin. “I’m teaching kids now, and hopefully one of them will push humanity forward for the right reasons, and not the selfish reasons I used to have.”

“Are you working on any projects now?” Wendy asked.

“No,” Dr Loh said, and I thought I saw a flash of something cross her face. “One of the conditions of my working here was that I was not allowed to do anymore research. Not on school grounds or anywhere else. Research will always be my first love, but I understand the school’s position, and I’m grateful they gave me a chance.”

“If you are not allowed to do any research then why are you at school on a Saturday?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“The robotics club is meeting today,” Dr Loh said. “And anyway, the paperwork is never-ending.” She held up a stack of students’ homework.

“One last question, Dr Loh,” I said. “Where were you last Thursday?”

“I had caught one of those obnoxious summer bugs, and was out Thursday and Friday,” she said. “That’s why I have so much marking to do today.”

We thanked Dr Loh for her time, and left the school grounds.

“Is it odd that she seems so okay with her situation?” Eliza asked as we walked towards the subway station.

“Yes, it is,” I said. “Her career was ruined only half a year ago.”

“People can change,” Mom said. “But I do agree that seems pretty quick for such a change. If it were me, I would be incredibly angry.”

“If it were you, you wouldn’t have done anything to endanger other people in the first place,” Wendy said, hugging Mom.

“Where to next, Sherlock Sam?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“Let’s go to Midtown Comics,” I said. “In San Diego, Ku and Scott said that they were selling photo prints of the Dark Defender. Maybe Midtown has a way of getting in touch with her that Ku and Scott don’t know about.”

“Okay, but we won’t be able to tell them anything about the Hover Car,” Dad said. “Dr Yeun only gave us permission to tell Dr Loh.”

We took the subway downtown to Times Square, where Broadway met with 7th Avenue. It was an amazing sight.

There were huge stores and restaurants in the heart of the district, including an M&Ms store and a huge Toys ‘R’ Us. There were billboards of every kind, advertising TV shows, food, clothes and movies. My favourite was the huge Cup O’Noodles light up display by the Japanese company Nissin. This was also the heart of the theatre district, and we could see tons of theatres staging plays and musicals, including Les Miserables, Hamilton, The Phantom of the Opera, Wicked and many, many more.
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We walked down a few blocks to the corner of 40th Street and 7th Avenue, and saw Midtown Comics. It took over the second and third floors of the building, and you could see a lot of their merchandise through the bay windows.

We walked up the narrow staircase (I grumbled about how no one in New York seemed to have a lift) and ended up in a large, spacious comic book store. The second floor had tons of new releases and back issues, as well as a large collection of graphic novels and collected editions. But I didn’t forget why we had come here until I saw that John Halson, the author of Indestructible Shapes, was holding a signing at the store! He was wearing a brown baseball cap and a Hawaiian shirt.

I asked Mom and Dad if I could get his new book, The Scary Lumberjacks and the Wooden Creatures, and ask him to sign it. They agreed and I quickly got in line. I was nearly vibrating with excitement when it was my turn. I was last in line, so I was pretty sure I’d get more time to talk to him than the other people.

“Hello, Mr Halson,” I said. “I’m a huge fan.”

“Hey, you’re from Singapore!” he said, taking off his hat. “I’d recognise that accent anywhere. I have friends living there.” He wiped his bald head with a handkerchief, and then put his cap back on. “In fact, I got a letter from a student in Singapore once.”

“That was my friend Luis!” I said, excited that he remembered. “He’ll be super happy to know you remembered.”

“I’ve got a pretty good memory,” he said, tapping his head.

“Sorry to bother you, boss, but Alfonso’s getting his lunch,” a young man said. He was wearing a dark blue Midtown Comics staff shirt. “Do you remember where we put the extra store comic book sleeves yesterday?”

“No worries, Trenton,” Mr Halson said. “Have you checked with Lou? I think he found a place for them in the storeroom.”

“Ah, right. Thanks.” Trenton walked away briskly. I saw him go upstairs.

“‘Boss?” I asked.

“Apart from being a semi-popular author in the US and Singapore, I’m also one of the store managers here,” he said.

“Oh, then I have some non-book related questions for you.” I ran back to the Supper Club to tell them, while Mr Halson helped some of the other employees clear up after his own signing.

When he was done, I explained who we were and that we were interested in finding the Dark Defender.

“Well, I think you’re on the wrong coast for that,” he said. “She was in San Diego on Thursday, so she might still be over there.”

“How do you get all the photos of her that you sell?” Wendy asked.

“One of the employees is a very talented photographer, and she’s been able to get all these amazing shots.”

“A-photographer-you-say?” Watson said.

“Yeah, her name’s Laura Hudson and she goes to NYU.”

“NYU, you say?” Eliza said.

“Yeah, but she’s on vacation,” Mr Halson said. “For the con in San Diego, actually.”

“San Diego, you say?” Nazhar said.

“Yeah, but Laura’s somehow been able to snag a photo of the Dark Defender nearly every time she’s showed up.”

“Every time, you say?” Moran said.

“Yeah, she’s made enough money from selling her photos to Midtown and to various news outlets that she wanted to take a little break.”

“A little break, you say?” Jimmy said. “Wait, I think I did it wrong.”

“Thank you very much for your time, Mr Halson,” I said.

“All my friends call me Hal,” he said.

“Okay… Hal.” I almost swooned, though that may have been from lack of food.

We left Midtown Comics with a promise to ourselves to come back once we had solved the case, and went to a small deli on the ground floor. We ordered some real New York sandwiches (mine was a turkey, ham and cheese on a roll with lettuce, tomato, mustard and mayonnaise), and sat in two of the booths in the back.

“Do you think this Laura could be the Dark Defender?” Nazhar asked.

“If that’s true, then she’s Spider-Man,” I said.

“Oh!” Jimmy said. “Because she would be taking pictures of herself to sell, like Peter Parker did! He took photos of himself as Spider-Man and sold them to the Daily Bugle!”

“And she’s an NYU student, where the Dark Defender exposed Dr Loh a few months ago.”

“And she was in San Diego for the convention,” Inspector Lestrade said.

“But if she’s still on holiday, we won’t be able to talk to her,” Eliza said.

“No, but we might still be able to find out more about her anyway,” I said.

“How so, Sam?” Mom asked.

“If Laura has taken a photograph of the Dark Defender almost every time she’s seen in public, we should be able to find out all the locations using the news.”

“We’ll need the Internet for that,” Dad said.

“The New York Public Library has free Internet for anybody to use,” Nazhar said.

“How do you know that?” Wendy asked.

Nazhar pulled out a New York City guide from his backpack. “I bought this at the airport and hid it from you guys.” He smiled happily.

“To-the-library,” Watson said.

“Wait,” I said. “I might want another sandwich. A Reuben, perhaps.”
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The New York Public Library on 5th Avenue is an iconic building that has an imposing presence. The front steps leading up to the library is a popular spot for New Yorkers to sit and grab a sandwich and for tourists to pose for photographs, oftentimes to the irritation of the New Yorkers trying to grab a peaceful lunch.

“Wow! Look at those stone lions,” Jimmy exclaimed, pointing at two large stone lions that lay on pedestals that bracketed the front stairs.

“They are the official Library Lions, Jimmy,” Nazhar said, his nose once again comfortably buried in a guide book. “They’re called Patience and Fortitude.”
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“Quite perfect names for literary lions,” Dad said, nodding his head sagely.

“Oh no,” Nazhar said suddenly.

We all turned to look at him.

“It says here that we need a library card to use the computers at the library!” Nazhar continued. “I must have missed that when I read this portion the last time!”

“All-is-lost-then. Let-us-head-back-to-the-hotel-for-a-nap,” Watson said, earning himself a glare from just about everyone except Moran.

“It’s fine, Nazhar,” Eliza said, reading over his shoulder. “It also says that there are guest computers on the fourth floor that we can use, but those are for 30-minute slots only.”

“That’s not a lot of time for research,” I said. But when I saw Nazhar’s crestfallen expression, I quickly added, “But if we work quickly, it shouldn’t cause too much of a problem.”

“Or we could use this!” a bookshelf with a French accent exclaimed. It seemed to have appeared out of thin air. One decidedly human arm pulled something out from a book with a flourish.

The inspector waited for our reaction.

“How will an EZ-Link card save us, Inspector?” Eliza asked. By now we were used to Inspector Lestrade’s costume changes, though I have to say, she had chosen some excellent books as part of her disguise. I saw the complete collection of Sherlock Holmes by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

“A what?” the inspector looked at what she was holding and her brow furrowed. “A moment. A moment. This is not the card I was…” She stuck her hands back into the sides of the bookshelf and pulled out what looked like at least 50 different cards.

“Ah ha!” she exclaimed, yet again pulling something out of the stack of cards with flourish.

“What is that?” I asked, squinting as I looked up. The inspector still held the card quite high above her head, making it difficult for any of us to get a clear look.

“It is a New York Public Library Card, Sherlock Sam!” she replied, grinning. “I have a public library card for every library in the world! It is a job perk from working with Interpol.”

Wow. I was amazed. I wished I could one day visit every single public library in the world. Dad had visited every single library in Singapore and was always one of the first few patrons to visit when a new library was opened. Dad really loved libraries, even the really small neighbourhood ones—he said there was always a treasure you could find, no matter how small a book collection was. You just needed the patience and fortitude to look. I realised why Dad said that the Library Lions had the best names.

“With this library card we can use a computer longer!” the inspector exclaimed.

Nazhar breathed a huge sigh of relief.

