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“Airplanes-and-I-do-not-get-along,” Watson said, “because-of-my-magnetic-personality.”

“Don’t worry, Watson,” Mom replied, patting my robot. “You won’t need to shut down. And you’ll have your own seat, like we discussed the last time.”

We had just arrived at Seletar Airport and were waiting for the private plane that Inspector Geneviève Lestrade from INTERPOL had chartered for us. The weird thing was, we hadn’t actually met her yet. She had called us a few times since we sort-of-but-not-really defeated the fiendish mastermind a few months ago. But, just as quickly, she would call again to say that the case had been solved and she didn’t need our assistance after all. This didn’t give us hope that we would be involved in an INTERPOL case any time soon. However, this time, no such call had come, and instead, the inspector had instructed us to head to Seletar Airport on a Saturday morning for a trip to Tokyo, Japan.

“These new planes don’t need electronics to be turned off anymore,” Officer Siva said. He was the main reason why Dad and Mom agreed to us taking this case. Officer Siva was a decorated and experienced member of the Singapore Police Force and had been our liaison for many cases previously. “Some of them even have wi-fi!”

Officer Siva had vouched for Inspector Lestrade from the beginning, telling us her credentials were legitimate and she was someone we could trust implicitly. He did admit that her methods and personality could be rather “offbeat”. He also said that he had actually worked with her on a case a few years back, before he had even heard of Sherlock Sam, Watson and the Supper Club. Officer Siva had also recently seen her when the new INTERPOL Global Complex for Innovation had opened at the former Tanglin Police Division headquarters. It was a state-of-the-art facility and I couldn’t wait to go visit!

Officer Siva had apparently been telling the inspector about us for a while and had told her about the case of the fiendish mastermind. According to him, she had been keeping close tabs on all our cases since then, and had been sufficiently impressed to want to work with us when the need arose. She just couldn’t quite make up her mind as to exactly when that need would arise. Also, we had no idea what she looked like. When we asked Officer Siva, he mumbled something along the lines of how she was a “chameleon” of sorts. And that there was no way we would not be able to recognise her. He also mentioned that she was “conspicuously inconspicuous”, but wouldn’t elaborate any further. He seemed to be hiding a smirk when he told us that, but even with my high levels of deduction, I was not able to decipher what he meant.

“Will I be allowed to stay turned on as well, Master Samuel?” Moran asked. “I’ve never flown before, so I am not sure about the proper procedures.”


“Of course you will, Moran,” I said. “And I’m not your Master, so you can just call me Sherlock.”

“Yeah, Moran! And I’m just Jimmy! Not Master Jimmy, remember?” Jimmy chirped. He was my best friend in school. “And Mama is not Madam Mama. She’s just Mama!”

Moran, who used to belong to my arch-nemesis, was living with Jimmy now. After a long discussion, Mom, Dad and Auntie Kim Lian, Jimmy’s grandmother, had decided that it might be best for Moran to stay with the Seet family instead of with us. Auntie Kim Lian mentioned that having a robot around would help distract Jimmy from the fact that his mom was often away for work. I thought it was a great idea because Watson would have fewer opportunities to influence Moran to follow his nefarious ways. More importantly though, I wanted Jimmy to be happy. He was my best friend and I looked out for him.

“Sam also answers to CHER LOCK,” my big sister Wendy said with a smirk. I rolled my eyes at her.

Since learning that Inspector Lestrade needed our help in Tokyo, Mom and Dad could not stop talking about how they hadn’t been there since their honeymoon, and how excited they were to explore it again with us. We did some research online and, according to them, the city had changed immensely since they last visited. It would be like a new city for them too. The only issue would be the cold...

Mom and Dad had last gone to Tokyo in spring to see the cherry blossoms, also known as sakura, but now we were going in winter, during the December school holidays. It was still quite warm in Singapore, but it would be near or below freezing in Tokyo. We might even see falling snow, something I had never seen before except on television. I was super excited!

Jimmy was looking out of the window expectantly, hoping to catch sight of our plane landing on the runway.

“I bet you already know this, Nazhar,” Officer Siva said, “but Seletar used to be a military airbase.”

Nazhar was a big history buff and was in Wendy’s class. He pushed his glasses up his nose and, for the first time since he met up with us, looked up from the Tokyo guidebook his dad had purchased for him. His book was already flagged with numerous multi-coloured Post-its. “Yes, the British used it before and after World War II,” he said. “But Singapore converted it into a civilian airport three years after independence.”

“That’s pretty good, Nazhar,” Dad said. “Besides business and chartered flights, they also do a lot of private flight training here too.”

“Do you want to learn how to fly, Uncle?” Nazhar asked.

“I should go to flight school one day,” Dad replied. “I’m sure I’d be great at flying.”

“And I will never find out,” Mom said with a grin. “I would never set foot in a plane you’re piloting.”

Jimmy was now looking anxiously out at the runway, bouncing from one foot to the other. Our chartered plane had finally arrived and had started to refuel.

“Are you okay, Jimmy?” I asked.

“I’m just worried that Eliza won’t make it on time,” he said, turning to look at me. “What if we have to board? She won’t be here and you guys won’t have your winter coats!”

“It’s okay, Jimmy,” I said. “If the plane is ready first, we’ll just ask them to wait until Eliza gets here. This isn’t like a normal flight, so they can do that.”

That wasn’t entirely true, as private planes still have to file flight times and flight paths with the aviation authorities, but I didn’t want Jimmy to worry anymore. The truth was I was a bit worried about Eliza too. Her parents were getting a divorce so things had to be difficult for her and we all wanted to help if possible. Eliza’s parents both still very much wanted to be a part of her life. In fact, it was Eliza’s dad who was giving us the winter coats that Jimmy was talking about. He ran a sports equipment company and said we could help him “field-test” his new range of winter clothing. None of us had ever needed winter wear before, except for Jimmy, as Auntie Kim Lian always wanted him to be prepared for everything. Peranakan mamas were like that.

“Sorry I’m late everyone!” Eliza shouted suddenly from the other end of the holding room. Jimmy burst into a grin and ran towards her.

Eliza’s dad was carrying what looked like a million winter coats and was sweating heavily, but he also had a slight smile on his face. Other than Jimmy, Mom and Dad, all of us received new winter coats! Mine was orange, Wendy’s was green, Nazhar’s was light purple and Eliza’s was blue! Officer Siva looked mournful that he didn’t receive a coat as well and asked Eliza’s dad where he could buy a purple one. Watson and Moran didn’t need coats, but that didn’t stop Watson from complaining about how the snow would cause him to rust.

“I wish I was going with you guys,” Officer Siva said. “I would love to put some of these yakuza thugs in their place.”

“Like who, Officer Siva?” Nazhar asked.

“There are so many, Nazhar!” Officer Siva said, taking out a bunch of wanted poster trading cards from his back pocket. He had clearly come prepared. “There’s Koichiro Satomi. They call him the Robot God because he feels nothing.” I gave Watson a sidelong glance when I heard that. The photograph on the card showed a grey-eyed man with glasses wearing a nice suit. He had a blank expression on his face that still managed to look menacing.
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“Then there’s Jiro the Blade, who is said to be responsible for a great number of knife-related crimes!” From the photograph I saw that Jiro had a long scar that started over his right eye and curved down across his cheek. He also had a unibrow running above his eyes and nose.

“There’s also Yusuke Kawai, the Batsu Butcher, the most dangerous yakuza of all! A man who likes to—”

“Perhaps this is not appropriate talk for children, Superintendent.” Mom was glaring at Officer Siva.

Officer Siva cleared his throat and quickly packed his cards away. “Erm...what I meant to say was that I wish I was going with you guys because Inspector Lestrade seems to have a pretty interesting mystery for you to solve that is completely unrelated to the yakuza.”

“What is it?” Eliza asked. “I haven’t heard about it yet.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mom walk over to Eliza’s dad and have a conversation that was too soft for me to hear. I know because I tried to eavesdrop.

“Mona Sumi, a very famous animator in Japan, has been kidnapped,” I said. “Inspector Lestrade wants our help to find and rescue her from her kidnappers. She says they left a complicated clue, but that it’s so weird and makes so little sense that we have to see it for ourselves.”

“Mona Sumi is the animator who does all the food-related anime, isn’t she?” Wendy asked. “She has a unique visual style, and always draws lanky characters with large, poofy hair. Sam, you love her anime with the hero who makes bread and has superpowers, don’t you? Super Pan Man or something like that?”

I did in fact love watching Supapanman. Pan is Japanese for bread and the anime always featured special, mouthwatering pan! Plus, who wouldn’t love a hero who saved the world by making delicious bread? Supapanman usually fought other vicious food-themed villains, like the Roe Foe and the Furikake Fiend, but in recent episodes, Mona Sumi had introduced a buffoonish gangster character that kept tripping over his own pants while Supapanman fought off the bad guys. I wasn’t sure the silly gangster was needed, though. Supapanman was already super hilarious with his skinny frame and poofy hair under his over-tall chef’s hat.

“Looks like it’s time to go, kids,” Officer Siva said. “The flight crew is waving you to the runway.”

“Goodbye, Officer Siva!” Jimmy shouted. “We’ll take lots of pictures for you!”

“Never mind the pictures,” Officer Siva said, “just eat lots of ramen for me!”

“That’s not going to be a problem!” I shouted.

“Maybe not too much ramen,” Mom said raising an eyebrow.

“But we’ll need the broth to stay warm,” I said. I mean, we didn’t want to freeze, right?

“He’s right, dear,” Dad said beaming. “It’s going to be pretty cold. In fact, I’m going to treat everyone to ramen when we land! Ramen for everybody!”

“Yay!” we cheered. Jimmy did a little dance while repeating the words “ramen, ramen, ramen”. Mom tried to smother her laugh, but didn’t do a very good job.

We also said goodbye to Eliza’s dad, who gave her a long hug, and then we went downstairs and crossed the tarmac to the waiting plane. On the inside, it looked like all those private jets I saw on TV.

“The translation program you installed might come in handy in Japan, Watson,” I said.

“What-translation-program?”

“I know you can upgrade yourself, remember?”

“Oh-right,” Watson said. “Then-yes-it-might-be-helpful.”

“Since you can upgrade yourself, maybe we can talk about what kind of upgrades we can do in the future, and maybe work out some kind of schedule? Your new steam-driven hand was a great addition that will definitely help us fight crime, so we can think of more things like that.”

“Is-’none’-an-option?”

“Why none?” I asked.

“Because-every-time-you-upgrade-me-I-have-to-do-more-things-that-are-not-reading-comics-in-my-pyjamas.”

I scowled at Watson. I thought I saw him smile, which was impossible, as he had no physical mouth. There was a definite glint in his single eye though, of that I was sure.


The plane took off, and once the pilot informed us we’d reached “cruising altitude”, Moran started offering biscuits and clotted cream to everyone.

“While I certainly don’t mind the delicious food, you know you don’t have to do this anymore, right?” I asked. “I’m not like your previous master. That’s why I removed your obedience chip.”

“I appreciate that, Master Sherlock, but this is one of the few things I know I can do well,” Moran said. “And my clotted cream reserve will not stay fresh forever.”

“Do-not-worry,” Watson said, his circuits crackling. “I-can-teach-you-how-to-do-all-kinds-of-new-things.”

That sentence filled me with more dread than anything I had ever heard before.
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“Are you sure she’s not here?” Mom asked, straining to look at the people gathered in the airport.

We had landed at Narita Airport, and after going through immigration and getting our luggage, we were looking for Inspector Lestrade among the huge crowd that was waiting in the Arrivals area. But we couldn’t find her. Officer Siva’s mysterious advice did not help. There was nothing “conspicuously inconspicuous” at all. I still didn’t quite understand what that meant.

Since it did not appear that Inspector Lestrade was waiting for us at the airport, Dad suggested we take the Narita Express to town. This would mean we would have to navigate the Tokyo mass transit system to find our hotel. However, Mom, familiar with Dad’s complete lack of a sense of direction, didn’t like the idea of us roaming around Tokyo by ourselves.

“But I downloaded a really cool Tokyo city app,” Dad said happily. “We won’t get lost!”

“You’ll have access to the Internet after we leave the airport and the free Wi-Fi, is it?” Mom asked.

“Oh. Hurm. That’s a good point. Data roaming is so expensive.” He looked sadly at his phone, then put it in his pocket. “We could take a cab?” he offered with a big grin.

“Uncle, I think that might cost more than using data roaming,” Nazhar said. He had continued to read the Tokyo travel guide during most of the flight, and was still reading it. At one point Wendy had asked him if he was studying for an exam in Tokyo that the rest of us didn’t know about. Jimmy then panicked because he heard the word “exam” and Mom had to reassure him that there wasn’t in fact an exam that he had to take. If I wasn’t mistaken, more colourful Post-its were now protruding from the guidebook. “It says here that cabs can be very expensive in Tokyo. It also says most of the drivers have to use GPS because addresses in Tokyo can be quite difficult to find.”

“Watson has GPS,” I said. “I’m sure he could find our hotel easily!”

“My-data-roaming-has-also-been-turned-off.”

I scowled at him again. I was about to argue when the pilot of our chartered plane suddenly appeared out of nowhere.

“Apologies, Mr and Mrs Tan!” he said. “Inspector Lestrade has just told me there is a car waiting to take you to your hotel. The driver should be outside with a sign.” He waved and left as quickly as he came.

“How nice of the inspector,” Wendy said. We pulled on our coats. Jimmy’s coat made him look like a big, red pau. He couldn’t put his arms down because the coat was so puffy. Eliza tried to push them down, but they would just pop back up, making Jimmy laugh. Wendy stepped in to help, but it was of no use.
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“He can’t put his arms down,” Eliza said, shrugging.

“My Mama got me the best coat ever!” Jimmy said grinning.

We stepped outside and were suddenly hit by a gust of cold winter air. I immediately started shivering. Would this coat be enough to stop me from freezing to death? I was going to complain about the weather but I saw that nobody else seemed to be bothered by the cold. Or so I thought. Watson then moved in next to me and said, “I-am-definitely-going-to-rust-in-this-cold.” I suddenly wished I had created a robot that could radiate thermal energy. And was less snarky.

Mom found our driver holding up a sign that said “Sherlock Sam and the Supper Club” in front of a van. He opened the doors for us and we all piled in. The nine of us barely fit in the van.

“We might have to upgrade the old Space Wagon to a minivan soon,” Dad said smiling. “You kids keep growing in number.”

I looked out the window and saw Tokyo unfold before me. There were mostly houses closer to the airport, in what Mom called “suburbs”: places near cities, but not quite part of the cities they’re near. We were amazed that almost everyone lived in houses and the buildings never reached higher than two storeys. It was the complete opposite in Singapore where almost all the buildings were super tall!

As we got closer to the city we saw more and more tall office buildings, but houses and low apartment buildings could still be found tucked away in back streets. And there was a lot more people on the streets too.

The driver dropped us off at our hotel in a neighbourhood called Ikebukuro. It is important for a detective to take note of the surrounding area, so I made a point of looking around and noticed that our hotel was near a train station, also called Ikebukuro.

There was a really friendly and polite man at the hotel reception who checked us into our rooms. Mom, Wendy and Eliza were in one room, Dad, Nazhar and Jimmy were sharing the other, which left me with Watson  and Moran. I had figured Moran was my best bet for a midnight snack that didn’t involve sarcastic comments.

I tucked my luggage in a corner and Watson immediately sat on the bed he liked, effectively claiming it as his.

“I-am-glad-we-are-not-staying-in-a-ryokan,” Watson said.

“A what?” I asked.

“I believe it is a traditional Japanese inn, Master Sherlock,” Moran replied. “Master Watson and I read an entry in Master Nazhar’s guidebook.”

“That actually sounds pretty cool. Why are you glad we’re not staying there, Watson?” I asked.

“Because-ryokan-have-tatami-mats-and-futons-and-you-would-have-been-too-lazy-to-set-them-up-yourself-so-Moran-or-I-would-have-had-to-do-it.”

I scowled at my robot. But I also knew what he said was true. A futon was like a large mattress and quilt that you had to roll out when you wanted to use it. I had seen them in shops in Singapore. They were meant to be kept in cupboards during the day to save space. It seemed handy but it would have delayed my sleeping time!

While Moran started to tidy the already neat room, I looked around for the sign that indicated where the fire exits were. Knowing where all your exits were was essential information for a fire, or a zombie apocalypse.

I found a refrigerator under the television and opened it. It was stocked with the usual fare, like water and sodas, but there was also a bento box with my name on it! Literally. There was a little sticker on the lid that said “For Sherlock Sam”.

“The hospitality in this hotel is quite excellent,” I said, pulling the bento box out and marvelling at the intricate design that was made using colourful pieces of food. And the best thing was, everything looked edible!

I heard a click and turned around. Watson had used his photo-taking function to snap a photograph of me drooling over the bento box. He claimed it was for research and documentation purposes. I informed him that I had better not find any “evidence” from our cases circulating on the Internet.

“There seems to be only one welcome bento though,” I said, peering into the small refrigerator. “I guess they knew that you guys wouldn’t need actual food. Moran, you should probably use that wall socket over there to charge yourself. In case we’re out for more than ten hours.”

“That is a good idea, Mas—I mean, Sherlock,” Moran said, pulling out a power cord from his back and plugging it into the socket. Unlike Watson who consumed recycled batteries as his power source, Moran needed  electrical power. Luckily, he had his own universal adaptor.

“Your-reputation-precedes-you,” Watson said, looking at the welcome bento box. “That-bento-box-looks-like-it-can-feed-three-people.”

“Which is exactly how much Master Sherlock eats at every meal,” Moran politely added as he carefully arranged my suitcase to take up the least possible space in our tiny room. If I didn’t know any better, I could have sworn I heard Watson snicker. As is, his circuits crackled furiously. I knew Moran was spending far too much time with Watson when Jimmy and I were in class!

Every time I took a bite of what turned out to be a super delicious bento, I heard a suspicious click. But every time I turned to look at Watson he was pointedly staring off into space. The rice was chilled from the refrigerator, but the plum pickles and green beans were delightfully crunchy, and the turkey and chicken ham were wonderfully flavoured. Plus, there was a little section made up of corn that had a unique taste I couldn’t quite place, but I was confident that I would soon be able to. I took bite after bite, trying to figure it out and before I knew it, the entire bento was finished. I admit, even I was surprised. Watson was right, the bento box had enough food for three people.

There was a knock on the door and when I opened it, everyone stood outside looking at me expectantly.

“Is that a grain of rice on your cheek, Sam?” Wendy asked, leaning forward and examining my face. I quickly brushed away the offending bit of evidence and cleverly suggested that we take a walk around the neighbourhood so that we could get our bearings. I was certain that Inspector Lestrade would get in contact with us soon and I didn’t want to wander too far from the  hotel. Dad and Mum agreed and we bundled ourselves in our winter coats and made our way out. Jimmy had problems getting through the door, but otherwise nothing too serious hindered our progress.

We were walking away from the hotel when Eliza suddenly asked, “What’s that?” as she pointed at a small structure that looked like it could just about fit one person.

“I think that’s a koban, Eliza,” Nazhar said, flipping through his guidebook until he arrived at a page that had been flagged with a bright pink Post-it. “The koban is like the neighbourhood police post in Singapore.”


“Well, I’ve just seen three identical koban in a row,” Eliza said frowning. “And that one looks like it’s swaying.”

We all stopped and stared at the small structure. Eliza was half-right. The koban wasn’t so much swaying as shivering. Or perhaps a more apt description would be vibrating;  vibrating-in-place. I was wondering if this was another high-tech Japanese invention when suddenly the koban lifted itself off the ground and dashed towards us!

“ARRRGGGHHH!” we screamed and backed away. Even Watson and Moran, though they didn’t so much scream as yelp in a robotic manner (Watson would never admit to it, of course). We started to run, all except for Nazhar who stood rooted and was frantically flipping through his guidebook, looking for any information on sentient, attacking koban. A few of his Post-its flew off and fluttered away. Watson extended his arms and grabbed Nazhar, who reached for his glasses before they fell to the ground. An elderly lady with a bandana wrapped around her silvering hair popped her head out of a small convenience store and glared at us. But she quickly disappeared when she spied what was chasing us.

[image: Illustration]

The koban suddenly shouted, “Attendez! Attendez! Wait, Sherlock Sam!”

I stopped in my tracks and turned around. Did the koban just say my name? Also, since when did koban have feet with pointy, stylish boots?

“Did the koban just speak French?” Eliza asked. She was half a metre ahead of me. Yes, she was quite fast. She was taller than me so it was expected.

The koban came to a halt right in front of me, and the door popped open. There was a human being inside!

“There’s a human bean inside!” Jimmy yelled. “The robot ate the human bean!”

“The robot didn’t eat the human bean— I mean human being, Jimmy,” I said, staring intently at the person inside.

The person inside the koban had long blonde hair that was pulled back in a French braid. She was grinning in a disconcerting manner. Her lips were very red. I’d seen lipstick like that on TV previously, but I’d never seen it on an actual person.

“If I am not mistaken, this is the infamous Inspector Lestrade that Officer Siva speaks so highly of,” I said.

“Very clever, Sherlock Sam,” Inspector Lestrade replied. “I can see why Superintendent Siva speaks so highly of you.”

“Why-are-you-chasing-us-in-a-koban-like-a-crazed-malfunctioning-robot?” Watson asked. “Not-that-I-would-know-all-that-much-about-crazed-robots.”

“I am in disguise!” the inspector replied. I didn’t think it was possible, but her grin got even wider.

“I thought disguises were supposed to make you inconspicuous,” Eliza said, her right eyebrow raised and her arms crossed. I finally understood what Officer Siva meant by “conspicuously inconspicuous”.

“I was trailing after you to find a suitably quiet location to approach you and introduce myself. Alas, you spotted me before I could make my move. Very observant, young lady,” Inspector Lestrade complimented Eliza who acknowledged the praise with a slight nod of her head.

“It is good to finally meet you, Inspector,” my mother said, gingerly extending her hand in the direction of the koban-dressed Interpol agent. It wasn’t every day she met a grown-up in costume. Dad was grinning at Mom’s hesitance. She nudged him and he quickly extended his hand to greet the inspector as well.

“Sherlock Sam, I hope you found the ransom note I left you. It is the only clue we have and I do not need to tell you how important that is.”

“Ransom note?” I asked.

“Yes. I made sure to leave it in an evidence bag for you. I put your name on it as well.”

“An evidence bag...with my name on it...” I started to sweat despite the winter chill.

“Yes. It was perishable so I left it in the refrigerator. Did you find it?”

I heard a roaring in my ears. I had eaten our first clue. Literally.

“I ate it,” I whispered. “I consumed our clue.”

“You ate it?” Inspector Lestrade gasped, her hands covering her mouth. “But I took  care to put it in an evidence bag labelled with your name!”

“Oh dear. I pack all of Sherlock’s food in ziplock bags and also label them with his name in case it gets mixed up with other food during recess,” Mom said, gasping as well.

“It’s not really his fault. It’s learned behaviour,” Dad added. Unhelpfully.

Wendy, Eliza, Nazhar and Jimmy just stared at me, utterly silent, their eyes huge.


“I-suspected-that-something-like-this-might-happen-one-day. As-such-I-have-taken-to-photo-documenting-everything-Sherlock-eats,” Watson added. The content of what he said was helpful, but his tone wasn’t.

“You have a photograph?” I asked, the roaring in my ears reducing in volume slightly.

Watson used the photo-projector on his belly and showed a digital photograph that he had taken earlier. It was just before my chopsticks touched the bento box. The glee in my eyes was clear despite the grainy quality of the image.

“Wow,” Jimmy said. “That’s a really big bento box.”

“With enough food for at least three people. And you ate it so quickly too,” Wendy added.

I glared at the both of them.

“Let’s focus on the bento box, shall we?” I said, clearing my throat. “Why is this a clue, Inspector?”


“Let me show you, Sherlock Sam,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Are either of your robots able to play video files?”

I nodded. Inspector Lestrade then handed Watson a thumb drive that was shaped like a Pokémon. He inserted it into his thumb drive receiver and a grainy black-and-white image of a deserted train station appeared, followed by an image of someone.

“That’s a woman,” Eliza said.

“That must be the animator Mona Sumi,” I deduced. No sooner had her name left my lips  when she seemed to fly back into the shadows. It was almost as if she was pulled quickly backwards by an invisible force! The video blurred and flickered, making it very difficult to see anything clearly. Everyone gasped. When the video came back on, there was a lone bento box where the woman had been.

“Sumi-sensei was taken and this was left in her place,” Inspector Lestrade said. “It’s our only clue.”

“Momok...” Nazhar said, his eyes wide.

“Where was this video footage taken?” I asked, ignoring him. Ghosts didn’t exist.

“It was in Ikebukuro Station using the internal security cameras. They have not been working properly, which explains the video quality. It is close to where your hotel is, that’s the reason why you’re staying there. I thought you might need easy access to the crime scene.”

“And what about the police? What do they have to say?” Nazhar asked.

Inspector Lestrade cleared her throat and stared at something inside the koban. She gave a huge sigh and replied, “The Tokyo Metropolitan Police do not think that it is necessary for an investigation to be conducted. Especially since Sumi-sensei has a tendency to vanish without informing anyone when she is in the middle of working on a story.”

“But you think she’s been kidnapped?” I asked.

“Of course! It is shown in the video! I do not understand how they can be so obtuse, these adults.”

“Aren’t you an adult as well?” Eliza asked, crossing her arms across her chest.

“Yes, but I still have imagination! I still have whimsy!” Inspector Lestrade said, looking indignant.

I admit I wondered if the inspector had too much whimsy, but Officer Siva had vouched for her and I was inclined to trust his judgement.

“So if the bento box is a clue, what could it mean?” I muttered to myself, staring at the photograph that Watson had once again brought up. Then it hit me.