“Or we could have gone back to Dr Yeun’s office and used one of the super high-tech computers there,” Eliza said.

Everyone turned and looked at her and then at each other.

“Well…since we’re already here…” I trailed off.

“To the computers!” Dad exclaimed dashing off before dashing right back at us. He stopped and looked at Mom who pointed to her right.

“Right! This way, guys!” Dad said, taking off in the direction Mom indicated.

We all gathered around one of the computers that Inspector Lestrade had reserved for our use.

I was the allocated researcher because, according to Wendy, I type the fastest.

The first thing I did was to do a search for sightings of the Dark Defender. We found numerous newspaper reports along with many other sightings on social media. Some people even had blogs and websites that were dedicated to sightings of the superhero and many of those sites were regularly updated.

“I think we should try and start sorting this by location,” I said. “Actually, you know what, guys? It might make more sense for some of us to use the 30-minute-long guest computer access. That way we can cover more ground.”

“That’s a good idea, Sam,” Mom said. “Nazhar, Wendy, Eliza and Moran can come with me. Jimmy will stay here with you, Watson and Dad, okay? Hopefully, we can use more than one computer.”

“Alas, I cannot use my Interpol badge to get us another computer for use as this is a top-secret mission. It would draw too much attention,” Inspector Lestrade added, sighing.

“You guys look at blogs and websites, I’ll check out the newspaper reports,” I said. “We’ll meet back here in thirty minutes.”

Mom nodded and quickly headed for the lifts with part of the Supper Club.

Dad and I starting looking at the links that appeared when we keyed in sightings of the Dark Defender and quickly decided on which links were more credible and which were purely gossip news.

Jimmy borrowed a sheet of paper and a pen from the nice librarian and started making notes for Dad and me with Watson’s help (not without complaint, of course).

Inspector Lestrade started to hum until a librarian came over and shushed her.
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The inspector looked at us with wide eyes and said, “How did she even know I was in here?”

I shrugged and said, “’Librarians know everything, Inspector. It’s part of their job description.” Dad nodded.

It took us a while but Dad finally said, “I think that’s about all the articles that we can find that gives us original information, Sam. The rest just repeat the same sightings.”

Jimmy nodded, proudly holding up his sheet of paper, which had quite a few notes on it by now. I realised that after the first three almost illegible lines, Watson had taken over and the handwriting became as precise as if it had been typed on a computer.

“I’m still not convinced that Dr Loh is telling the complete truth, Dad,” I said. “I wonder if there are any news reports on what exactly happened between her and the Dark Defender.”

“Good idea, son,” Dad replied, his fingers already flying across the keyboard. We found a few articles, but they didn’t give us a lot more information than what we already knew. Dr Loh was doing research into Hover Car technology, but instead of adhering to the restrictions and safety policy set up by the school, to further her research, she rushed test results and altered her findings to suit her own preconceived ideas—a horrible thing for a scientist to do!

There was no mention as to how exactly the Dark Defender had found all of this out, but late one evening, when Dr Loh was alone in the lab and about to perform a dangerous experiment, the superhero had burst in and put a stop to it all. The university immediately, and very publicly, fired Dr Loh, which basically made her completely unemployable by any other reputable university with a research facility.

“This makes no sense,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Her punishment definitely did not fit the crime. She should have gone to prison!”

“But what this does show is that it wouldn’t make any sense for the Dark Defender to be in cahoots with Dr Loh,” I said.

“It-does-not-compute,” Watson added.

Just then, Mom, Wendy, Eliza and Nazhar returned.

We immediately compared notes and discovered that there were quite a few overlaps in the sightings from both the official news as well as unofficial blogs and websites. We then moved to a large table in a secluded corner of the library so that we wouldn’t attract too much attention.

“We need to do this in a more systematic way,” I said. “Nazhar, does your guidebook have a detailed map of New York? No wait, not the whole of New York. Er, Manhattan? Yes, Manhattan.”

“Of course it does, Sherlock,” Nazhar said, his tone tinged with disbelief. “Who would buy a guidebook without a collection of comprehensive, detailed maps?”

“Map geek,” Eliza muttered.

Looking at the maps in the guidebook, I was a bit confused at first because I didn’t realise how huge New York was—the five boroughs that made up New York were bigger than the whole of Singapore!

“Some of the blogs were really detailed,” Wendy said. “They even noted down the exact timing of the Dark Defender’s appearance.”

“We took that down too, because you’re always nagging at us to note down every single piece of information that might even be slightly relevant to the case,” Eliza added.

“I have trained you well, my young apprentice,” I replied, nodding sagely because that was exactly what Dad, Watson, Jimmy and I had been doing as well. However, I should have mentioned it to Mom and the rest of the Supper Club, but I didn’t. Fortunately, they were experienced investigators as well. Also, I’m an excellent nagger.

Eliza rolled her eyes at me, and Wendy guffawed loudly before she was shushed by a mysterious librarian that we couldn’t see, but who could clearly still hear us.

“That’s actually a really good idea, guys,” I said. “Nazhar, do you think you could note down the timing of each appearance next to the location on your map?”

Nazhar grinned and nodded.

It took us more than an hour to sort through all the dates, locations and timings that our two groups had noted down, and by the time we were done, we were all starving. Okay, fine, I was starving. The rest were perhaps slightly hungry. They didn’t say anything, but I could see it in their eyes. These were people who needed sandwiches and maybe even soup.

“Hmm. It seems like all the earlier sightings were around the Washington Square Park area, Sam,” Dad said, his finger on the map, jolting me out of my soup-and-sandwich daydream. Nazhar was at his side and looked disgruntled that anyone other than him was touching his precious guidebook map.

“And the later timings seem to spread around Manhattan, but there doesn’t seem to be any clear pattern,” Eliza added, her finger circling areas that she was talking about. Nazhar’s eyes narrowed. Slowly and carefully, he pulled the map closer to where he was sitting.

“But there’s also this sighting yesterday. At some area called Long Island City,” Nazhar said. The map was now safely back in his hands. “It seems to be at almost the same timing at this other sighting in Manhattan.”

“What are the sources for both sightings?” I asked.

“Hmm…the one in Manhattan was an online edition of the New York Times,” Mom said.

“The one for Long Island City was from some anonymous blogger who calls himself the Dark Defender’s Greatest Fan,” Wendy added. “The guy did have a lot of photos online of the Dark Defender, but the ones that he seemed to take himself were all blurry and from quite a distance away. And some I think he actually just took from other websites,” Wendy remarked, looking at their notes.

“Well, based on our evidence, the Long Island City sighting is an anomaly and it does not seem to be from a very credible source,” I concluded.

“Not that personal blogs can’t be useful and reliable resources,”’ Dad immediately added.

“That’s true, Dad, but even so, given the data that we have, it would make more sense for us to investigate the area around Washington Square Park, correct? And didn’t Mr Halson say that the photographer who works at Midtown goes to NYU?” I said. “According to Nazhar’s map, the university is right next to the Park. We should investigate that whole area.”

Everyone nodded.

“I’ll give Dr Yeun a call to update her on our progress,” Inspector Lestrade said. She pulled out her handphone and was immediately confronted by the librarian. Wow, these librarians were stealthy. It was almost like they had super-secret librarian powers that let them know whenever someone was misbehaving in the library or something. The inspector made a face and quickly dashed away, presumably to use her phone in a less dangerous area.

We still had many unanswered questions, but at least it seemed we were making some headway into the Case of the Comic Book Caper in New York.

I was excited. I felt it in my belly—we would surely catch up to the Dark Defender very soon!
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“Did Dr Barrowman ask us to wait for her at her office?” Mom asked.

“Yes, that’s what Inspector Lestrade said when she called,” Dad replied.

We sat on a couple of long benches outside an office. The name Dr Julie Barrowman was written on a plaque placed on the door. However, there was no sign of the doctor at all. We had been waiting for almost half an hour.

“She said that Dr Yeun had requested for Dr Barrowman to help us with our investigation of the area. She would be very familiar with the location because she teaches at NYU,” Dad continued.

“Do you think Inspector Lestrade is that water cooler?” Jimmy asked, staring intently at a shiny water cooler nearby.

“I think…that’s too small,” Wendy said, but she didn’t look fully convinced either.

“Sorry! I’m so sorry!” a voice said from around the corner. Dr Barrowman then appeared looking flustered. She was in a similar suit to the one we saw her in at Dr Yeun’s office, but she was wearing a pair of bright blue and pink running shoes instead of office shoes. Her short bob was still wet and did not look combed. She sort of reminded me of Wendy in the morning, when her hair sticks out in all directions.

“I just finished my run and I really needed a shower. Dr Yeun didn’t exactly give me a lot of notice.” She grimaced when she said that.

“Oh dear,” Mom said. “We hope we aren’t too much of an inconvenience.”

“Well, she’s the boss so…” Dr Barrowman shrugged. “I understand you guys are looking into the Dark Defender sightings? Why start here? She’s been spotted all over Manhattan.”

“Based on our research we found that her earliest sightings during the day always seem to originate from this area,” I said.

Dr Barrowman made a face that I didn’t quite understand—it was a cross between rolling her eyes and sighing in exasperation.

“Don’t you like the Dark Defender, Dr Barrowman?” Eliza asked.

“Julie, please call me Julie. Whenever someone calls me Dr Barrowman, I forget they’re talking to me,” she replied. “And no, I don’t like the Dark Defender. I think she’s a vigilante and she’s bound to get herself or someone else hurt with her antics.”

“But she’s done so many good things!” Jimmy exclaimed.