“It’s a location!” I said. “Look at the bento box. It had two sakura trees, which were made up of delicious plum pickles and green beans. It also had a panda face which was made out of turkey and chicken ham, and definitely filled with flavour. I did wonder if it was—”

“Focus-Sherlock,” Watson said.

I coughed. “Well, yes, so sakura trees and a panda...where could that be?”

“That sounds like Ueno Park,” Nazhar said, once again turning the pages of his ever-present guidebook. Many of his Post-its were askew, but they still seemed to serve their basic purpose. “See. It says here that people often go to Ueno Park in the spring to admire the paths that are lined with sakura trees in bloom. Plus there is a zoo there and if I’m not mistaken, they were recently gifted with two panda bears from China.”

“Just like the Singapore Zoo!” Jimmy added.


“That sounds like it makes sense, Nazhar,” I said. “We should definitely head to Ueno Park.”

“The game is afoot!” Inspector Lestrade exclaimed, striking a pose.
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Winter had just started in Japan, so there were no sakura trees blooming at Ueno Park. But it was a very beautiful place nevertheless. There were three museums in the park, as well as the zoo and a small amusement park. There were also a few shrines, including the Toshogu Shrine, a shrine built in 1651 and dedicated to Tokugawa Ieyasu, the founder of the Tokugawa Shogunate (as Nazhar informed us). We walked around the park for almost an hour, but we couldn’t find anything even remotely connected to the case.

Inspector Lestrade had not joined us at the park, saying she needed to change into something “less conspicuous”. Less conspicuous than a walking koban was pretty much anything I could think of.

Just as we were about to give up searching Ueno Park, I noticed a sign that said something called Ameyoko Food Street was to the south of the park.

“We should definitely investigate there,” I said, my mouth watering.

“You’re the only one who’s actually eaten anything,” Wendy said. “How can you be hungry again?”

“I could eat,” Mom said surprising me. “I’m also curious to see how the area has changed.”

“When we came here in spring, this was one of our favourite places to visit,” Dad said. “We must have eaten the donburi here almost every day!”

“Then it’s decided!” I said. “We’re having donburi for lunch!”

We walked to the street and were amazed by the tightly packed stalls selling a variety of things. There were cooked-food stalls, fresh fruit and vegetable vendors, fishmongers, clothing shops with men on crates shouting out their bargains, dried-food sellers, tea kiosks, cosmetics shops and candy stores, which Nazhar said was the reason for the street’s name.

“Ameyoko is actually short for ameya yokocho, which means candy store alley,” he read out of his guidebook. “It also says that after World War II, this was a black market area where many American products were sold, so the ‘Ame’ part of Ameyoko could also stand for America.”

I wasn’t listening very much as I had noticed all the delicious street food. There was my parents’ donburi and grilled meats on skewers, stalls serving udon, a few sushi places, and even a Turkish kebab place! I couldn’t decide what to eat!
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“What if there’s another clue here?” Moran asked.

“Why would there be another clue here?” Eliza asked. “It’s not like you even know how to solve cases.” Unlike the rest of us, Eliza had still not warmed to Moran. I couldn’t blame her, especially after all she had gone through with his previous owner, the fiendish mastermind.

“I ask only because the first clue was a food item, Miss Eliza,” he replied. “It is possible that any subsequent clue might also be a food item.”

“You mean I can’t eat anything because it might be another clue?” I asked. My tummy rumbled.

“That’s actually a good point,” Wendy said. “We have no idea what the next clue might look like. It could be anything, right, Sherlock? We can’t be too careful.” My sister gave me the biggest fake smile I had ever seen.

I looked up at my parents plaintively, who just shrugged. “It’s a possibility, Sam,” Mom said. I was betrayed!

“Darn, I was really looking forward to eating that donburi again,” Dad said.

“What about that vending machine?” Jimmy asked, pointing at a vending machine I had somehow missed earlier. “It has Japanese snacks inside!” He continued pointing at the machine, and it took me a while to realise he had probably stopped pointing, but just couldn’t put his arm down because of his huge, puffy coat.

“That-was-not-there-a-second-ago,” Watson said. “There-was-a-man-on-a-crate-selling-pants.”

We walked to the vending machine and I peered in. There were Pocky, Calorie Mates, different kinds of crisps, and some other candies that I couldn’t identify. I borrowed  some yen from Mom and inserted it into the machine. I was about to press the code for the Pocky when the machine laughed.

“AHA! I succeeded in being less conspicuous, Sherlock Sam,” the vending machine said.

“Inspector Lestrade, is that you?” Dad asked, peering closely.

“Yes, I am the Lestrade in the machine!” The inspector’s face appeared where a Calorie Mate box had previously been. “I bring you news, Supper Club.”

Another box of Japanese candies shifted and we saw a smartphone in her hand. We squinted at the small screen.

“Another bento box has been found in another train station!” Jimmy said. Somebody had uploaded pictures of the bento box onto the social sharing site Instanoodlegram! It was an international site specially created for uploading food photos. It was very popular in Singapore too. Their tagline was “You cannot eat until you’ve Instanoodlegrammed!”

“Where is this?” I asked. I saw that the user who had posted a picture was somebody with the nickname “Supapanman”. Could it be a fan of our missing director?

“It’s at the Tokyo Station,” Inspector Lestrade said. “We should go there now before somebody takes the clue!”

“Agreed,” I said. “But first, let’s get some donburi to go! We’ll be super quick!” I was expecting everyone to disagree by saying that time was of the essence, but no one said anything. I guess we were all really hungry. Even Watson was quiet when Mom handed him the recycled batteries he needed for food.

We quickly ordered a few different kinds of donburi and ate them as we hurried back to Ueno Station. Jimmy lost a piece of chicken, but otherwise everyone didn’t waste a single bite. Mom and Dad were making oohh-ing and ahh-ing sounds as they ate. Dad said it was  just as delicious as when they had it on their honeymoon. Just like how Mom was just as pretty. Mom turned as pink as the pickle she was eating.

Both Ueno and Tokyo Stations were on the circular line called the Yamanote line, so we didn’t have to change trains. This was good, because transferring trains could occasionally get a little tricky especially with Dad’s complete lack of a sense of direction. He sometimes got lost changing trains at City Hall in Singapore! The train system in Tokyo was doubly confusing because there were many different lines, and while they were all connected to each other, we still had to exit from one line before entering another. Some of the stations were also like small complex underground cities! It didn’t help that Inspector Lestrade had decided to remain in her vending machine costume and everyone was staring at us.

Tokyo Station was a perfect example of an “underground city”. There were over 20 tracks going in and out of the station, and that wasn’t counting the Shinkansen lines going to other cities in Japan. There were convenience stores, restaurants, clothing shops, stationery shops, bookstores, and vending machines galore. Inspector Lestrade fit in a little bit better once we had left the train. Until she moved, of course. She made a couple of schoolboys shriek.

[image: Illustration]

We rushed through the station as quickly as possible and found the bento box outside the convenience store that was in the photograph on Instanoodlegram. Nobody was around except for the few customers coming out of the store. Inspector Lestrade startled them, first with her costume and then with her Interpol badge. She tried to pick up the bento box but her hands were trapped behind the plexiglass of her vending machine costume.

“Sherlock Sam, could you help me please?” she asked.

As I was bending down to help, Inspector Lestrade suddenly said, “Wait! Perhaps it would be better if somebody else picked it up instead.”

Wendy stifled a laugh.

“I’ll do it, Inspector Lestrade,” Moran said. He picked up the bento box and held it up. We all looked at it and saw a torii gate made of turkey slices on a bed of white rice. A Japanese character created with seaweed adorned the turkey temple, and the plum pickles were arrayed like trees and bushes. There was some corn in the corner that represented the sun. The box itself was square and wooden, with a red-and-black lacquer finish in an abstract design, similar to the one I had eaten out of, but not exactly the same.

“That looks like Kaminarimon gate in Asakusa,” Nazhar said. “It’s the most famous gate in Japan due to the very large lantern and the little shops between it and Sensoji Temple.” He looked through a few pages in his book and stopped at a dark purple Post-it.

“Are you going to be reading that the whole trip?” Eliza asked.

“There’s just so much great information in here,” Nazhar replied, not looking up. Eliza looked at my sister and rolled her eyes. Both of them grinned. Wendy and Eliza were much better friends these days. They were in the same class in school and used to bicker almost non-stop.

“If you look inside my coin return slot, Moran, you’ll find an evidence bag. Please put the new clue in there.” Inspector Lestrade said. Moran did as he was told.

“Nazhar is probably right in that this bento depicts the shrine at Asakusa, but I’m not sure we need to go there since there was nothing to find at Ueno Park,” I said.

“Maybe we just didn’t get there fast enough?” Wendy asked.

“Maybe,” I said, “but I think it would be better to ask around to see if anyone saw who left the bento in the first place.”

“I-think-Sherlock-just-wants-to-eat-ekiben,” Watson said. “Tokyo-Station-is-full-of-them.”


“Why would Sherlock want to eat icky beans?” Jimmy asked. “They’re so icky, it says so in the name!”

“An ekiben, Jimmy” Eliza said. “It’s the kind of bento that can only be bought in train stations. My mom eats it all the time when she’s travelling in Japan for business.”

“It is said that each ekiben stall has a unique style that no other stall can replicate,” Nazhar recited, once again not looking up from the guidebook.

It was true that I wouldn’t mind more bento, especially after this morning’s delicious clue, but I also thought there might be witnesses that might help our case. My sense of duty won out. Admittedly, I was also still a little full from the donburi. With Watson translating for us, we went around asking people if they’d seen anything. After telling us how much they loved our robots, the people would say that they hadn’t noticed the bento box. We showed the bento to them as well, in case they recognised the style, but nobody did. No one recognised the box either, though they remarked that it had a nice design. The convenience store clerk looked a little worried, but that was probably because of the growing line of customers, who were getting restless while he answered our questions.

“Well, I guess our only lead now is to go to Asakusa and see if there’s anything to be found there,” Dad said. I had to agree with him.

Inspector Lestrade’s smartphone beeped loudly. “Hold that thought, Sherlock Sam’s father.” Her hand and face disappeared from view and she looked like a regular vending machine standing in the middle of Tokyo Station.

“That-is-a-much-better-disguise-than-the-koban,” Watson said.

A salaryman came over and tried to buy a Calorie Mate, but Inspector Lestrade laughed again, and showed her face from behind the same Calorie Mate he was trying to buy. He let out a squeak, bowed and rushed off.

“Sorry!” Inspector Lestrade shouted after him. “You startled me!”

She looked at us and said, “Another bento box, Sherlock Sam!”

We peered at her smartphone. Sure enough, an Instanoodlegram user had posted photos of a new bento box. It was another red-and-black lacquered box with an abstract design, but not exactly the same as the first two. It was outside another convenience store.

“This one’s at Shinjuku Station,” Mom said. “I recognize the department store signs in the background. It was where we got horribly lost on our honeymoon, dear. Don’t you remember? We were trapped in the station for two hours because you kept insisting we turn left.” She looked at Dad who blushed and grinned.

“There. Look,” Eliza said pointing at the image. “Odakyu Line South Gate. That’s the exact location.”

“Then that’s where we should go next,” I said. “However, I have a different job for you, Inspector.”

“Yes, Sherlock Sam?” she said.

“Is there any way to trace the location of the person who uploaded these photos?” I pointed to the photographs of the Shinjuku Station bento.

“Supapanman? Why do you need me to trace their location?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“Because this person posted photos of both the bento we found here in Tokyo Station and the bento at Shinjuku. And their online name is one of Sumi-sensei’s most famous characters. This can’t be a coincidence.”

“Good catch, son!” Dad said.

“Yes, that is a very good catch, Sherlock Sam,” Inspector Lestrade said. “You are an even better detective than Superintendent Siva said, and he said you are a great detective. He also said you like to eat a lot of food. I should have thought about that when I left you that first evidence bag.”

I chose to ignore her last statement and felt quite good about myself, but I couldn’t let it get to my head. This case was far from being solved.
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We arrived at Shinjuku station and immediately got lost. Inspector Lestrade had left us to try to find Supapanman so she couldn’t help. The station was massive, with thirty-six platforms and over two hundred exits! It was reputed to have the highest single day number of passengers in the world. We took the Yamanote line and exited at the Central West Gate, but we needed to get to the Odakyu South Gate where the next clue was located.

Dad wanted another chance to prove that his “always-turn-left” theory would work, but after seven failed left turns, Mom managed to talk him out of it.

“I really need to pee,” Wendy said, hopping from one foot to another.

“I think we passed a restroom two left turns ago,” Nazhar said, flipping his guidebook madly.

“Where on earth are we?” Mom asked looking at Dad.

“I found it!” Dad suddenly exclaimed as he dashed away from us.

We ran after him and found him standing triumphantly under a sign that said “New South Gate”.

“We-need-to-be-at-the-Odakyu-South-Gate-not-the-New-South-Gate,” Watson said.

Dad deflated. Mom patted him comfortingly on the shoulder.