“And she also apparently stole Dr Yeun’s car,” Julie replied flatly. “Anyway, I don’t have a lot of time today, but Dr Yeun insisted that this was important, so perhaps we can get started? What exactly do you need my help with?”

Nazhar showed her his map and I explained our plan of visiting the locations where the Dark Defender was sighted, starting with the most recent sighting. It was a long shot, but there was still a chance we might find some physical evidence at the different scenes that might help us figure out the identity of the mysterious superhero.

“And why start with the most recent sightings?” Julie asked.

“Because the most recent scene would have the highest chance of evidence that had been left undisturbed,” I replied.

“You’re a pretty smart kid,” Julie replied with a raised brow. “That, or you watch way too much television.”

Julie took us to a couple of the locations on the map starting with the most recent sighting just yesterday, but we found nothing of note there other than one giant rat scurrying away with an entire pizza slice that looked three times its size. Jimmy ran after it and we almost lost him in the crowd, but fortunately Moran used his speedy thrusters and managed to race after my best friend in time to catch him before he vanished.

As we headed to the third location, I noticed that Julie kept looking at her handphone. Sneaking a peek, I realised that she had quite a few missed calls from Helen Loughlin, Dr Yeun’s daughter.

“If you need to call her back, that’s okay with us,” I said. “We know you must be very busy with work and teaching and all.”

“Nah, she’s just anxious to find out what her mother told me about the proposed changes she suggested to the engine of the Hover Car. But since we can’t technically do anything right now, I can call her back later,” Julie replied.

“Why is she asking you?” Eliza, who had been walking next to me asked. “Isn’t it easier to ask her mother directly?”

Julie’s lips twisted into a grimace.

“Because they don’t get along,” Wendy said, watching Julie’s face.

The young doctor smiled. “You kids are definitely very bright,” she said. “That’s right. Helen and her mother have a…complicated relationship.”

“You get along much better with Dr Yeun than she does,” Wendy continued, looking at me.

“Right. And Helen can’t stand me because of that,” Julie continued. “We actually work in quite different fields. She’s a brilliant engineer, I couldn’t do what she does. I’m all about the physics and I helped design it, but she’s the one that actually built the car. But for some reason she is always in competition with me.”

“Have the both of you known each other a long time?” I asked.

“Ever since we shared a dorm while we were in college together,” Julie replied. “I was on a scholarship, of course. My family would never have been able to send me to NYU otherwise, but Helen had Dr Yeun to take care of all those pesky school fees. I think Dr Yeun also made Helen stay in a dorm instead of letting her get her own apartment, and she really resented her mother for that. Mainly because if it wasn’t for the dorm, her mother might have never gotten to know me.”

“And you wouldn’t work for her now,” I said.

“But that doesn’t make sense,” Dad said. “I’m sure Dr Yeun would have noticed your work even if you didn’t share a room with her daughter in school. I saw some of your theories at the office and they are genius!”

Julie shook her head, her hair had dried and continued to stick out in strange directions, but she didn’t really seem to care. “Well, tell that to Helen.” She sounded sad.

“Do you think Dr Loughlin could have been involved somehow?” Wendy asked, looking at Julie. “Maybe she was so jealous of you she decided to get back at you using her mom.”

“I don’t think—” Julie said. “I mean… How would she know… How could she know… I mean…she could have hired someone, I suppose…” She seemed to be muttering to herself. It was almost as if she was working something out in her own mind.

“Hired someone?” Nazhar asked.

“What?” Julie looked at Nazhar.

“You said she could have hired someone,” I replied, watching Julie carefully.

“Oh, I was just thinking out loud. Please don’t mind me. I’m a math whiz, but solving crime is way out of my area of expertise,” she replied, quickly looking away.

“Julie!”

We spun around at the sound of the doctor’s name being called out from behind us.

It was Dr Loughlin.

She looked irritated.

When she reached us she waved her handphone in Julie’s face and said, “I’ve been calling and calling you. Why didn’t you pick up?”

Julie took a step back and said, “I was occupied with the children, Helen. And I assumed you were calling about the proposed changes to the engine, which could wait until tomorrow.”

“Well you assumed wrong. Again,” Dr Loughlin snapped. “Dr Yeun wanted me to join you and her new friends so that you wouldn’t miss anything. She made it an order. Trust me, I wouldn’t be here otherwise.”

Julie sighed deeply. She gave us an apologetic look and said, “Since Helen is here now and can apparently do a much better job than I can, I’ll leave you in her good hands. I actually have a class I’m teaching in half an hour and I need to get my notes ready.”

She nodded at Dr Loughlin and briskly walked away.

Dr Loughlin rolled her eyes and muttered, “Always so dramatic.” She then turned to look at us and said, “So what exactly are we doing?”

After we explained, Dr Loughlin frowned and said, “I can’t believe that you would think that the Dark Defender is the culprit. If she really took the car, she must have a good reason for it.”

That made me suspicious.

“What could the reason be?” I asked, careful to keep my tone light.

“Who knows? But despite what Julie has been saying, the Dark Defender has been doing nothing but good in this city.”

We had reached a four-storey building where we were able to climb up all the way to the rooftop (seriously, I do not understand this city’s aversion to lifts!) where Laura, the photographer, had managed to get a shot of the Dark Defender from an opposite building just a few days ago.

The roof was concrete, with a few fans and exhaust ports, but nothing that looked like a clue. I had hoped to at least find a footprint or something, but we didn’t find anything so we started the long trek back down.

“I’ve been thinking,” Dr Loughlin said, leaning closer to me. “What if it was Julie, and she had an accomplice?”

“What do you mean?” I replied, starting to breathe heavily from all the physical exertion I had been made to endure.

“You heard her, she told Dr Loh about the unveiling without informing either Dr Yeun or myself about it beforehand,” Dr Loughlin continued. “What if they cooked up some scheme to steal the car together? AND!” She suddenly shouted startling all of us as well as a flock of pigeons that had gathered on the street just outside the building we had just emerged from. “AND! The Dark Defender found out about their plans and stole the car first for safe keeping!”

“But if the Dark Defender did that then why didn’t she just return it to Dr Yeun?” Wendy asked.

Dr Loughlin frowned, clearly thinking. So was I. It seemed an outlandish plot, but even the most outlandish plots oftentimes had a ring of truth to them. As a detective, it was imperative I pay attention to all possible reasons. It was difficult to pay attention as I started wheezing, however. I looked around and no one else looked winded. Eliza was positively glowing even.

“Because she doesn’t have enough proof yet,” Dr Loughlin said, snapping her fingers. “She’s still investigating the crime. Once she has sufficient evidence to incriminate Julie and Dr Loh, that’s when the Dark Defender will reveal the reason behind her actions.”

We all stared at Dr Loughlin as we stood outside the building.

“That…actually makes sense,” Dad said, looking at Mom.

“Did I solve the case?” Dr Loughlin asked, grinning. She suddenly looked quite cheeky.

“Wow, if you did, that would be amazing,” Wendy replied. “Then maybe you and your mother would get along better.”

“Ha! My mother sees Julie more as her daughter than she does me,” Dr Loughlin replied, putting her hands on her hips. “I think she’d probably be the one to pay Julie’s legal fees to get her out of jail and come up with a whole bunch of excuses for her actions. I’m not the Golden Sibling, you see.”

Wendy glanced at me then back at Dr Loughlin and smiled slightly. She said softly, “I think I understand what you mean.”

I saw Mom look at Wendy when she said that.

“Well, it’s been fun, kids, but I gotta go,” Dr Loughlin said. “I have boxing lessons soon and I don’t think there’s much point in just walking around randomly looking at places the Dark Defender has been to, frankly.”

Dr Loughlin waved goodbye and jogged away.

I didn’t want to admit it but the doctor had a point. I had hoped to find at least a clue or something useful, but we found nothing. It was getting dark out, so we decided to eat some dinner. Not that I insisted or anything. But we had just engaged in a lot of physical activity and a good detective needed to keep his strength up. I heard sandwiches were an excellent way to do that.

“There was an interesting looking sandwich place a couple of streets up,” I said.

“Ugh, more sandwiches,” Eliza said. “I would love some mee goreng right about now.”

“But New York deli sandwiches are the best sandwiches in the world,” I said.

“My guidebook agrees,” Nazhar added.

“But maybe we can get some burgers instead?” Wendy asked. “There’s supposed to be two really good burger chains in New York, Shake Shack and Five Guys.”

“That’s a really good idea!” I said. “Let’s go to both!” I had read about both Shake Shack and Five Guys and had wanted to try them for ages.

“Sandwiches are healthier,” Mom said. “Maybe we’ll just drop by another deli and get you tuna sandwiches.”

“We can get tuna sandwiches back home!” I protested. “We should eat food we can’t find in Singapore.” Also, I was not a big fan of tuna sandwiches in general.

“We can’t find burgers in Singapore?” Eliza asked.

“Not these burgers!” I said.

“There’s an amazing Afghani place on St. Mark’s,” Nazhar said. “It’s called Khyber Pass and they’re supposed to have some great mantoo.”

Wow, that sounded really good too. How to decide?!

As we were trying to decide where to eat, Jimmy suddenly shouted, “DUCK!!!”

Dad, Mom, Eliza, Nazhar, Wendy, Watson and I immediately crouched down and covered our heads with our hands to protect them from whatever Jimmy must have seen coming at us. Were we being attacked? I saw Dad reach for his phone and was about to call Inspector Lestrade when Moran suddenly started quacking like a duck.

“Quack. Quack. Quack. Quack,” Moran said from his position next to Jimmy.

We all stared at the dignified robot now emanating quacking sounds.

“What on earth is happening?” Mom asked. She stood up cautiously. She was looking up at the sky presumably for falling objects.

“I MEAN THE DUCK DEFENDER, SHERLOCK! THE DUCK DEFENDER! I SEE HER!” Jimmy yelled, pointing at some low-rise buildings that were not too far from where we were. Moran continued to quack in a dignified manner next to him.

The rest of us stood up and looked, and sure enough, there she was, the Duck, I mean, the Dark Defender!
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We quickly followed the Dark Defender on foot. We tracked her movements on the rooftops from the pavement below, occasionally losing her as she crossed a building, only to pick up her trail again further down the street. Moran’s thermal vision was quite helpful in that regard, though he occasionally mistook a flock of pigeons for a person.

It was getting harder and harder to see her as night fell, but she was heading in a westerly direction, towards the West Village, where Yeun Technologies was located.

Was she planning another theft?

Following her was clearly the right decision. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest (that was only partially due to the physical exertion of the chase)—we’ve followed suspects before, but never a superhero! Or was she now a super villain? Still, I privately mourned my multiple dinners. I had been planning on convincing Mom to let us eat at the two burger places and the Afghani restaurant, but that would have to wait, it seemed.

Most of the buildings in the West Village were lower in height so it was a bit easier to see her, but she moved very quickly. I was not keeping up very well, especially after walking most of the day and going up and down so many floors. Eliza and Wendy seemed completely fine. Nazhar was wiping his brow a lot, but he seemed okay too. Jimmy never ran out of energy, so I knew he was fine. Watson had been eating recycled batteries and Moran had been charging up every chance he got, so I knew they were okay too. In fact, the only person who seemed as tired as me was Dad, but Mom was helping him keep up.

I almost asked Watson for some help, but then remembered who he was and that he had sworn he would never carry me again. I thought of asking him to use his jet engines to fly up to keep better track of the Dark Defender so the rest of us could stop running, but I realised that a flying robot would probably draw the Dark Defender’s attention. Even if Watson camouflaged himself, she could probably still hear the pop of his engines and that would make her suspicious. I had no recourse. I had to keep on moving. And breathing. Breathing was important; essential even.

“She’s gone up there, in a garden of some kind,” Mom said, pointing.

“She’s gone up even higher?” I gasped. Why couldn’t she just stay on ground level?!

“It’s the High Line,” Nazhar said, flipping through his guidebook. “They’re old freight train tracks that got converted into a public park, with gardens, historical markers and even a few art installations, one of which was made with LEGOs! It stretches from here in the West Village all the way up to 34th Street near the West Side Highway.”

“I’m going to call Inspector Lestrade,” Dad said. “But I think we should keep following her, see where she goes.” Mom nodded her agreement, and Dad dialled the inspector’s number.

We climbed up the staircase to the High Line proper as quietly as we could (I tried to gasp as softly as my lungs would allow), trying not to alert her. When we saw her again, she was standing by the railing, looking down at something. She was covered head to toe in her black costume. I couldn’t see a single bit of the person underneath, not hair nor face nor any bit of skin to help me remove any of the millions of New Yorkers from the suspect pool.

I crept forward quietly to see what she was looking at, and saw the building Yeun Technologies occupied.

Was she really planning another theft from the same company?

Just then, Dad’s phone beeped quite loudly. Everyone shushed him, and he said, “Sorry, Inspector Lestrade called back!”

I turned towards the Dark Defender. I tried looking at her eyes, but I couldn’t see anything past her reflective lenses. She tensed, but didn’t move.

“We just want to talk,” I said.

“Then talk,” she said. Her voice was camouflaged by a distorter. I had hoped her voice would give me some clue, but anybody could purchase a distorter from an electronics shop.

“Why did you steal the Hover Car?” I asked.

The Dark Defender looked away. “Why do you think?”

“Money for new costumes?” Jimmy said.

“We don’t know your motive, but we know it was you,” Nazhar said.

“And yet, there’s been no mention of a theft in the news,” she said. “Just stories of a successful product launch that I apparently helped with.”

“You weren’t supposed to be there,” Eliza said.

“No, I wasn’t.” She looked out at Yeun Technologies again.

“You’re not even going to admit it?” Wendy asked.

“You’ve already admitted it for me,” the Dark Defender said.

Something was off. She hadn’t admitted to anything, and yet, she hadn’t denied anything either. The conversation was going nowhere, but at least it was giving Watson and Moran time to get into position.

“We can’t admit anything for you,” I said. “Only you can admit to something you’ve done.”

“And yet, here you are, hunting me down.” The Dark Defender looked at me again. “Or are your robots simply positioning themselves for a hug, Sherlock Sam?”

She leapt up a second before Watson’s arm came shooting out for her. Moran turned on his rocket skates and dashed towards her. I saw her throw something at Watson’s arm and Moran’s foot in mid-leap, hitting them both exactly where she had aimed.

“I-cannot-retract-my-arm,” Watson said. “I-do-not-know-what-she-has-done.”

“Likewise, my foot seems immobile,” Moran said. “It looks like you’ll have to continue without us, Master Sherlock. QUACK.”

The Dark Defender ran away from us.

“Jimmy and I will stay with Watson and Moran!” Mom shouted. “Everybody else, go catch that thief!”

Dad, Wendy, Eliza, Nazhar and I ran after the Dark Defender. Over benches, through vegetation and sometimes across a few small jumps. She stayed on the High Line throughout the chase.

After a few minutes, Wendy and Eliza had pulled well ahead, gaining on the Dark Defender, while Dad and I lagged far behind. Nazhar was in between us, trying in vain to keep up with the girls.

“You’ll never catch me,” the Dark Defender shouted. “Just give up.”

That made me run just a little bit faster, but she was right. I would never catch her. Wendy and Eliza, on the other hand, had a chance.

Then Nazhar tripped and hit the ground hard. “Ow!” he cried. The Dark Defender stopped for just a second to look behind her, and Eliza took the chance to act.

She rushed towards the Dark Defender. The Defender exclaimed in surprise, and leapt up and over Eliza. Eliza landed on the hard concrete and rolled towards the edge of the High Line and the street three stories below.
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Wendy, who had been right behind Eliza when she had jumped, ran right past the Defender, who seemed stunned, and dove to save our friend. She grasped Eliza’s arm just as she rolled underneath the guardrail. Wendy grabbed onto the guardrail to keep from going down as well.

“No!” Dad shouted, in a burst of speed, he surged ahead of me. I found myself running faster than I ever had in my life. But we had quite a distance to cross and I wasn’t sure we were going to make it on time!

The Dark Defender rushed to Wendy and Eliza’s aid, grabbing Eliza’s other arm as she dangled over the traffic six metres below.

With Wendy’s help, the Dark Defender pulled Eliza back onto the High Line and sat down heavily next to the two girls while we ran towards them. Eliza and Wendy looked too stunned to notice her presence. I finally reached Nazhar and helped him up from where he had tripped while Dad continued to race towards Wendy and Eliza. Before he got there, the Dark Defender suddenly leaned closer to the two girls before she rose up and jumped over the guardrail and into the city. Nazhar and I watched her disappear across the rooftops.
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Dad finally reached Wendy and Eliza and pulled them both into a big hug before checking to make sure that they were okay. Eliza was stretching her arms, but didn’t seem otherwise hurt. It had been more shock than anything else. It was the same for Wendy.

“Are you okay?” Nazhar asked once they had walked back to us.

“Yah, I’m okay.” She looked at Wendy, who gave her the biggest grin ever. My sister was a hero.

I was immensely curious as to why the Dark Defender had stuck around despite the fact that Dad was racing towards them. “Did the Dark Defender say anything?”

Eliza turned to look at me. “She said ‘Tell your friend, it wasn’t me.’”
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We walked back to where we had left Mom, Jimmy, Watson and Moran. The two robots could move their appendages again. The Dark Defender had tagged them with localised EMP emitters, so only Watson’s arm and Moran’s leg had been affected. Dad took the two emitters and remarked on how difficult it is to make EMPs that small.

Mom hugged Eliza tightly once we had told her what had happened, she then hugged Wendy just as tightly.

“What you did was really brave, Wendy. But if you ever do something as dangerous as that again, I’ll toss you over myself,” Mom told my sister who beamed then frowned because Mom was both hugging and glaring at her at the same time.

Mom noticed Nazhar.

“Oh dear, Nazhar. What happened to your knee?” Mom asked.

I looked at Nazhar’s legs and realised that his right knee was bleeding. Moran immediately pulled out a First Aid kit from where he usually kept scones. Dad and Jimmy helped clean and patch up Nazhar’s wound. Fortunately, it wasn’t too bad. He grinned and said that he didn’t even realise he had been bleeding. I was extremely grateful that everyone was okay. I still had nightmares about what had happened to Wendy on that fateful night during the Case of the Missing Classmate in MacRitchie.

“Inspector Lestrade has asked to meet at Yeun Technologies,” Dad said, looking at his phone. “But maybe we should just go back to the apartment, and catch our breaths? I think Eliza might—”

“No, it’s okay, Uncle. I’m fine,” Eliza said. “Inspector Lestrade might have important news that she can only tell us in person. Right, Samuel?”

I nodded, grateful for how brave and strong all the members of the Supper Club were being.

A male hot dog vendor in his 60s called out to us in a suspiciously French-sounding accent when we arrived outside Yeun Technologies. Sure enough, it was Inspector Lestrade in disguise! I thought this was her best costume yet because her cart actually had hot dogs in them! Plus, she also had mustard and relish!