“Nazhar, doesn’t your guidebook have a map of the station?” I asked. I was sure I spied something like that earlier when he was reading the guide on the plane.

“Yes. I’m trying to find it. But all my Post-its seem to have gotten mixed up,” Nazhar said, looking confused.

“Green for maps, right?” Eliza asked, looking over his shoulder.

“No. I mean yes. Dark green for train maps, but light green for area maps, but here’s a dark green Post-it and it’s for an area map for Ikebukuro. It’s chaos, Eliza! Chaos!” Nazhar whipped his glasses off and rubbed his head vigorously, messing up his usually neat hair. He had a slightly crazed look in his eyes.

“Don’t be so dramatic, Nazhar,” Eliza said in her usual deadpan manner. She took the book from him. “Let’s just look at the contents page, okay?”

“Okay. I flagged that with a special chicken Post-it so it would be easy to find,” Nazhar said.

Alas, no such Post-it could be found. Fortunately, Eliza was still able to locate the contents page.

“It-is-fortunate-that-someone-has-some-directional-sense,” Watson said, earning himself glares from Dad and Nazhar.

“I believe that Master Dad and Master Nazhar do not appreciate your attempt at sarcasm, Master Watson,” Moran observed.

“And nobody appreciates you stating the obvious,” Eliza snapped.


She turned to the middle of the book and managed to locate a full map of Shinjuku Station. We saw that after all our left turns, we had ended up at almost the opposite end of where we needed to be. However, Eliza also found a restroom for Wendy, who was so happy she hugged her classmate before quickly running away. When my sister came back, she wouldn’t stop talking about the high-tech toilet bowl that had tons of buttons. One even played music to hide the sounds you made when you were peeing! Jimmy couldn’t stop giggling when he heard about that. I made a note to investigate these awesome toilets later, but first we had a case to solve!

With the handy station map we were finally able to locate the correct Odakyu South Gate.

“Oh. I see, I should have taken a left here and not a left there,” Dad commented, looking up at the signs. “So technically my always-turn-left theory would have worked if I had taken the correct left.”

Wisely, no one responded. Not even Watson.

It wasn’t too difficult to find the bento box clue. The convenience store and department store signs in the picture helped us locate it.

Watson picked up the bento box and we found a quiet corner of the station next to a row of new luggage lockers.

“Watson, let’s have a look at the new clue,” I said.

Watson extracted the bento box from his secret compartment where he usually reluctantly hid food at my instruction.

This box was also red-and-black lacquered and had a safety latch that popped open with a click. It was a clever way to keep the food inside safe, warm and clean despite being left out in the open.

“Is that a book, Sherlock?” Jimmy asked, peering closely at the inside of the bento box.

“That’s what it looks like, Jimmy,” I replied. The aroma wafting up from the still warm food was making my mouth water. Once again, I caught that distinctive smell from one of the ingredients that I couldn’t quite place. It was the same scent as the one in the first bento I had accidentally consumed and in the second clue, which I most certainly did not consume (though, admittedly, I wanted to).

This time the design of the food was simpler than the other bento boxes. There was corn  mixed in with the bed of rice, but lying on top of it was what looked like a book made up of soya bean skin and seaweed that was used to make up the lines of the book. There was also a single English word on the edible book: “New!”

“A new book maybe? But what book?” I asked. Just then, I recalled something Dad and I had read online a few weeks back.

“So far two bento boxes seemed to indicate specific locations. Maybe this one does as well. Dad, do you remember that article on bookstores around the world? It mentioned a new Books Kinokuniya in Shinjuku that now has a big English books section, didn’t it? Do you think this might be where the clue is leading us this time?”

“It would explain why the world ’new’ was written in English and not Japanese,” Wendy said, nodding.

“You might be right, son,” Dad agreed. He  had his thinking face on. “It was the South store, I believe. The article said it was the smaller shop and not the big one that takes up an entire building itself.”

“Nazhar, are you able to identify the exact location of the store in your guidebook?” I asked.

Nazhar looked determined as he flipped through his book. Eliza hovered by his side ready to catch any falling Post-its.

“Sherlock Sam!” a voice called out from afar. When I turned to look, I saw a woman pulling a confused-looking young girl along. Then I realised that the woman was Inspector Lestrade! She was almost unrecognisable in her dark grey jacket and pants. She did have a pair of bright red boots on though.

“I have found her! I have found the Supapanman!” the Inspector cried out as she came to a stop in front of us. The young girl that she was dragging almost bumped into her from behind. She had a green woollen cap on that half-covered her chin-length hair, and was wearing a green woollen coat with a brown skirt and black tights and boots. She also had on a pair of round glasses that were slightly too big for her face and her cheeks were rosy with the cold.
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“I told you, my name is Chihiyo,” the girl said irritably. “Please stop calling me Supapanman.” Her accent sounded American almost.

“You speak English!” Jimmy exclaimed, his eyes wide.

“Hai. So do you,” the girl retorted. She then sighed in an exaggerated manner. “I don’t know what’s going on here, but this weird lady with a French accent ran up to me while cosplaying a vending machine and said she was from Interpol and that I needed to come with her to help with an investigation. Ordinarily, I would have immediately called my parents or the police, but she was dressed as a vending machine and I was bored, so I decided to come with her. She’s not actually from Interpol, is she? Also, are those robots?!”

She walked over to Watson who was closer to where she was standing.

“Hello. My-name-is-Wat-son.”

“Nice to meet you, Watson-san,” Chihiyo said, her eyes wide behind her round glasses. When she spoke, she sounded reverent. I sighed. That was exactly what my robot needed: someone new to fawn all over him.

“No-it-is-actually-one-’son’.”

“My apologies, Wonson-san.”

“No-wait,” Watson said. “Let-us-start-over. My-name-is-Wat-son-with-no-honorific.”

“I see...Wat,” Chihiyo said, continuing to stare at my robot in awe.

“Yes?” Watson said.

“You’re Wat,” Chihiyo said, pointing at Watson.

“A robot,” I said.

“I know,” Chihiyo said, turning to address me.

“Then why did you ask?” I said.

“I didn’t ask anything,” Chihiyo said. “I was just saying Wat is a robot.”

“He’s a robot,” I said, pointing at Watson.

“What?” Chihiyo said, pushing her glasses up.

“My-name-is-Wat-son.”


“It’s like the ’Who’s on First?’ routine,” Dad said laughing.

“What?” we all said.

Chihiyo pointed at Watson.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. “Let’s get back to the bento box. Have you been posting photographs of special bento boxes online using the nickname Supapanman?” I asked.

“Who wants to know?” Chihiyo asked, arching her eyebrow. She reminded me of Eliza when we first met her. Her excitement at meeting Watson had disappeared.

“Because we are trying to solve the case of the missing animator!” Jimmy said.

“What missing animator?” the Japanese girl asked.

“Sumi-sensei, the animator who created Supapanman!” Jimmy replied.

The girl’s eyes grew wide “So the rumours are true! I read in an online forum that Sumisensei had gone missing, but I thought that she had just vanished to complete her work. I love all her anime!”

“No, she has been taken,” Inspector Lestrade said. “I am certain of it.”

“You still haven’t explained why you’ve been taking photographs of clues that the kidnappers have been leaving around Tokyo and posting them online.”

“What clues?” Chihiyo replied. “What are you talking about? I only take photos of obento boxes. Also, I’m not answering any more questions until you tell me who you are and what you want. You’re from Singapore, right? I recognise the accent.”

“Have you been to Singapore?” Jimmy asked.

“Hai. I spent grades one and two there,” she replied. “My dad was there for work. We went to the US after that and now we’re back in Japan.”

“My name is Sherlock Sam and this is Wendy, Jimmy, Nazhar, Eliza, Moran and my mom and dad. You’ve already met Watson.”

“That still doesn’t explain why you’re here asking me these strange questions,” Chihiyo replied.

“Sherlock is Singapore’s Greatest—”

“Not yet, Master Jimmy,” Moran interrupted.

“We’re detectives from Singapore and are working with Inspector Lestrade and Interpol to locate Sumi-sensei,” I replied.

“Well...you’re definitely working with me. I’m not so sure about Interpol,” Inspector Lestrade said and then immediately clamped her hand over her mouth.

“WHAT?” Mom and Dad yelled.

“You showed me your Interpol badge!” Chihiyo said. “Which I scrutinised in great detail. If you weren’t from Interpol I would never have come with you!”

“No, no, I am from Interpol,” Inspector Lestrade said, holding her palms up in a placating manner. “But like the Tokyo Metropolitan Police, Interpol declined to be involved in this case. However, I felt that something was amiss and I knew I needed to be involved. Please. When I spoke to Superintendent Siva, he said that Sherlock Sam and the Supper Club were my best chance. We cannot let the system of indifference win!”

At her impassioned plea, Mom and Dad seemed to relent. That and the fact that Officer Siva had vouched for Inspector Lestrade and that she was still a real Interpol agent.

“Also, we have to solve the case so that I can charge all my expenses and yours to Interpol. Private jets are not inexpensive.” She smiled weakly.

“So you need my help too?” Chihiyo asked. Her eyes gleamed behind her glasses.

“You’re actually a suspect,” Eliza said.

“Eh?! Why?!” the Japanese girl yelled.

“How do you know where to go to find the bento boxes?” I questioned. “You’re always posting photographs of the boxes on Instanoodlegram. Only someone who had foreknowledge of their locations could pull off such a feat.”

“Do you always talk in such a weirdly formal way?” Chihiyo asked. Eliza snickered.

“Please answer the question,” I said, my eyes narrowing. Good diction and grammar were important!

“I might be an evil obento-making mastermind—”

“That’s actually quite possible in our line of work,” I said. Chihiyo looked at me strangely.

“...or I might just have been on the Yamanote line and happened to be there,” Chihiyo said, rolling her eyes. “Also, I’m part of an online obento box otaku group. We take photos of interesting obento boxes we see around the city and post them. I put up a few photographs today, though I didn’t actually take all of them. Some were sent to me by other members of the group. See.” Chihiyo held out her phone and true enough, she had received multiple messages from her friends with photographs of bento boxes, including the two we found today. She had merely picked the nicest looking ones and uploaded them to her account.

“Hmm. That is true. Her Instanoodlegram account has many, many photographs of bento boxes from today. Look, this one has little ducklings. So cute,” Inspector Lestrade said, holding out her phone. Jimmy immediately cooed and aww-ed.

“Your knowledge of bento boxes might come in useful in this case,” I conceded.

“Wait a second,” Eliza said, still looking through Chihiyo’s phone. “There are other red-and-black lacquered boxes from before the kidnapping that resemble the ones we found today.”

Inspector Lestrade started looking a little nervous.

Chihiyo took a look at the photos Eliza  was referring to. “Hai, these are pretty weird. They’re almost always left outside convenience stores in train stations.”

“How many have there been exactly?” I asked.

“I’m not sure,” Chihiyo said. “The group and I have photographed over 30 in the past month, but I’m sure we didn’t find all of them. Some of the members think that it might be a form of communication, but they don’t know who is doing it, or what is being communicated.”

“Did-you-know-about-this-Inspector?” Watson asked.

She looked around nervously and played with her hands.

“You knew!” Wendy said.

“Why would you keep this from us?” I asked. “This is important information, and we may have wasted an entire day following a bad lead.”

Mom and Dad were frowning.

“NO!” Inspector Lestrade shouted, startling a few nearby salarymen. “This is precisely why I did not tell you. I knew you would come to this conclusion, but I am telling you, this bento box is connected to the kidnapping.”

“How could you possibly know that?” Nazhar asked. “You said the local police, and even your colleagues in Interpol don’t think Sumi-sensei is missing, let alone kidnapped.”

Inspector Lestrade looked at all of us. “At Interpol, I am considered a joke, and an odd one at that. A duck! I am a duck!”

“I think you mean an odd duck,” Eliza said.

“Yes! A duck that is odd! And when they assign me cases, it’s all the strange, impossible cases that have been cold for decades, so I have never solved a single one of them. Whenever I talk to my superior about cases I have found, I am ignored. It isn’t until somebody else finds the case, sometimes weeks later, that there is any follow-up, no one ever asks what I think even though I thought of it in the first place.

She looked down at her hands. “I know that Sumi-sensei has been kidnapped, and I know that these bento boxes are somehow tied into it. I know it in my gut, Supper Club.”

I had often felt things in my gut (and these feelings weren’t always food-related) that nobody else felt, so I could understand her feeling, even if I didn’t agree with it yet.

The Supper Club looked at me, “Okay,” I said, “if Mom and Dad are okay with it, we’ll continue to follow up on the bento boxes, Inspector, but no more hiding information from us, please.”


My parents looked at each other and then at Inspector Lestrade, who still looked forlorn. Dad said, “I understand what it is like to be an odd duck, Inspector. But like my son said, please don’t hide anything from us in the future.”

She sighed in relief and smiled. She looked at me and said, “You have my word as a fellow investigator, I will never hide any information from you again.”
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Chihiyo called to ask her parents if she could help us solve our mystery. Her parents spoke fluent English as well. According to Mom, they sounded rather confused by our request. However, they gave their consent anyway after telling Chihiyo to send them regular updates on her whereabouts.