“Where do you get inspiration for your costumes, Inspector?” Wendy asked.

“Ah. From life, Wendy. I get inspiration from life,” the inspector replied, nodding serenely.

“Could I have another hot dog, Inspector?” I asked, chewing on my first hot dog.

However, before she could comply (or Mom could stop her), a security guard at the entrance of Yeun Technologies made her leave her cart behind for security reasons. Inspector Lestrade looked like she wanted to pull her Interpol credentials out, but she must have realised that it would draw too much attention to herself and quietly complied.

“No worries, Sherlock Sam,” she said, as I turned to look mournfully at the hot dog cart. “I will make you 10 more hot dogs once this case is over. With extra relish and mustard!”

Mom gave me a look that clearly said that it wasn’t going to happen. But a boy can dream.

We emerged from the lift and I thought I saw Dr Helen Loughlin turn the corner. I rushed forward and called out, “Dr Loughlin!”

The figure stopped and took a step back. It wasn’t Dr Loughlin, but Dr Yeun instead.

She smiled slightly and said, “Hello, Sherlock. It’s good to see you again. Also, Helen would be so mad if she found out you thought I was her.”

Dr Yeun had her long hair tied up in a sleek bun that was very close to her head and given that she was about the same height and build as her daughter, it was understandable why I had made the mistake. I had only caught a fleeting glimpse of her after all.

Then it hit me.

I turned to look at Eliza and grabbed her shoulders. I had to reach up because she was taller than me. “ELIZA!”

“What? What are you doing? Stop being weird,” Eliza asked, looking at me oddly. She pushed my hands off her shoulders and took a step back. In her defence, I was shouting right in her face.

“No, I mean, I’m not being weird, I mean I know what she meant! The Dark Defender!”

Moran quacked.

“Why does he keep quacking?” Dr Yeun asked.

“Because Sherlock said ‘duck’,” Jimmy replied, as if that made all the sense in the world.

The doctor looked like she was going to reply but thought better of it.

I impatiently said, “That’s what the superhero meant when she told Eliza ‘Tell your friend, it wasn’t me.’”

“What do you mean, Sam?” Wendy asked. She looked confused. So did Dr Yeun. I knew she had been apprised of what had happened by Inspector Lestrade.

“There are two of them!” I shouted. A couple of heads poked out from offices nearby. It wasn’t often that children were allowed in this top-secret facility. Dr Yeun grimaced and hurried us into her secure office before we continued.

“Explain, young man,” the doctor said.

“We’ve been operating on the assumption that there is only one Dark Defender,” I said, ignoring Moran’s quack. “But what if there were two?”

“You mean a copycat?” Nazhar asked.

I nodded, excited. “An impostor.”

“But…why would someone do that?” Dr Yeun asked, shaking her head.

“I don’t know why yet, but the fact that I mistook you for your daughter made me think that it’s entirely possible. All the person would need was a similar costume! And we know that her costume is one of the most popular costumes in places like the Brooklyn Superhero Supply Shop these days,” I said.

“I suppose it is possible,” Inspector Lestrade said slowly. “But who is it? Or shall I say, who are they?”

“And are they working together?” Eliza asked.

“I’m not entirely sure, Eliza,” I replied. “But I wouldn’t think so. I think the impostor was the one that stole Dr Yeun’s Hover Car.”

“Because before that, the Dark Defender was on the side of good,” Dr Yeun said. “Is there no way to stop that robot from quacking, young man?” She looked straight at Jimmy who sheepishly shrugged.

Suddenly, something caught my eye.

“Is that your daughter, Dr Yeun?” I asked. I pointed to a framed photograph that the doctor had on one of the display tables she had at the side of her office. Along with several awards and certificates, she had a photograph of a young girl in a gymnast outfit receiving a medal. The little girl looked about nine or ten years old and she was beaming at the photographer.

“Yes, that’s Helen,” Dr Yeun replied. Her expression softened. “She was such a driven child, even then. She won quite a few regional and state medals for gymnastics before she decided that she was more interested in taking apart her father’s radio than in doing cartwheels.”

So in addition to boxing, Dr Loughlin was also a trained gymnast—leaping from building to building and tumbling would be second nature for her.

“Do you think I could take a look at Julie’s work station, Dr Yeun?” I asked.

“I don’t see an issue, but as this is a secure area, may I ask why?” she replied.

“Sometimes you learn the most about people when they least expect you to,” I said. “And I promise that I will not open any top secret files.”

Dr Yeun gave me a long assessing look before she nodded.

“It’s down the hall,” she said.

Inspector Lestrade and I were the only two people allowed into Julie’s office along with Dr Yeun, because, as she had said, there were sensitive materials in that office. I was very proud that I had gained her trust.

Julie’s desk was extremely neat and she had all her documents clearly labelled and tucked away carefully in piles on her desk. I saw that she had multiple Post-it pads as well. Nazhar would have loved her office. There wasn’t all that much personal stuff in her office except for a photograph of her with two kids who looked like they were maybe about five or six years old—a boy and a girl—it seemed to be taken during Halloween or a fancy dress party or something as both kids were dressed up as superheroes. Julie was dressed up as a scientist, complete with the crazy white wig and lab coat. They were all grinning into the camera. Another photograph showed them in taekwondo uniforms. Julie had a black belt and the two kids had yellow belts. They looked sweaty but happy.

“What do you notice, Sherlock Sam?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“Something. Or maybe nothing,” I replied. I wasn’t sure myself. “We should head back to your office, Dr Yeun. I have some ideas I’d like to run by you, and I think we need the privacy.”

We all trooped back to the doctor’s office and she took a seat behind her desk. The rest of the Supper Club, as well as my parents, and Inspector Lestrade sat on the available couches.

“Dr Loh is the most obvious suspect,” I said. “And despite what she claims, she clearly isn’t happy teaching teenagers instead of engaging in high level research. Plus, Julie admitted to informing her about the launch.”

“I would write her off as a suspect precisely because she’s so obvious,” Dr Yeun said with a smirk. “What scientist would be so incompetent as to not see the inevitable conclusion that everyone would draw?”

“An evil one?” Jimmy helpfully asked.

“I then thought the photographer, Laura, who also works at Midtown Comics, might have a dual identity. Retail worker and photographer by day, superhero by night.”

“And Mr Halson also said she was still in San Diego at the Comic Con, Sherlock,” Nazhar reminded me. “So if you think that there are two Dark Defenders, she could have been the one at the con.”

“But Mr Halson also said she wasn’t currently in New York though,” Wendy said.

“Or-she-might-only-be-pretending-she-is-not-in-New-York-so-she-does-not-have-to-leave-the-house-and-can-stay-home-and-read-comics,” Watson added.

“That’s true, and raising the profile of the Dark Defender by pretending to be her and committing the theft might mean her photographs would be in greater demand,” Eliza added.

“That’s all true,” I said. “And then there’s Dr Yeun.”

“You think I stole my own Hover Car, young man?” the doctor asked, sitting up straighter in her chair, her eyebrows raised archly. “How is that possible when I was right next to you when she appeared in San Diego?”

“But you could still be the Dark Defender that saved my life,” Eliza said, looking carefully at Dr Yeun. “You’re about the same height and build…right, Samuel?”

“She could have been, Eliza, but Inspector Lestrade had confirmed with the Doctor’s security people that she was in her office a couple of hours ago. So there was no way she could be in two places at the same time. Unless Dr Yeun has developed cloning technology as well.”

Dad nodded. Then suddenly he sat up and asked, “Wait, you haven’t actually developed a way to clone humans, right?”

Dr Yeun continued to look at me for a while longer before relaxing back in her chair. “I suppose I should be glad that you think someone my age could be leaping from building to building. And no. I haven’t, Michael. Yet.” She had a slight smile on her face when she said that.

“So that leaves the two people who look a lot like you,” I said.

Dr Yeun immediately sat up again.

“You can’t mean Helen,” she said. She did not sound pleased.

“And Julie,” I replied. “I noticed the first time we visited that all of you are about the same height and build. You have different hairstyles, but we’ve never seen what the Dark Defender looks like under her hood.”

“Why would Julie or Helen want to steal the Hover Car?” Dr Yeun exclaimed, throwing her hands up in the air. “Inspector Lestrade, tell me you do not believe this young man’s foolishness.”

The inspector looked at me, then at my parents. She turned back to Dr Yeun and said, “In all the time I have worked with Sherlock Sam, he has never said or done anything that wasn’t for a good reason, Doctor. I would hear him out.”

Dr Yeun leaned forward on her desk and stared straight at me. “If you think having a similar build is reason enough to suspect either Julie or Helen, then I can parade hundreds, thousands, millions more people, women AND men, with similar builds. Would they be suspects as well?”

“But would they know about me?” I asked. “The Dark Defender we met at the High Line, the one who saved Eliza knew that my name was Sherlock Sam. And she knew I was a detective.”

Dr Yeun sighed heavily and stood up. She walked over to a hidden drawer in her wall and pulled out a large, black folder. She opened it up and gestured for all of us to come over.

“Look at these,” she said, standing with her arms crossed across her chest.

It was a folder full of newspaper clippings about my cases in Singapore, Penang and the most recent one in Japan. The papers were from all over the world. I even saw a thumb drive, which I was sure had video footage of us in Tokyo. Dr Yeun was nothing if not thorough in her research.

“You’re actually a lot more famous than you think, young man,” she said.

For once in my life, I had nothing to say.
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We had gone to our apartment after meeting with Dr Yeun. I couldn’t believe this was only the second night we were sleeping there.

The next morning I woke up early while everyone else was still sleeping. Something had been nagging at my brain the whole night, giving me weird dreams about multiple Dark Defenders running all over Manhattan, stopping thieves and then stealing from the intended victims themselves. Sometimes, these rescues/muggings took place out of Manhattan, even though the Dark Defender hadn’t actually been spotted outside—

“Wait a minute,” I said.

I quietly walked over to Nazhar’s bag and pulled out the map where he had marked all the recorded appearances of the Dark Defender. I heard him say “Ninja hantu…” in his sleep.

I looked through the map and quietly said “A-ha.” Then, much more loudly, “Wake up, everybody! We’ve got a case to close!”
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The Supper Club grumbled the whole subway ride over. Nazhar was the loudest, but unlike the rest, who were complaining about being woken up so early, he was complaining about my inability to fold maps properly. We rode the G train from our apartment in Brooklyn to Long Island City in Queens. The G train was the only train in the New York subway system that didn’t go into Manhattan.

We got off at the 21st Street station. When we climbed the steps, everybody squinted at the sun as if they had never seen light before.

“It’s not that early,” I said. “You guys love exaggerating.”

“Says-the-boy-who-has-to-have-another-hot-dog-after-the-four-he-has-already-had-lest-he-die-of-hunger,” Watson said.

I waved his comment away. “Nazhar, where did that blogger say he saw the Dark Defender again?”

“On the corner of 11th Street and 46th Avenue,” Nazhar said.

We had discounted the sighting earlier in our investigation because there had been photographic proof that the Dark Defender was in Manhattan at the same time, but now that we suspected there was a Dark Defender impostor, this sighting, so far out of the Dark Defender’s usual patrol areas, seemed much more important.

“We have to be a bit careful,” Nazhar said.

“Yes, I know,” I replied. “This person could be dangerous.”

“No, I mean walking around,” Nazhar said. “This area is not as grid-like as most of Manhattan, though it’s not as bad as the West Village, so we should be fine as long as we don’t let Uncle Mike lead.”

“I can read maps, you know,” Dad replied. Mom snickered.

We walked over to 11th Street and 46th Avenue, which turned out to be only two blocks away.

“Take a look around and give a shout if you see anything of note,” I said. The area was pretty run down, with a lot of buildings either being torn down or built up. Nazhar had told us on the way here that Long Island City used to be a warehouse district, but was now being renovated for more residential buildings. There were very few people around on a regular day, even less on a Sunday.

“Sam, come see this,” Wendy said. “I think I found something.”

I walked over and saw what she was referring to. There was a shiny new lock and chain on an otherwise decrepit gate. I was extremely proud of my sister—she was becoming an excellent detective in her own right! Beyond the decrepit gate was a building slated for demolition. I could see through the smashed windows

“Did you see any other new locks?” I asked. Wendy shook her head. I scanned our surroundings and didn’t see any other locks, much less new ones. The Supper Club was still searching other areas.

“Well, let’s keep this in mind this until we—”

I stopped speaking when I heard a computer terminal hum to life. It was coming from the condemned building. I quickly gathered the rest of the Supper Club and asked them if they heard the humming too.

“It doesn’t quite sound like it’s coming from the building, though,” Mom said. “Maybe more like it’s coming from…below?”

“I think it’s time to call Inspector Lestrade, Dad,” Wendy said. I nodded in agreement, and Dad made the call.

While we weren’t paying attention, the lock popped open. I saw Watson’s steampunk hand quickly change back into his regular hand.
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“Look-at-that,” he said. “It-must-have-been-open-already. We-should-go-check-out-the-sound.”

My robot had been uncharacteristically helpful during this case, but I wasn’t about to question my good fortune, so I said nothing.

I looked at my parents. “What do you think, Dad, Mom?” I asked.

Mom and Dad looked at each other, then at the building.

“It’s condemned for a reason, right?” Dad asked.

“Probably, but it looks sturdy enough,” Mom said.

“Inspector Lestrade will be here soon,” Dad said.

“But if who we think is here is actually here, it might be too late,” Mom said.

Dad seemed to think it over for a second. “Okay, let’s go.”

I cheered internally.

We opened the gate, which squeaked much too loudly for my comfort.

We went into the building and listened for the computer hum, which was much louder inside, and definitely coming from underground. We hunted for some kind of trapdoor (Jimmy was searching for a “Jimmy port”, which was the same thing, really), and Moran found one in the back corner. Dad lifted it, and we all went down the dark staircase.

Moran took the lead as he could see best with his thermal vision, and we followed him down. There was light at the bottom of the steps that got brighter as we approached it. The computer hum got louder as well. Once we reached the bottom, we saw a large workshop with many computers, all humming together. In the middle of all the equipment was the stolen Hover Car.

“I knew it,” I whispered.

We heard some clanking nearby. I craned my neck to see the Dark Defender looking through some tools.

“Dark Defender!” I shouted. I half-anticipated to hear a quack coming from Moran but he remained silent. I guess he understood that this wasn’t a time to be fooling around.

The Dark Defender whirled around to look at me. “What is—?”

“Did you follow the same clues we did?” I asked.

“I—clues? Yes, of course, I did,” she said. Her voice distorter was either not working, or she didn’t have it with her. Her voice sounded familiar, but nothing I could place straight away.

“That’s great,” I said, “though I am a little jealous you got here before I did.”

“Why would you be jealous?” the Dark Defender asked. “I’m an adult and you’re just a child. Children are never as smart as adults.”

“But, I’m a consulting detective, you know that.”

“I do? I mean, of course I do.”

I was starting to suspect I was not talking to who I thought I was talking to.

“What’s my name, Dark Defender?” I asked.

“Oh, I know this,” she said, tapping her chin. “What did you say it was when last we met?”

“You’re not the real Dark Defender!” I shouted.

The Dark Defender impostor stopped tapping her chin, then said, “I really dislike children.”

She picked up a large, heavy wrench, but before she could do anything, another Dark Defender burst through the ceiling, raining wood and stone all over the Hover Car! She landed on the impostor, and the two Dark Defenders grappled on the ground. I lost track of which was which as one slammed the other into the stationary Hover Car. We retreated a bit back towards the staircase, but kept an eye on the fight. The two Dark Defenders fought using mostly hand-to-hand combat, landing quick punches and kicks on each other while they leapt all over the room.
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One Dark Defender kicked the other in the midsection. The kicked Defender tripped over a wire and landed flat on her back.

“Enough of this,” she said, with no distortion. She pulled out a gun and aimed it at the real Dark Defender.

I froze.

Luckily, Jimmy did not.

“Thunder duck,” he whispered, and Moran let out the loudest ‘quack’ I had ever heard in my life. I had to cover my ears, as did everybody else in the Supper Club. The impostor covered her ears as well, which meant she was no longer pointing her gun at the real Dark Defender. She took the chance to punch the impostor in the face, and wrestle the gun away. The true Dark Defender grabbed some nearby power cords, ripping them out of the wall sockets, and tied up the impostor.

“Would you like to unmask her?” the Dark Defender asked, voice distorter in place.

“I don’t really need to, do I, Doctor?” I asked the impostor.

“I really dislike children,” she said.

The Dark Defender pulled off the impostor’s mask, and just as I had deduced, Dr Sheila Loh was revealed.

“Your inspector is on her way with the NYPD,” the Dark Defender said, “so I’ll take my leave now. If it’s not too much trouble, perhaps you can help me clear my good name?”

“No trouble at all,” I said.

“Could-I-trouble-you-for-an-autograph?” Watson asked.

“Maybe during our next team-up, Watson,” the Dark Defender said. “Until we meet again, Sherlock Sam. I’ll be keeping an eye on you.” She jumped on the Hover Car and through the hole in the ceiling she had just made.

A few seconds later, a group of police officers ran down the staircase.

“Everybody, freeze!” one of the officers shouted in a suspiciously French accent. “I am here to protect and serve. Also, to eat donuts!” Inspector Lestrade was dressed up as a New York City police commissioner (the highest rank in the New York City police department), earning her glares from every police officer in the place. I’m sure the remark about the donuts didn’t help.

They checked the rest of the basement for more people, then started tagging things with evidence markers.

The inspector came around to the tied up Dr Loh. “This is the impostor?” she asked.

I nodded.

“How did you know it was Dr Loh, son?” Dad asked.

“She was clearly not happy at all in her new job, even complaining about her long commute from Queens, and resented the Dark Defender and Dr Yeun both; one for exposing her and the other for taking a creation she thought was hers.”

“It is mine!” Dr Loh snarled. “I did all the important research! That brat Julie stole my research and took it to that hack Yeun after that superhero stuck her nose in my business!”

“And when Julie told her that Dr Yeun would be unveiling the Hover Car at the San Diego Comic-Con, she thought she could get back at everybody by stealing the car,” I continued. “Embarrassing Dr Yeun in front of the world, causing her to lose her investors, and making the world think the Dark Defender had turned evil.”

“But nothing ever appeared in the news,” Dr Loh said. “Everyone thought I had been part of the unveiling!”

“Which is why you were down here dressed as the Dark Defender again,” I said. “Once we realised there were likely two Dark Defenders running around, the sighting in Long Island City, Queens, was no longer a mistake. But the place where you, the false Dark Defender, might hide, because it is where you lived. And today, you were planning on making sure everyone knew the Hover Car had been stolen by the Dark Defender.”

“And I would have gotten away with it if it wasn’t for all you meddling superheroes!” Dr Loh snapped.