“I should probably check in with the local office,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Let me know if you have any brilliant breakthroughs!” She waved cheerily and left, but not before giving Mom all the bento we had collected that day for safekeeping. Mom said she would put it in the refrigerator in her room.
	
“Are any of you hungry? All this talk of food has made me hungry,” Chihiyo said.

“Sherlock-was-born-hungry,” Watson replied earning himself a guffaw from my sister and a glare from me.

“I know this great ramen place in Shibuya,” Chihiyo said. “You can choose your own toppings and they make it on the spot. We might have to stand up, though.”

“Is the ramen place warm?” Eliza asked.

“Hai hai, it’s full of steaming ramen,” Chihiyo said.

“Then that sounds great,” Eliza said. “My dad’s new jackets might not be warm enough for people from tropical countries, and I would love to get out of the cold.”

“As much as it pains me to say this,” I said, “I think we have to postpone dinner a bit.”

Everyone gasped. Even Nazhar looked up from rearranging his Post-its.

“The-world-is-ending,” Watson deadpanned. “Everybody-run-for-your-life.”

“Hilarious,” I said.

“Are you feeling ill, Master Sherlock?” Moran asked.

Mom put her hand on my forehead to feel my temperature.

“I feel fine,” I said. “You’re all behaving like I’ve never delayed a meal before.”

“I’ve known you your entire life,” Wendy said, “and not once have you delayed a meal.”

“Remember that time you ate a whole roasted chicken for brunch, and didn’t want to delay lunch by even a half hour to digest your food, and then you ate another whole chicken?” Eliza asked.

“I should call Officer Siva to buy 4D for me,” Dad said.

“If you’re all done being comedians, I have a good reason for delaying,” I said. “And thank you for not making any jokes, Jimmy.”

“Sherlock not wanting to eat is like Watson not wanting to be lazy!” Jimmy said. “Impossible!”

“Et tu, Jimmy?” I asked.

“I will eat something when you eat something!” Jimmy said.

“Okay, are you all done? Good,” I said. “I think before dinner we should try to learn about bento and how they’re made.”

“The first thing you should learn is that ‘obento’ is a more respectful term,” Chihiyo said. “’Bento’ is a less polite way of saying it.”

“See? We’re learning already,” I said. “Obento it is.”

“If you really want to learn more about obento, we should go to the Tokyu Hands in Shibuya,” Chihiyo said. “It’s much bigger than the one here in Shinjuku, and they have a whole floor devoted to obento utensils and boxes.”

“I want to go to there!” Wendy shouted. “The Tokyu Hands in Shibuya is legendary, and much, much better than the ones we have back home. Think of all the art supplies!”

My sister had a glazed look in her eyes I hadn’t seen since the first time she entered Art Friend in Bras Basah Complex.

“Well, that’s settled then,” I said. “We’re going to Tokyu Hands.”

We took the train three stops to Shibuya and ventured out into what was supposed to be the busiest place in all of Tokyo.

Shibuya was a shopping district built on a hill and drenched in neon light. Every storefront beckoned you to walk in with their artfully displayed products and signs.

Before we ventured too far from the station, Nazhar mentioned that the Hachiko statue was here, and Jimmy wanted to pay his respects. Hachiko was a very famous dog that always waited for his master to come out of the train station, even after his master had died. The statue was there to honour Hachiko’s loyalty. The movie based on the story was one of Jimmy’s favourites.

Tokyu Hands was slightly up the hill, past the densest part of Shibuya. I saw lots of food places, including ramen shops, and wondered if one of them was the one Chihiyo would be bringing us to later. There were also curry and sushi places and a few western restaurants as well. My tummy was starting to rumble and I was beginning to regret my decision to delay dinner.

“Wow, there are a million, gabazillion people here,” Jimmy said, awestruck. Mom had her hand on Jimmy’s shoulder to prevent him from running off in his excitement.


“It’s a super popular tourist destination, Jimmy,” Nazhar said looking up from his guidebook for once. Even he was amazed by the crowd in front of us.
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“And it has a Mandarake, a Tsutaya Bookstore, and a large Book Off!” Dad said. “I want to go to all of them!”

“And that’s Shibuya 109,” Eliza added, looking at a tall, curved building with the words “Shibuya 109” right on top. “It’s supposed to be the coolest place to buy clothes.”

“Meh,” Wendy replied. “I bet it’s not as interesting at Tokyu Hands. You can get cloth to sew your own clothes at Tokyu Hands, Eliza!”

“I can’t even sew on a button,” Eliza replied, but that didn’t dampen my sister’s spirits at all. She just went on about how there would also be tons of buttons for sale at Tokyu Hands.

When we finally reached Tokyu Hands, Wendy looked like she was going to burst into tears. Her eyes were shining brighter than I had ever seen. There were eight floors of all the arts and crafts, and do-it-yourself products you could ever want (and buttons, of course), and then some. I brilliantly suggested that we take the lift all the way up to the top floor and then walk down to each level so we wouldn’t waste time and effort. Everyone agreed and we got into the lift. I conveniently left out the part about how I did not want to climb up eight flights of stairs. From the map, I saw that there were 24 sections and each section was devoted to one category, like stationery, beauty products, bags, woodworking, and even a section that contained model trains, Gundam models, and LEGO. But the section we wanted was the kitchen supplies section on level 3C. Well, except for Wendy, who decided she wanted to stay in the arts and crafts section on 5C. Mom went with her while the rest of us continued to head down.

I was amazed at all the different kinds of obento boxes that were on display. We were lucky that Chihiyo was there to explain how things worked. There were the flat, plastic kind that most Japanese people used and it came  with different compartments to separate the different ingredients. There were also stacked obento boxes that looked more like thermoses, wooden boxes that were similar to the boxes used for steamed rice in the Edo period, and even boxes that were like insulated bags, which could carry a wide array of food stuff and keep them either hot or cold. Dad seemed to be very interested in the wooden ones, while Watson and Moran whispered to each other about the robot-themed ones.

“Hardly anybody uses those insulated bags for actual meals,” Chihiyo explained, “but some people buy them because of the nice art.” Many of the obento boxes and accessories featured characters, including Moomin, Mickey Mouse, and anime characters.

“Most people usually use the horizontal plastic ones,” Chihiyo said. “The large ones are for working adults, and the small ones for schoolchildren. I have a Supapanman one, of course. Restaurants use the lacquered kind most of the time. Sometimes they put their logos on them or use a unique design so that it’s linked to their restaurant. But most obento places rely on specialised menus or create new flavours to stand out.

I picked up a black lacquered box with a dragon design. “All the obento we’ve found so far are in lacquered boxes similar to this one,” I said. “But without the dragon.”

[image: Illustration]

“Maybe they’re buying them in bulk,” Nazhar said, adding new Post-its to his guidebook. He’d bought some Yotsuba&! ones on the stationery level.

“Why would anyone buy obento boxes in bulk?” Chihiyo asked.

“Because they know they’re going to be leaving them in train stations all over,” I said.

“Do you think they want attention?” Jimmy asked.

“What attention?” Chihiyo asked. “Only my group and I have noticed them. Why leave all these weird obento in train stations around central Tokyo that are slightly out of the way where fewer people go?”

I was working my way towards a response to Chihiyo’s question when I was interrupted.

“We-have-made-a-decision,” Watson said. “Moran-and-I-would-like-to-get-the-robot-thermoses.”

“Because robots are...’cool’,” Moran said.

“What would you even keep in them?” I asked.

“Your-secret-food-stash-mostly,” Watson said, “but-once-in-a-while-we-might-keep-something-of-our-own-as-well.”

“Then by all means, let’s get these robots some obento boxes!” I said. I was always onboard when it came to secret stashes of food.

Dad bought Watson and Moran the robot thermoses they chose, then went upstairs to get Mom and Wendy. It was a little difficult to tear Wendy away, especially as she wanted to buy everything on the arts and crafts floor, but Mom coaxed her away by promising we’d come back. Before we left the store, however, Jimmy’s outstretched arms knocked over one of the displays. We apologised profusely, but the staff seemed to want to apologise to us even more. So they kept bowing and we felt we needed to bow back. Chihiyo finally put a stop to all the bowing, which was good because it  was getting late and my tummy had actually rumbled loudly during my last bow.

Chihiyo led us to the ramen place she had previously mentioned. When we entered, the chefs behind the counter said, “Irrashaimase, Chihiyo!” On the counter were many containers of fried vegetables, and menus in both Japanese and English. We could choose different options for meats and broths, and toppings like spring onion, seaweed and dried bamboo shoots.

The restaurant was quite small and cramped and I could see why Chihiyo said we might have to stand to eat. There were only three booths in the place, and if the booths were filled, customers would have to stand at the counter to eat. During the day, the working people in the area probably had to squeeze in and eat shoulder to shoulder. Luckily for us, there were only three men standing at the counter area and four women occupying a booth, so we were able to sit at the two remaining booths.

“Normally, we would all have to eat very quickly to allow other people a chance to eat,” Chihiyo said, confirming what I had suspected, “but as it seems to be a slow night, I think we can take our time.” She smiled at the chefs.

We all took our coats off and relaxed in the warmth of the restaurant. Eliza and Wendy helped Jimmy take off his coat, but when it was finally off, he seemed unable to put his arms down. Eliza pushed them down and held them in place. “Maybe they just forgot how to stay down,” Wendy said, shrugging.

“Okay, you guys should go up to the counter when you’re ready and have the chefs make the ramen you want,” Chihiyo said.

I went first and ordered ramen in a miso broth with some minced beef, tempura prawn and onion, and some corn, spring onion, and seaweed. I thought deeply about adding some naruto, but decided against it. The spiral-adorned fish cake was really cute to look at, but I didn’t really like how it tasted.

After we had all ordered and picked up our ramen, we sat down again.

“Okay, where else have these obento boxes appeared?” I asked.

“All sorts of places,” Chihiyo said as she put chilli flakes into her ramen. “Ginza, Harajuku, Hamamatsucho, Roppongi... there’s even been one in Chiba. Here, take a look.”

Chihiyo passed her phone to Eliza, who started scrolling through the posts on Instanoodlegram.

“But we still have no idea why the obento boxes are there,” Wendy said. “Or even if they’re related to the kidnapping. Also, someone take a photograph of this ramen so we can put it up on Instanoodlegram when we get home.” Dad promptly did so.

“Yes, but I told Inspector Lestrade we’d keep looking into it,” I said. “And that’s what we’re going to do until a better option presents itself.”

“Are these different boxes?” Eliza asked, pointing to a few photos. “The stores in the background look similar, but I can’t tell if it’s just different angles of the same place.”

“Hai, those are different boxes around the same area,” Chihiyo said. “Those were a bit weird because we usually only see one, maybe two boxes in the same place, but there were four different boxes here.”

“Where is that?” I asked.

“Electric Town,” Nazhar said, flipping through his guidebook. Amazingly, he managed to do it singlehandedly as he ate his ramen with chopsticks held in his other hand.

“Right, Akihabara,” Chihiyo said. “That guidebook of yours is pretty good.”

“I’ve been reading it pretty much non-stop,” Nazhar said, blushing a little. His glasses were fogged up from the heat from his soup.

“And missing out on a lot of great stuff,” Dad said. “Travel guides are great, don’t get me wrong, but sometimes you have to look away from the page and see the real thing right in front of you.”

I noticed Eliza wasn’t really eating her ramen. She put her face over the bowl so the steam would warm up her face, but she didn’t seem to eat.

“If you’re not going to eat your ramen, Eliza, I could help you out,” I said, grinning.

Eliza just looked at me. She nodded and was about to push her bowl towards me when Mom suddenly got up and said, “Actually, Sam, I think you’ve had enough. And anyway, I need your help with something. We’ll be right back.” She took my hand and dragged me outside, without my comfy winter jacket, I might add.

“What’s going on, Mom?” I asked, shivering. “I’ve only had one bowl of ramen. We both know that is definitely not enough. Do you need my help in finding something again?”

“No, and I thought we agreed never to speak of that again,” she said, looking into the ramen shop. “Your father would never let me forget that I misplaced his Red Vines order.” Mom prided herself on never losing anything, and Dad probably would needle her a bit for that, especially as he loved his Red Vines. “Haven’t you noticed how quiet and serious Eliza’s been this entire trip?”

“Well, yah, but I figured it was the cold,” I said. “It’s hard for people to be energetic when they’re shivering so much.” I put an emphasis on “shivering” to hopefully convince Mom to go back inside.

“It’s not the cold, Sam,” Mom said. “Before we left Singapore, Eliza’s dad told me that he and Eliza’s mom were about to finalise their divorce.”

“Oh.” I couldn’t imagine how I’d feel if Mom and Dad ever separated, but I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be very happy.

“So Eliza really needs her friends right now,  okay?” Mom said. “Try to include her more, ask her questions. Get her mind off what her parents are doing.”

“She knows they’re going to be officially divorced by the time we get back?” I asked.

“Yes, she does.”

“Does Wendy know?”

“I told her when we were in Tokyu Hands,” Mom said. “I know the both of you will help Eliza get through this.”

“We will, Mom,” I said. “I promise.”

She smiled at me and ruffled my hair. “Okay, let’s get inside before we both freeze.”

I nodded and started to go back in, but Mom suddenly stopped me.

“Seriously, though, your father must never find out that I lose things just like he does.”

When we got back inside, Chihiyo was showing everybody a book.

“Look, Sherlock,” Jimmy said. “Chihiyo has a book on Supapanman!”

“Well, it’s actually about Sumi-sensei, but since Supapanman is her most famous creation, he appears quite a lot,” Chihiyo said.

It was a biography of Sumi-sensei with a lot of pictures of her earlier life.

“Oh, wow,” Nazhar said pointing at the book. “Is this a primary school class photo?”


I looked over and saw a bunch of kids standing in three rows with a teacher on both sides of the middle row.

“Hai, and this is actually a pretty famous class,” Chihiyo said. “This is the Tonoyama Elementary School Grade 6 class of 1967.”

“Why-is-it-so-famous?” Watson asked. “Did-one-of-them-invent-a-sentient-robot?”

“Lots of famous people were from this class.” Chihiyo started pointing at different people in the photo. “Here’s musician Rei Tatsuya, actor Makoto Kawada, restaurateur Kenjiro Tsugawa, ex-Prime Minister Toshiro Kusanagi, and Sumisensei, and those are just the ones I recognise. Half this class went on to become famous one way or another. There are some Olympic athletes and baseball players in this class too.”
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Some of the faces in the photo looked familiar but I couldn’t quite remember where I had seen them before.

“That’s incredible,” Dad said. “I wonder if they gave this class special water or something.”

“It was probably the teachers,” I said. “Really good teachers can make all the difference.”

“I’ve heard stories that the students weren’t all that special,” Chihiyo said, closing the book. “Apparently some of these world-changing adults were really goofy as kids, they routinely tripped over their own pants.”

Jimmy laughed so hard, he snorted ramen broth out of his nostrils. If tripping and falling down was a sign that a person would become really important or super famous, Jimmy would be the Emperor of all the known universes when he grew up. I actually thought that would be a pretty great world to live in.

“So do you want me to take you to Akihabara tomorrow?” Chihiyo asked.

“Yes, please,” I said. “We can see if anybody there noticed anything strange when those obento appeared. There has to be a reason why there were so many.”

“Akihabara it is,” Chihiyo said.

Dad smiled widely. “We’ll get to visit a bunch of shops that sell anime stuff too!”

[image: Illustration]




[image: Illustration]

Chihiyo was waiting for us outside the Gundam Café at Akihabara the very next morning. We were freezing, but she said it was a pretty warm day for December. Jimmy, who was bundled up like a pao, was still cold, and looked at her in disbelief.

“Do you need us to talk to your parents again, Chihiyo?” Mom asked as we walked the narrow street that led up to Ikebukuro station.

“Oh! Thank you, obachan, but I told my parents I would be going to Akihabara with you guys and they just told me to be back in time for dinner,” Chihiyo replied.

“Wow. I have to call Mama every night and tell her what I did and where I am and if I’ve brushed my teeth,” Jimmy said.

“Well, Jimmy,” Mom said, “your Mama just worries about you. And Chihiyo is two years older than you, right?”

Chihiyo nodded. “I’m 12 this year, but I’ve been going out on my own since I was 10. I used to walk to school and home on my own too when we lived in the U.S.”

I recalled what Chihiyo said about accompanying her parents and living all around the world. It must have made her become a very independent person. And it couldn’t have been easy to keep changing schools and leaving friends behind.

“Is that why your English is so good?” Wendy asked.

“I guess so,” Chihiyo said. “I mean, even now I don’t go to a Japanese school. I attend an international school because we’ve been out of the country for so long my parents felt it was difficult for me to adapt to the school system here.”

“But do you speak Japanese?” Eliza asked.

“Hai!” Chihiyo answered. “My parents speak to me in Japanese at home so that I can learn, but I forget words sometimes.”

“I forget my Chinese all the time,” Wendy muttered under her breath. My sister’s battles with Mandarin were legendary.

When we reached the station, we once again took the Yamanote line from Ikebukuro to Akihabara, or Akiba as Nazhar informed us it was also called.

“Did you know that 2016 marks 50 years of diplomatic relations between Singapore and Japan?” Nazhar said aloud to no one in particular.

“Wow, I didn’t know that!” Chihiyo replied. “You’re like this walking smart phone encyclopedia app, Nazhar. It’s really cool!”

Nazhar blushed and stared at his shoes.

When we reached Akiba I couldn’t stop my eyes from bugging out. There were manga and toy stores all around, including a giant Kotobukiya and Animate! Toys and figurines seemed to be spilling out of both stores! Dad tried to run off in the direction of the Kotobukiya store and had to be pulled back by Mom. I saw him sneak away again when Mom went after Eliza and Wendy, who had vanished into another shop full of toys. While I waited for them to return, I accidentally-on-purpose walked into a shop that seemed to have at least twenty different flavours of Kit Kat and toys! I was filling my basket with delicious chocolate and anime action figures when I spotted a blue-and-gold robot statue in the courtyard. A few tourists were taking photographs with it  when it suddenly moved and started walking towards the shop I was in. I politely passed my full basket to the salesperson and apologised for the fact that I wouldn’t be buying anything. Yet. There was no way I was leaving Japan without the orange-flavoured Kit Kat.

I walked up to the robot and said, “Hello, Inspector Lestrade.”

“Oh! Sherlock Sam! You are a fantastic detective indeed!” she replied, whipping off her fake head. Watson had come up just then and stared in horror at the robotic head hanging from the inspector’s hand.

“Sherlock!” Nazhar called out from a short distance away, waving at us. “We found Electric Town! Come here! You can buy Kit Kat later!”

Yes. Right. We were here to investigate why there had been so many obento here before the kidnapping. I thought about jogging over, but who was I kidding. I walked.

According to Nazhar and his well-thumbed guidebook, the Akihabara Radio Centre was where Electric Town started after World War II. Back then, small shops were set up under the train tracks and many of those shops still existed today. I noticed that they were crammed tightly together in small, narrow lanes that weaved in and out through Electric Town, and sold a range of digital and analogue parts!

“I think we should spilt up,” I said, “we’ll cover more ground that way. That is, if that’s okay with you, Dad, Mom?” I looked at my parents, who both nodded. It was decided that Inspector Lestrade would come along with Chihiyo, Moran and me, while Mom would head off in the other direction with Watson, Wendy and Jimmy. That way, both groups would have someone who could translate English into Japanese and vice versa. Dad, Nazhar and Eliza would stay in this area to look  for any obento. I didn’t expect them to find any, but I wanted to be thorough. Nazhar’s trusty guidebook had a section on basic Japanese phrases to help them. Dad promised to use his excellent observational skills (the ones I inherited from him) to scrutinise the crowd.
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Dad nodded and said, “You never know what people will say or do when they don’t realise they’re being watched.”

Mom narrowed her eyes at Dad and said, “Don’t think I won’t find out if you end up buying more gadgets and toys.” Dad gulped, then grinned nervously.

As we made our way through the narrow lanes, no one paid much attention to Inspector Lestrade despite her robot disguise. That surprised me. But then, I supposed a robot wandering around Akiba wasn’t all that weird. Plus, now that I think about it, Watson, much to his dismay, was also often ignored back home too.

Chihiyo approached one of the shop owners and spoke in rapid Japanese, gesturing vigorously. The uncle behind the table laughed and called his friend over and they conferred in more rapid Japanese. I thoroughly admired her fluency in both English and Japanese, and decided that I should work harder at my Chinese.

Inspector Lestrade was looking at the radio parts in fascination. “I wonder if I could make myself a costume that looked like a giant radio. I especially like the antennas. They remind me of the radio boxes my grand-mère used to have. What do you think, Sherlock Sam?”

“Why do you like cosplaying so much, Inspector?” I asked, curious. She was so different from the usually serious Officer Siva, but he seemed to trust her beyond measure.

“Because, Sherlock Sam, we are all playing a role in this life, are we not?” she replied. “And all the world is a stage!” She flung her robotic arms out as she said this and almost knocked over some of the display sets, which made the shop owners frown. “Also, it is fun! And in my line of work, I sometimes need fun. You understand?”

I nodded. I did understand. It was why I was always so grateful to the Supper Club. They made being a detective fun.

“It is already 11 o’clock, Master Sherlock,” Moran said. “Is it time for a second breakfast?” As if by magic, a warm scone wrapped in a napkin appeared in his hand. He also offered one to the inspector, who politely declined and muttered something about how it was only 11 o’clock. I looked around to see if Watson was spying on us before taking it and munching on it gratefully.

While Chihiyo was talking to the shop owners, I observed their reactions. They all seemed helpful and relaxed. None of them looked like they were worried about being  found out. I watched for signs of perspiration. If someone was sweating, especially in this weather, it would be reasonable to deduce that the person was feeling nervous, which would arouse my suspicion. However, it didn’t look like any of them were our mysterious obento makers.

Chihiyo bowed deeply to the helpful shop owners and thanked them before returning to us. “They don’t remember any red-and-black lacquered obento boxes, but they said that there was a string of robberies here around the time the photos were taken.”

Robberies? That was certainly new. “What did the thieves take?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“Just random old electronic parts and some money,” she said, looking puzzled. “Not too much money, and nothing too difficult to replace.”

“That is strange,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Perhaps they thought the old electronic parts would fetch a high price on the black market, but I cannot see anything here worth stealing.”

Chihiyo and I blinked at Inspector Lestrade, who realised what she had just said and clapped her hands over her mouth.

“That is not what I meant, of course,” she said.

“It’s about time for us to meet up with the rest of the Supper Club,” I said. “Let’s see if they have corroborating stories!”

We met up with the rest of the Supper Club soon after and to my excitement, they all had the same story to tell.

“And they only stole small things!” Jimmy concluded, his arms still sticking out, thanks to his puffy jacket.

“Yes. Easily replaceable electronic parts,” Chihiyo added.

“It is very odd for kidnappers to steal small amounts of money and electronic parts,” Wendy said. “Unless they had a motive. What is the link between the animator and the obento boxes and the electronic parts?”

“We should head over to the Gundam Café to have lunch!” Dad said. “And, er, discuss the case! Also, I totally did not buy any gadgets and toys!”

I agreed. It was imperative to the case that I eat robot-shaped waffles while I tried to decipher what all the clues we had discovered meant.

To the Gundam Café!
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Chihiyo’s phone buzzed midway through my fourth waffle, which happened to be in the shape of an RX-78-2 Gundam Mobile Suit head. She took out her phone to check it and gasped.

“My friends found another obento!”

“Where?” Inspector Lestrade asked, standing up.

“In Takadanobaba Station,” Chihiyo replied. “We better go!”

I quickly ate the other half of the Gundam  head and jumped up, along with everybody else. Wendy and Eliza helped Jimmy back into his jacket while Watson went to unplug Moran from the café socket. They both thanked the waiters for letting them use the restaurant’s electricity. Perhaps, while Watson was teaching Moran how to be more independent, Moran would teach Watson how to be more, well, to be polite.

As we hurried to the train station, Watson said, “Do-not-think-I-did-not-notice-the-relish-with-which-you-ate-all-those-robot-heads. I-am-keeping-my-eye-on-you-for-any-other-anti-robot-behavior.”

“It was a waffle, you weirdo,” I said.

“It-was-four-waffles,” Watson said, “all-in-the-shape-of-my-people.” We all went through the gantry.

“But the shape of a thing is not the thing itself,” Wendy said. “Remember what René Magritte said.”

We looked at her blankly, except for Inspector Lestrade, who was smiling at her. “’Ceci n’est pas une pipe’,” the inspector said. “’This is not a pipe’. I’m impressed by your knowledge of Belgian surrealist painters.”

“The Treachery of Images is one of my favourite paintings,” Wendy said, grinning.

We boarded the train while Wendy and Inspector Lestrade continued to talk about art stuff that I didn’t really understand.

When we got to Takadanobaba, we saw a large crowd of mostly older students with large backpacks and multiple books in their hands walking around the station. The box was tucked away in a corner near another convenience store.

When we got nearer to the obento, some students started taking pictures of Inspector Lestrade’s robot costume, as well as of Watson and Moran. A few students even asked to take photographs with the two-and-a-half robots. While all this was happening, Chihiyo took photos of the obento and uploaded them onto Instanoodlegram.

“Huh, that’s different,” Chihiyo said looking closely at the obento.

When I looked inside the box I saw that the bed of rice had an Astro Boy design. Pieces of omelette made up all the flesh-coloured parts, including his face, arms, torso and legs. Pieces of seaweed represented his distinctive hair and shorts, while red pickles served as his boots. Corn niblets under his boots were made to look like Astro Boy’s jet flames, which allowed him to fly in the anime. Wendy had a puzzled look on her face.
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“What do you mean?” I asked. “It’s another stylised obento. How is it any different?”