“That’s because Sherlock is Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective!” Jimmy shouted.

“Only-when-he-is-not-distracted-by-giant-sandwiches,” Watson said.
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Dr Yeun was very happy to get her Hover Car back, even if it had been beaten up a little by debris during what we had started calling the Dark Defender Double Duel. Julie and Dr Loughlin were also quite happy, and had immediately started making the upgrades they had been discussing. They all seemed to get along better when they had something to work on together.

Inspector Lestrade was honoured by the New York City Police Department for her help in catching a dangerous criminal. They were vague about the criminal and the crime as Dr Yeun had requested the details kept under wraps. Inspector Lestrade appeared in her police commissioner costume at the press conference where the real police commissioner was awarding her. That made the whole situation rather awkward.

We had spent another week in New York, doing all the things we had wanted to. We caught a night movie at the large outdoor screen at Bryant Park, visited the Cloisters museum all the way uptown and shopped at the Strand, the best bookstore in New York. Mom and Dad found so many inexpensive books there, we had to ship four cartons home (which ended up wiping out the savings). We did plenty of other stuff too, but we didn’t see the Dark Defender again that trip, even on the night I had convinced everybody else to have a stakeout at Washington Square Park, just in case she showed up again. We didn’t see her, but we did see a local university band do an amazing cover of Heart’s “Crazy On You”, one of Dad’s favourite songs.

When we got to back to Singapore, I decided to do an Internet search for all the news stories about me and the Supper Club. What Dr Yeun had showed us in her office had only been a fraction of what was out there. I really had no idea our cases had been reported around the region, let alone the world. And now there were new stories featuring us, as Inspector Lestrade had said we had actually solved the crime during the press conference, making everything even more awkward.

I also did a search on the Dark Defender, and saw that she was being spotted again, and saving people. I was glad. She was a force for good, and the world could always use more forces for good. I was pretty sure I had figured out her true identity, but I would never tell anyone. Her secret was safe with me.
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We originally wrote this story in 2013 for one of the winners of the Sherlock Sam Treasure Hunt that was held during the Singapore Writers Festival 2013. The winner’s name is Ian Tang, and he stars in this short story. He loves to eat dan dan rice with fried egg and his favourite kopitiam is right across the street from Punggol Park. We used both of these facts to write this mystery especially for him. The story first appeared in a different form on our website at sherlocksam. wordpress.com. It now contains an image by the amazing artist Drewscape. This story takes place some time before the Fiendish Mastermind trilogy.
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“Just-admit-that-you-ate-it,” Watson said.

“I didn’t!” I replied.

We were at a kopitiam across the street from Punggol Park with our new friend Ian, a nine year-old boy who lived at Upper Serangoon Road. We had been eating our lunch, and when no one was looking, the fried egg from Ian’s dan dan rice went missing! The Supper Club was blaming me for taking it, but I had been happily eating my own food.

“Samuel, your face is all greasy,” Eliza said, wrinkling her nose. “You’re clearly not telling the truth.”

“That’s from my chicken wing!” I said. “And it’s not that greasy,” I added, as I wiped my face.

“Sam, are you sure?” Wendy asked, wiping her own face just in case. “Sometimes you eat something and later you don’t remember you ate it.”

“That only happened once!” I said.

Wendy lifted an eyebrow.

“Okay, maybe more than once.”

“My-memory-banks-say-this-has-happened-a-total-of-389-times,” Watson said. “And-this-has-only-been-in-the-past-few-months-since-you-built-me. If-we-multiply-that-by-the-number-of-four-month-intervals-before-you-built-me—”

“All right, all right! We get the picture,” I said.

“Maybe it fell down?” Jimmy asked, looking underneath the table. “I drop things all the time, and then I can’t find them.”

“In your hurry to eat your food, perhaps you didn’t realise the dan dan rice was Ian’s?” Nazhar said, poking at his mee rebus with his fork. “Then you didn’t do it on purpose.”

“For the last time, I didn’t eat the egg!”

“I believe you,” Ian said.

Eliza scoffed.

“If Sherlock says he didn’t eat my egg, then he didn’t eat my egg,” Ian insisted.

“Thanks, Ian, but the question remains, who did?” I asked.

I looked at all of the members of the Supper Club in turn, but quickly ruled them out as suspects. I believed they wouldn’t do such a thing, even if they apparently didn’t think the same of me.

“Look!” Ian shouted. “Over here!”

I rushed over to his side of the table and noticed some rice grains.

“Ian, since you’re new to the detective business,” I said, “let me tell you what that is—”
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“It’s a clue,” Ian said. “I know what clues are, Sherlock. I read a lot of Geronimo Stilton.”

“Right. Sorry.”

“We should follow it!” Jimmy said.

“Why? It’ll just lead back to Sherlock’s mouth,” Eliza said. “Plus, it’s very hot out. I would like to move as little as possible.”

“Eliza, Sherlock didn’t take my egg,” Ian said.

“Okay, how about this?” I said. “If you still believe I ate the egg, then you can sit here. If you don’t, then you can join Ian and me hunt down the true culprit.”

Almost everybody got up, leaving only Eliza seated.

She sighed. “Fine, you didn’t take the stupid egg,” she said, getting up. “But it’s still really hot.”

Ian took the lead and followed the rice grain trail. It went out of the kopitiam and across the street. Nazhar waited while the rest of us crossed at the nearby zebra crossing. When we got to the other side, Ian picked up the trail again. He was directly opposite Nazhar. We waited for Nazhar to cross the street safely as well, then continued following the trail into Punggol Park.

Once we got to the really grassy areas, it got harder to follow the trail. And then we lost it completely.

“The trail stops here,” Jimmy said. “Did the grass eat the egg?”

“Doubtful, Jimmy,” I said. “There are only 13 kinds of carnivorous plants native to Singapore, and two of them are extinct. The plants still in existence are mostly bladderworts and tropical pitcher plants, neither of which are very interested in eggs. Also, they are stationary.”

“Like pencils and rulers?” Jimmy asked.

“No, Jimmy, he means they stay in place,” Wendy explained.

“Found a rice grain!” Ian shouted.

Sure enough, he had picked up the trail again. We followed it all the way to the pond in the middle of Punggol Park, where it suddenly disappeared near the edge, in an area surrounded by trees.

“Did we lose it again?” Nazhar asked.

“Maybe a fishy took it?” Jimmy asked.

“Or a frog, which makes a lot more sense,” Eliza said.

“No, a frog wouldn’t have been able to get to the kopitiam and back so fast,” I said.

“Maybe a squirrel?” Wendy asked. “Maybe it went up one of these trees instead of into the pond?”

“Anything walking would likely have been run over while crossing the street,” Ian said.

“Unless it was a human,” Nazhar said. “A human would use the zebra crossing.”

“No,” I said. “Whatever took the egg didn’t use the zebra crossing, or else it would have left a rice trail leading us to it, and directly away from it.”

“What if the human jaywalked?” Eliza asked.

“Mama says that’s dangerous,” Jimmy said.

“Of course it is, but people still do it,” Nazhar said.

Ian suddenly looked up. “I don’t think it was a human.” Then he pointed at a branch. “There.”

I looked where he was pointing and saw a bird’s nest.

“Watson,” I said, “go take a look up there, but try not to disturb the bird.”

Watson grumbled but extended his legs and peered into the nest. Then he came back down.

“There-are-three-baby-birds-eating-a-fried-egg,” Watson said.

“Of course!” I shouted. “A bird is the only animal that would be both fast enough to grab the egg without our noticing and get across the street without getting hit by a car! Ian, you’re a genius!”

“Does this mean Ian is now Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective?” Jimmy asked.

“For today he is,” I said.

“Until-Sherlock’s-own-food-goes-missing-anyway,” Watson said.
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GLOSSARY

826 National—A non-profit organisation that helps children across the US improve their creative writing skills. They have many locations, each with its own quirky frontage, like the Brooklyn Superhero Supply Store in New York, The Wicker Park Secret Agent Supply Co. in Chicago, The Liberty Street Robot Supply and Repair in Ann Arbor, Michigan, and The Echo Park Time Travel Mart in Los Angeles, among others.

Bagels—A type of bread originally from Poland. Bagels are made from yeasted wheat dough and shaped into rings by hand. These are first boiled then baked. The word “bagel” comes from the Yiddish “beygl”. Bagels can be eaten with cream cheese.

Baker Street Irregulars—The original Baker Street Irregulars were a group of street children that Sherlock Holmes used as intelligence agents to discover clues. In more recent adaptations, the Irregulars have come to mean any acquaintance of Sherlock Holmes’ whose particular area of expertise helps him solve a case. Sherlock Sam’s Irregulars are more like the modern interpretation than the original.

Boroughs of New York—What we normally term “New York City” actually encompasses five boroughs (large pieces of land that contain many neighbourhoods and towns): the island of Manhattan in the center, the Bronx in the north, Queens and Brooklyn to the east and Staten Island to the south.

CGI—Acronym for “computer generated images”. CGI is used in many films to portray things that would otherwise be too expensive, too unrealistic, or simply impossible to do. For example, superhero battles in the middle of New York, spaceships in flight, and some aliens, monsters and robots.

Chope—A Singaporean term meaning to hold or reserve a place.

Cosplay—Short for ‘costume play’, cosplay is when people dress up as their favourite pop culture characters with often elaborate costumes and accessories. Cosplay has become a fixture in pop culture conventions around the world.

D20—A 20-sided die used in many pen-and-paper roleplaying games like Dungeons & Dragons, Cyberpunk and Deadlands.