“Because this one references the location it was found in,” Nazhar said, flipping through his guidebook. Inspector Lestrade looked at me, then quickly scooped up the obento and put it in another evidence bag. She gave me a cheeky grin.

“Astro Boy points to Takadanobaba Station?” Mom asked.

“Well, maybe not the station itself, but definitely the neighbourhood of Takadanobaba,” Nazhar said. “It’s where this robot was created in 2003, according to Osamu Tezuka.”

“Oh!” Wendy said. “That was the music in the station when we stepped off the train! The Astro Boy theme!”

“Hai!” Chihiyo said. “Tezuka-sensei is the creator of Astro Boy, and there’s a lot of Astro Boy art around this neighbourhood. I think there’s this huge mural just outside the station!”

We followed Chihiyo as she walked briskly to the station exit. When we emerged, Wendy gasped. What Chihiyo said was true! There was art dedicated to Tezuka-sensei’s characters that stretched from one end of a very long wall to the other just opposite the train station! She and Dad immediately started taking photographs and whispering about which characters they needed to own as stuffed animals. Mom loudly proclaimed that she could hear everything they were talking about.

I didn’t know the older manga and anime as well as Wendy did, and I often forgot the name of creators, but I really should have remembered the father of manga and godfather of anime.

“That is different,” I said. “The other obento have had designs that pointed to other places, not where they were left. Eliza, what do you think?”

Eliza who was also staring at the wall of art look surprised. I could tell she wasn’t expecting me to ask for her opinion. I guess I couldn’t really blame her. I wasn’t as comfortable asking her for help as I was the rest of the Supper Club, but I was making an effort to change.

“Uh...yeah, it’s...different,” she said, spinning around to look back. “This station also isn’t as busy as the others where the obento were left, but it’s still tucked in a slightly out of the way area.”

She was right. I had noticed that as well. Even the students who had been here before had already cleared out, and the station was relatively quiet.

“That’s only because we’re here at the wrong time,” Chihiyo said. “Those students go to the Waseda University nearby. It’s a very prestigious school.

“So the area still gets pretty crowded then?” I asked.

“Oh,” Eliza said frowning.

“No, don’t feel bad, Eliza,” Chihiyo said. “You’re partly right. The station is only busy when students come in the morning or leave in the evening.”

“Hurm...” I said. None of this was making any sense.

“Sam, you have your thinking face on,” Mom said.

“He got that from me too,” Dad proudly said, nodding before he went back to taking photographs.

“It’s just very strange,” I said. “These obento don’t seem to be telling us anything like I originally thought.” I looked at Inspector Lestrade, who had removed her robot head again. “These aren’t ransom letters asking for money or anything, so why are the kidnappers leaving them around?”

“And in high-traffic areas,” Dad said. “Like they want as many people as possible to see them?”

“But also slightly hidden away,” Jimmy said.

“And what do the previous obento and the robberies have to do with these obento and the kidnapping, if anything?” Eliza asked. “How long has this been going on?”

“Wait a second,” I said as something dawned on me. “Inspector Lestrade, can you check to see if there have been any other reported robberies lately, and cross-reference them with where and when Chihiyo and her friends found the obento boxes?”

“That will take a bit of time, but yes, I can do that,” Inspector Lestrade said. “However, the police still don’t think Sumi-sensei was kidnapped, so they may not be too keen to help me. But I will nevertheless try.”

Inspector Lestrade moved back inside the station as she took out her phone.

“What are you thinking, Sherlock?” Nazhar asked.

“Chihiyo said before that her friends in the group thought the obento were messages of some kind, but they didn’t know what,” I said. “What if the message is where to commit a robbery?”

“That makes sense, Master Sherlock,” Moran said. “It would explain why all the obento boxes we have found recently were all outside convenience stores.”

“But there wasn’t any convenience store where Sumi-sensei was taken,” Chihiyo said. “At least, there were none in the video.”

“That-is-true,” Watson said.

“Then why was the obento there?” Eliza asked.

“Maybe they wanted to communicate to someone that the kidnapping was done?” Mom asked.

“But if you’ve already gotten away with a crime, why run the risk of announcing it?” I replied. “I know some criminals have a pathological need to get caught and become famous for their crimes, but only the Riddler leaves obtuse clues, and his are usually easier to decipher.”

Nazhar suddenly looked very worried. His ever-present guidebook dangled from his hand forgotten. He gulped and started, “Sherlock, what if—”

I knew what he suspected. To be honest, it had occurred to me as well. That this wasn’t just a kidnapping and was something more... deadly. “No, there’s no reason to think that,” I said. “Not yet.”

“What if a rival animation studio kidnapped Sumi-sensei?” Wendy asked. “You know, to stop her from working on anything new. We should go to Studio Ghibli and ask them.” She grinned.

Dad laughed. “I don’t think Hayao Miyazaki or Isao Takahata would do something like that.”

“I promise we’ll go when this is all over,” Mom said, patting Wendy on her shoulder.

Wendy crossed her arms. “We better,” she said. “I really want to ride the Catbus.”

Suddenly, a robot dashed out of the station! Inspector Lestrade had put her costume head back on. She stumbled to a halt right in front of us.

“Sherlock Sam! Sherlock Sam! There is a man! A man!” she whispered in what she apparently thought was a soft voice, but was in fact, quite loud.

“A man? There are many...er, men around us, Inspector,” I replied, confused. Dad pointed at himself when I said that.

“I mean a man with an obento, Sherlock Sam! Obento!” the inspector hissed. “Look! He emerges from the station!”

As we all turned to look, she hissed again, “Don’t look!”

“But you just told us to loo—” Nazhar said.

“Look but don’t look, Nazhar,” Eliza whispered. “We’ve been practicing this, remember?” Nazhar looked completely befuddled as he looked everywhere but at the man who had walked out of the train station. Eliza sighed, snatched his guidebook and told him to look at that instead.

“Do you mean to say that you saw that man leave an obento in the station, Inspector?” I asked. As soon as I said that, Jimmy immediately ran in and out of the station in a flash.

“There’s a new obento where we found the other one, Sherlock!” he said excitedly. And also very loudly, causing the inspector to wince. Fortunately, the man was already a short distance away from us, but we could still see him moving. He looked in his 20s and had long brown hair tied up in a ponytail. I wasn’t able to get a good look at his face, but I noticed he was as tall as Dad.

“Why would he—” Eliza said.

“Should-we-not-follow-this-suspect?” Watson interrupted.

“Right! We should! But stealthily!” I said, pulling Eliza and Nazhar along behind me.

“Maybe I should stay here,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Just in case someone else comes along.”

I nodded and gestured for everyone else follow me.

We dashed after the man right up until he made a left turn and disappeared from our line of sight. As we reached the corner where he was, we expected to see him ahead of us once again, but, alas he had vanished!

“Wow. What were the chances that there would be a cross junction right where he disappeared?” Wendy said.

We stared helplessly at the four separate streets in front of us. They were narrow and lined with houses and trees. It seemed like a quiet residential neighbourhood.

“Watson! Can you fly up to see if you can spot him from above?” I said.

“Yes. The-moisture-from-above-might-cause-me-to-rust-faster-but-I-live-to-serve,” my robot replied as his engines spluttered to life with a loud “POP”. He hovered high over us, scanning the surroundings.
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“Perhaps I could be of service as well, Master Sherlock,” Moran said. “I can use my rocket skates to chase the suspect once Watson  has found him.” I was speechless. A robot had actually volunteered to help out without me asking. And without any sarcastic comments. I nodded.

Unfortunately, it was not to be. When Watson came down, he reported that the narrow streets were too heavily shielded by trees and power lines for him to get a good look. Plus, the streets farther down narrowed and made it harder for him to see from above. He had spotted a few people, but they didn’t look like the man we had been chasing. He proceeded to show me a new, non-existent spot of rust on his metal body that I promptly ignored.

“Where could he have gone, Samuel?” Eliza asked. “Into one of the houses, you think?”

“That’s entirely possible,” I said. “And there are too many houses for us to conduct a search.”

“Especially since the police don’t want to get involved,” Chihiyo added. “No one in Tokyo is going to let a group of strangers search their house. I wouldn’t even let you guys through the main gate of our apartment building.”

“Let’s head back to the station, son,” Dad said. “Perhaps Inspector Lestrade has an idea of what we can do next.”

Dejectedly, we walked back to where the inspector was waiting. Seeing us walk in without the suspect, she looked disappointed. She had picked up the abandoned obento, and she now showed it to us. It was just white rice and lots of pickles and seaweed haphazardly thrown together.

“That’s really strange,” Chihiyo said. “Why would they leave another box so soon? And with no design?”

I thought about it for a while, then snapped my fingers. “Because we removed the obento box that was inside the station!”

“What do you mean, Sam?” Mom asked.

“Maybe the man who put the box there was still around after he had left the original box. Maybe he came back and saw the box had gone missing. Maybe he thought that one of the students had taken the box and decided to quickly replace it! That would explain why the obento was so random and messy! And supports the idea that the designs never had anything to do with anything!”

“I-know-students-who-would-eat-random-food-they-found,” Watson said.

“That is a lot of maybes, Sherlock Sam,” Inspected Lestrade said. “But all your maybes also make sense.” She was interrupted by a phone call and wandered away from us.

At that same moment, Chihiyo’s phone buzzed.

“Is it another photograph?” Eliza asked.

Chihiyo furrowed her brow. “Hai, but...” She looked up from her phone. “The obento is not at a train station like the last few have been. It’s inside Nakano Broadway.”

Inspector Lestrade returned. “Sherlock Sam,  you are a maybe genius!” she said excitedly.

“I-am-often-also-unsure-of-Sherlock’s-apparent-genius,” Watson replied.

Inspector Lestrade ignored him. I did as well. “The Tokyo Metropolitan Police confirmed that there have been a rash of robberies in the past two months,” she said, “and every location where Chihiyo and her friends photographed an obento box was robbed that same evening. The first robberies were reported from Electric Town. The police will now be on the lookout for the obento.”


So all my maybes might have been right after all! And I couldn’t have done it without the help of my friends, new and old!

“My friend Inio is going to be thrilled his theory was correct,” Chihiyo said. “The obento was being used to communicate something, and that something was what to rob.”

“But what does it have to do with Sumisensei’s kidnapping?” I asked.

“Let’s think about that on the way to Nakano,” Mom said.

We were getting closer to an answer, but we still needed more clues.
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The Yamanote line did not go to Nakano Broadway, so we had to take another line for the first time during this case. We changed to the Chuo Rapid line at Shinjuku station, and took it one stop to Nakano Station. Wendy loudly pointed out that this line could also take us to Mitaka Station, which is where we would have to go to catch the Catbus to Studio Ghibli.

When we stepped out of Nakano Station, we saw a long shopping arcade leading towards  the fabled Nakano Broadway. The shopping arcade was packed with clothing and shoe stores, souvenir shops, and lots of restaurants, including a Mos Burger! I was more interested in the Lotteria that was also there because we couldn’t find that fast food chain back home. Perhaps we could have a second breakfast. I wondered what their menu was like.

Both Chihiyo and Inspector Lestrade’s phones beeped before we made it through the shopping arcade.

“NHK news is reporting on us,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Or rather, they are reporting on me, Watson and Moran at Takadanobaba Station. They even have photos. One is of Watson flying!”

“We are drawing attention to ourselves,” Moran said.

“’We’?” Eliza said. “I don’t think ’we’ are drawing attention to anything. It’s you and the inspector’s cosplaying. Watson knew how to be discreet when it was just him.”

“It’s okay, Eliza,” Wendy said linking arms with her classmate. “So we’re on TV. It’s not a big deal.”

“I-am-automatically-the-center-of-attention-wherever-I-go,” Watson said. “Now-Moran-shares-the-superstar-spotlight-with-me. Robots-are-cool.”

“Moran’s no superstar,” Eliza scoffed. Wendy gave Eliza a small hug. Eliza just sighed and looked away from Moran.

We entered Nakano Broadway, a heaven for the manga and anime otaku of Japan and beyond. Every shop here sold a variety of manga, video games, toys, DVDs and even clothes for cosplaying! The famous Mandarake was also located here and each level specialised in something different. We could spend an entire day here and still not see everything! Dad’s eyes were huge and feverishly bright and Mom was holding on very tightly to his arm.

We found the obento near the entrance of the mall, in front of a café. I stopped Inspector Lestrade before she picked it up.

“Let’s go in and talk to the owners first,” I said. “Maybe they will be willing to set up a sting operation.”

“Ouch. Stings hurt,” Jimmy said.

I instructed Watson to inform the owners of the café that their store might be in danger of being robbed and that they should immediately call the police. The police would be able to catch the thief in the act if they moved quickly. Watson strolled into the café and said, “Sumimasen. Konnichiwa.” He continued in Japanese, but I couldn’t follow after the first two words.

“Wat is telling them Moran has free scones and clotted cream.”


“I don’t know, what?” Wendy asked.

“Wat.”

“What?” Wendy asked.

“Yes,” Chihiyo said, nodding. She was looking at my sister oddly.