GMT—Acronym for “Greenwich Mean Time”. This is the time at which the sun is at its highest point over the Royal Observatory in Greenwich, London, or 0° longitude (give or take a few nanoseconds). Time zones are counted from GMT; for example, Singapore’s time zone is GMT +8 (eight hours ahead of GMT) and New York’s time zone is GMT -5 (five hours behind GMT).

Hantu—A Malay word meaning “ghost”.

The High Line—A set of old elevated railroad tracks that have been converted into a public park with historical markers, art installations and public gardens. The park runs from Gansevoort Street in the West Village in the south, to 34th Street and 11th Avenue, near the Jacob K. Javitz Convention Center, in the north.

Interpol—Interpol is the short form of the International Criminal Police Organisation and was formed to facilitate international police cooperation. Singapore has been an official member of Interpol since 1 October 1968.

John Halson—This is the second mention of fictional author John Halson in the Sherlock Samiverse. He is based on a real-life author and close friend of A.J Low, Hal Johnson. Hal is based in New York and is the author of Immortal Lycanthropes and Fearsome Creatures of the Lumberwoods.

Mantoo—A steamed Afghani dumpling filled with beef, onion and spices, and topped with yogurt and meat sauce.

Midtown Comics—The largest comic book store in New York (and possibly the entire US) that Adan used to work for. There are now three locations there, and they ship orders around the world.

NASA—Acronym for National Aeronautics and Space Administration. Responsible for the United States’ entire space program since 1958, NASA is responsible for the Apollo 11 moon landings, the Voyager 1 probe (which is the first manmade object to enter interstellar space) and the Mars Pathfinder and Curiosity rovers.

New York Public Library—The main branch of the New York Public Library, which itself is known as the New York Public Library, is located on Fifth Avenue next to Bryant Park. It’s a non-lending library where you can read books in the famous Rose Reading Room. There’s also the Map Room with a bunch of really old and cool maps!

New York University—A private and prestigious American university, considered one of the best in the world. It has campuses internationally, including Abu Dhabi, Shanghai, Buenos Aires, and London. There used to be a campus in Singapore until recently.

Quantum computing—The study of theoretical computation systems using quantum physics.

Quantum pairs—Two subatomic particles that have been paired so that when one particle is changed, the other makes the same change instantaneously, no matter how far away it may be (this is called quantum entanglement). Quantum pairs may hold the secret to science fiction concepts like faster-than-light travel and teleportation.

Real-Life Superheroes—The Dark Defender is a real-life super hero (or RLSH) that we made up, but there are actually RLSHs all over the world who help their communities! Some of the better known heroes include Entomo the Insect-Man in Italy, Lion Heart in Liberia, and Phoenix Jones in the US. Readers should note that you do not have to be physically strong to be a RLSH as there are many different ways of helping people.

San Diego Comic-Con and Hall H—The largest pop-culture convention in the world, the San Diego Comic-Con boasts 130,000 visitors a year and features appearances by famous people in the comic book, toy, TV, video game and film industries. Hall H typically features panels with movie and TV stars, and is therefore the hardest place to get into.

Soft robotics—A new field where all of the components in the robot are soft and flexible. These approaches are particularly good for bio-inspired robots, which mimic or draw from nature.

Stunt glass—A type of glass made out of sugar or synthetic resins used in movies, also called breakaway glass. It can still be sharp, but it’s not usually strong enough to hurt the actors and stuntmen using it.

Subway—The New York City subway system is one of the world’s oldest and most used public transit systems. It is also the system with the most stations and the most track, covering four of the boroughs of New York (Staten Island is the only borough not covered). It is open 24 hours per day, 365 days a year, unless there is a breakdown.

Tacos El Gordo—A restaurant in San Diego that serves authentic Mexican tacos. Highly recommended by Adan and Felicia.

Times Square—A neighbourhood in the heart of Manhattan famous for its shopping and theatre district, and very bright lights.

Tipping—A practice in the US of leaving money behind for your waiter or waitress’ excellent service (usually 15% to 20% of the total bill).

Uncanny valley—A hypothesis which says that almost human features on a non-living entity can cause feelings of discomfort in people. Examples can include robots, dolls, aliens, and CGI characters.

West Village—A neighbourhood in lower Manhattan that evolved naturally in the earliest days of the city, before the grid plan was implemented. It has many side streets that curve and wobble, and Adan and Felicia have got lost there many times before the invention of Google Maps.
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	SAMUEL TAN CHER LOCK a.k.a. SHERLOCK SAM

A 10-year-old detective who tends to bite off more than he can chew, Sherlock Sam loves superheroes and comics. His heroes are Sherlock Holmes, Batman, Agent Coulson and his dad. Exceptionally curious and intelligent, Sherlock cannot resist a perplexing mystery, not even when it can get him in trouble.
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	WATSON

Less than two years old, Watson behaves more like a grumpy old man though he has remarkable similarities to a sulky toddler. He is often reluctantly drawn into Sherlock’s misadventures. Watson secretly wants to join S.H.I.E.L.D.’s Science division and create an army of like-minded robots.
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	WENDY

Wendy, Sherlock’s 11-year-old sister, can be a tomboy. Her arch-nemeses are mosquitoes and broken colour pencils, She is a talented artist and her favourite colour is green. Her Chinese is terrible.
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	JIMMY

Sherlock’s classmate, Jimmy, seems to have the super power to fall down without injuring himself. His enthusiasm for everything is infectious and no one can stay mad at him for long (that might be his other super power).
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	NAZHAR

Nazhar is a bookish boy who loves reading about history and is the big brother of the group. He is trying to learn more about the outdoors from Eliza but, unfortunately, Nazhar has a horrible sense of direction.
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	ELIZA

Eliza is an only child. Her parents have recently divorced which was very difficult for her. Though sometimes sarcastic and mean, Eliza has become a true ally of Sherlock Sam and a member of the Supper Club. She really loves My Little Pony and neat hair.
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	DAD

A brilliant engineer, Sherlock’s dad is constantly working on top-secret experiments. He cannot concentrate unless he is chewing on Red Vines, a twisty liquorice candy. He has never stopped reading superhero comics because he thinks that everyone needs heroes, no matter how old they are.
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	MOM

Sherlock’s mom is half-Peranakan and a genius in the kitchen. She loves reading books by Jane Austen and enjoys watching superhero movies more than she lets on— especially those featuring Black Widow.
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	OFFICER SIVA

Officer Siva is an experienced and insightful police officer with the Singapore Police Force, but he cannot work without his morning kopi. A trusted ally of Sherlock Sam, Officer Siva is studying Spanish because he’s addicted to telenovelas. He hopes they’ll be the new Korean dramas in Singapore.
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	MORAN

Moran used to belong to the Fiendish Mastermind, but now lives with Jimmy, his sisters, his Mama, and Auntie Gina. Unlike Watson’s robotic voice, Moran sounds almost human. He also has an amazing moustache.
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	INSPECTOR GENEVIEVE LESTRADE

A somewhat unorthodox INTERPOL agent from France who loves to cosplay randomly. Officer Siva calls her “conspicuously inconspicuous”. Some of her previous costumes include: fire hydrant, mini-Eiffel Tower, and bakery shop.
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	THE DARK DEFENDER

Not much is known about the Dark Defender except that she appears at night to help victims of crime. She dresses all in black, and her secret identity is unknown to all except Sherlock Sam. She is very smart and well trained.
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A.J. Low is a husband-and-wife writing team!

Adan Jimenez was born in the San Joaquin Valley in California to Mexican immigrant parents. He became an immigrant himself when he moved to Singapore after living in New York for almost a decade. He has worked for comic book stores, book stores, gaming stores and even a hoagie sandwich shop once. He loves comics, LEGOs, books, games (analog and video), Doctor Who and sandwiches.

Felicia Low-Jimenez has been a geeky bookseller for most of her adult life. She has bought books, sold books, marketed books and now she is trying her hand at writing books. She loves to nap and eat chocolate. She spends most of her free time reading, and, when she can afford it, she travels, usually to look for beautiful bookstores around the world.

Sherlock Sam and the Missing Heirloom in Katong won the International Schools Libraries Network’s Red Dot Award 2013-2014 in the Younger Readers’ Category. Sherlock Sam and the Ghostly Moans in Fort Canning took third place in the Popular Readers’ Choice Awards 2013 in the English Children’s Books category.
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QUANDARY IN QUEENSTOWN

AND ADVENTURES IN ALTERNATE DIMENSIONS!

Look out for the next two books in the Sherlock Sam series as the adventures of the Supper Club continue!

In Sherlock Sam and the Quantum Pair in Queenstown, strange and impossible phenomena manifest near Dad’s office. The Supper Club is immediately activated and Sherlock suspects that the weirdness is caused by alternate realities bleeding into his own. Can Sherlock, Watson, and the rest of the Supper Club stop worlds from colliding? Or will they face a crisis of infinite Watsons spouting sarcasm everywhere they turn? Find out in the next exciting exploit of Sherlock Sam!

In Sherlock Sam’s Orange Shorts, you’ll get a glimpse at some of these alternate realities yourself, as we visit different versions of the gang throughout space and time, from Onay-359 and an Ancient Land That Was Not China to the town of Tumbleweed and a Place That Is Not on Any Map. See Nazhar, Moran, Wendy, Mom and Dad, Officer Siva and Inspector Lestrade, Jimmy, Eliza, Watson, and Sherlock Sam as you’ve never seen them before! Will Sherlock’s orange shorts escape unscathed?!
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