“Let’s not start this again,” I said. “Let’s focus on what’s important.”

“The bee sting!” Jimmy said.

“No,” I said. “The fact that Watson is giving away my scones and clotted cream! I haven’t figured out how to refill Moran yet!” Trust Watson to come up with a plan to give away my precious hidden stash of food!

“Sherlock, the trap,” Nazhar said over his guidebook.

“Yes, fine.” I crossed my arms and watched Watson give away some of my delicious scones and clotted cream.

When Watson and Moran came back out, I said, “We need to question some of these shopkeepers about what they might have seen.”

“Yes-I-am-sure-you-will-be-‘questioning’,” Watson said. My robot knew me too well.

I was still pretty sure the designs had nothing  to do with anything at this point, but I had to take a look at the obento anyway, just in case.

As we had just been on the news, I was worried that we might attract too much unwanted attention. I made sure that Mom, Dad and Inspector Lestrade stood around me, since they were taller and could block prying eyes. Moran, Nazhar and Eliza, who were tall as well, helped. Once I was sure I was hidden, I opened the obento box.

The design on this obento was a ninja, mostly made out of seaweed and green pickles, but its nunchaku were made of corn niblets. Mount Fuji was also depicted in the background, using fish cake and mushrooms. I had Watson take a photograph of it.

“I don’t recognize the character,” Chihiyo said.


“Maybe-it-is-a-historical-person?” Watson asked. “Was-there-a-ninja-clan-at-Mount-Fuji?”

Nazhar slammed his guidebook shut and turned to look at us. “Ninjas are not real. They never were. At least not in the way they are presented in popular culture today. Yes, there were people trained in espionage and assassination in Japan’s feudal era, but not a single one of them could disappear on command, or run up the sides of buildings, or jump onto roofs from the ground. They didn’t even wear black! That comes from kabuki! They dressed to blend into their surroundings, which means they dressed as farmers, dancers, samurai, noblemen and women, whatever the mission required. Some of the tactics these spies and mercenaries used came from China and even India as an antithesis to the bushido code. But they were not these super-powered people who were wholly evil and waged secret warfare.”

We all stared at Nazhar.

Finally, I said, “Wow, is that what I sound like when I start talking about some scientific or mathematical concept?”

“I usually stop listening to you after the first couple of sentences,” Nazhar replied. The rest of the Supper Club nodded when he said that. I made a face at my friends.

“Well, it doesn’t really matter who the ninja on the obento is, right?” Eliza said, patting Nazhar on the back. “Since not a single obento has actually showed where the next one might be placed. It also didn’t give us any kind of information associated with the kidnappers, so there wouldn’t be much point trying to figure out who the ninja is supposed to be or going to Mount Fuji.”

“Eliza’s right,” I said. “Though we should probably go to Mount Fuji once we solve the case. Let’s ask the shop employees if they saw anything before the obento appeared.”

I was certain Eliza was right about the designs on the obento, but something was nagging at me. The obento themselves couldn’t be as random as they appeared. There had to be something that connected them beyond the messaging system they were being used as, something that would point to the kidnappers. I wished we had taken a photograph of the suspect we saw at Takadanobaba station. That would have definitely sped up the investigation.

We stayed together and walked around to many of the shops, asking about the obento. Nobody had seen anything, which was becoming a common, and frustrating, answer.

We walked by a stuffed toys shop and Wendy immediately volunteered to ask the employees what they might have seen. Mom saw through Wendy’s ploy and went in after her. We followed so that Chihiyo or Watson could talk to the shop owners. I saw Wendy grab a large Totoro plush toy and show it to Mom, who turned to look for Dad. “Michael, look at the size of the toy that your daughter wants—”

Mom cut herself short when she saw that Dad was carrying an even bigger stuffed Totoro.
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“What was that, dear?”

Wendy gasped when she saw what Dad was carrying, and immediately put her plush toy down. “Let’s get that one!”

Outnumbered two to one, Mom decided to let the matter drop, except to mutter, “You guys are packing that yourselves.”

“Nobody’s seen or heard anything,” Chihiyo announced, when she was done talking to the shop owners.

“I-did-not-find-out-anything-either,” Watson added.

“We’re just wasting our time here,” Eliza said, “and possibly tipping off the thieves to your plan.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Besides, I’m hungry.”

“Too bad we can’t just eat the obento,” Jimmy said.

“You-mean-like-Sherlock-did?” Watson said. The others laughed.

“I only ate the one, and it was an accident!” I said.

But then it clicked. “I’ve got it!”

“You’ve got what?” Jimmy asked.


“We need to get back to the hotel!” I said. “I know how to crack this case wide open!”

[image: Illustration]




[image: Illustration]

I convinced Mom to let us get some burgers from Lotteria before we got on the train—it didn’t take more than five minutes because the service there was really efficient. If she had known my plan, she probably would have said no. I hurriedly ate my burger, and we got on the first Chuo Line train back to Shinjuku.

We changed to the Yamanote Line and got off at Ikebukuro. We rushed to our hotel and went up to our rooms. I asked Mom to bring the previous day’s obento from the refrigerator in her room, while Inspector Lestrade took out the ones we’d gotten earlier in the day from her backpack (I didn’t even notice she had a backpack. She must have storage facilities in her costume). I even had Watson display a hologram of the first obento that I had accidentally eaten.

Once all the clues were on display, I started to explain my theory to everyone.

“The first obento,” I said pointing at Watson’s hologram, “was found in Ikebukuro a few days ago, and depicted sakura trees and a panda face.”

“Which we thought meant Ueno Park,” Nazhar said.

“Right, and then suddenly more obento started showing up. One a few days ago, then two yesterday and another two today. Well, three if you count the replacement bento the suspect placed,” I said.

“Four today,” Chihiyo said. “My friends have just spotted another obento at Mitaka Station, and it has a Totoro on it.”

“We need to go right now!” Wendy said, standing up. “I told you we should have gone to Studio Ghibli!”

“If I’m right, we will only have one more place to go, but let’s finish going through these clues,” I said.

Wendy looked disappointed as she sat back down. “We should at least warn the police to lay another trap,” she said, sounding defeated. Inspector Lestrade immediately made the call.

“The next one was at Tokyo Station and featured a temple gate!” Jimmy said.

“Which we thought pointed to the Kaminarimon gate in Asakusa,” Nazhar said, gesturing with his handy guidebook.

“The second one from yesterday was the one in Shinjuku station showing a book,” Moran said. “Which we thought might lead us to a bookstore, the nearest one being Books Kinokuniya.”

“This-morning-after-Sherlock-committed-waffle-robot-armageddon—”

“Let’s stick to the obento without any commentary, please,” I said, interrupting Watson.

“We-found-another-at-Takadanobaba-Station-and-it-featured-one-of-the-best-robots-ever-who-would-never-allow-himself-to-be-made-into-a-waffle.”

“Which pointed to Takadanobaba itself,” Wendy said, “the birthplace of Astro Boy.”

“And then we found the obento with no real design,” Nazhar said. “If Sherlock is right, it’s a replacement for the one we took.”

“We then found the last one at Nakano Broadway showing a ninja at Mount Fuji,” Eliza said, “which points to Mount Fuji.” Watson switched his hologram from the first obento I had eaten to the last one we had left to lure the thieves.

“And finally,” I said, “the one at Mitaka Station with Totoro on it, which points to Studio Ghibli.”

“Which is where we should be going right now! We need to stop the robbery! Totoro needs our help!” Wendy exclaimed. Dad tried to calm her down. She flopped onto the bed, hugging the Totoro that was clearly too big for her. She could barely put her arms around it.

“What do all these scenes and images on the obento have in common?” I asked, ignoring Wendy.

“Other than the replacement, they feature things that are quintessentially Japanese,” Nazhar said. “Or at least, what non-Japanese think of when they think of Japan. But even then, the replacement had ingredients that are often used in Japanese cooking.”

“Are the kidnappers foreigners?” Chihiyo asked.

“Nazhar’s close, but not quite,” I said. “The book could be from anywhere, after all, and the panda is very clearly not Japanese, but all the places depicted are where lots of people go, both Japanese and tourists.”

“What does that tell us?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“It tells us that these obento are not clues for the kidnapping,” I said. “In fact, they’re not clues for anything.”


“We already knew that they weren’t really connected to the kidnapping, yes?” Inspector Lestrade said. “But they were being left behind to signal when a retail establishment should be robbed, so they were clues for something.”

“Yes, the physical obento itself was a clue, but not the designs inside. The hurriedly left replacement obento solidifies my theory,” I said. “I think the designs inside were just to entice potential customers. The replacement was an anomaly. I have a theory about that, but I’ll explain later.”

“Potential customers?” Inspector Lestrade asked. “For robberies? Risible!”

“Let him explain, Inspector,” Mom said. “He almost always has really good reasons for what he believes.”

“And he usually has proof too,” Dad added. I was glad my parents were firmly in my corner, especially as we were dealing with a new law enforcement officer.

“Chihiyo mentioned a couple of things yesterday at Tokyu Hands that stuck in my mind,” I said. “First, she said that most obento restaurants use the lacquered boxes that we saw in the store.”

“Like all the boxes used for the mysterious obento that we’ve been finding,” Eliza said.

“Yes, and I also said that some of the obento boxes have distinctive designs so the restaurants can be told apart,” Chihiyo said, “but except for the red-and-black lacquer, there is no distinctive design.”

“True,” I said, “but that wasn’t all you said. I didn’t remember any of this until Jimmy mentioned actually eating the obento.”

I saw Chihiyo’s eyes light up. “Every restaurant has a distinctive taste!”

“Exactly!” I said. “All I need to do is eat all these obento and find out what that distinctive taste is, and then we’ll have a real clue leading to a specific restaurant. Because even if the obento aren’t clues for the kidnapping, they are still connected and the kidnappers did drop one at Sumi-sensei’s kidnapping.” I looked at Inspector Lestrade. “I’ve got a gut feeling we’ll find her at the restaurant these obento are coming from.”

“Samuel Tan Cher Lock!” Mom said. “You just ate a hamburger!”

“But this is for the case, Mom!”

She looked at me disapprovingly. “You knew you’d have to eat the obento before you asked for the Lotteria burger, didn’t you?”

I looked sheepishly at the floor. Yes, this had been my plan, which was why I hadn’t told anybody until we got here. I really wanted that burger.

“We will talk about this later, young man,” Dad said, “but for now, I think we have no choice. We have to let him eat the obento.”

“We have to let him eat some of the obento,” Mom said. “No more than three bites from each one.”

“Wait a moment,” Inspector Lestrade said. “We remember that these are all clues in an ongoing criminal investigation, yes?”

“Another reason why Sam won’t be eating the whole thing,” Mom said.

I was slightly deflated, but I would still be eating a fair amount of obento in order to solve that crime. I had Watson take recordings of all the obento before I started eating. I decided to stick to what all the obento had in common, which was the seaweed, the corn and the bed of white rice. The pickles changed from obento to obento in colour and type, and some had mushrooms or omelette or other things.

The rice and seaweed tasted exactly how I expected them to, just like they taste in basically every other dish imaginable, but the corn definitely had a distinctive taste, a flavour I noticed when I ate the first obento the day before.

“I’ve had this kind of corn before,” I announced, “but not in Japanese food.”

Chihiyo tasted some of the corn, as did Wendy, Eliza, Jimmy, Nazhar and even Mom and Dad. Inspector Lestrade continued to stare at us with a horrified look.

“What is that?” Chihiyo asked.

“I know this flavour,” Wendy said.

“We all do,” I said. “We’ve had it the few times we’ve visited Uncle Fidel, Auntie Maria Olga and Luis at their home.” We had once helped them on a case when Luis had been receiving sinister letters. They were Mexican-Americans, and Auntie Maria Olga always cooked authentic Mexican food when we came over for dinner.
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Jimmy got it first. “It’s Mexican cheese and chilli flakes! Like how Auntie Maria Olga makes her corn on the cob!”

“That’s right!” I said. “Now, all we have to do is taste as much obento as possible around Tokyo until we find the restaurant that has this distinctly-flavoured corn!” I was giddy with excitement at the thought of eating my way through Tokyo’s best obento places.

“I hate to burst your bubble, Sherlock,” Chihiyo said. “But I actually already know which obento restaurant has this particular flavour.”

My disappointment must have shown on my face because Mom said, “It’s okay, Sam. It’s not like I was going to let you eat all the obento in Tokyo, so Chihiyo didn’t actually take anything away from you.”

That did not make me feel any better.

“Let me make a few calls before we go,” Inspector Lestrade said.

We were very close to finding Sumi-sensei!
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We took the Yamanote Line to Harajuku, where Chihiyo said the obento restaurant was located. It was a Sunday, so there were a lot of young people there, showing off their “looks”. All of their outfits were elaborate and they had clearly taken a lot of time to put on suitable make-up and accessories. Every group had its own fashion identity, and it was interesting to see how important it was for each group to be different from each other, but every individual in that group to be the same.

“I think those are ganguro girls,” Nazhar said, looking from his guide to a group of young ladies whose skin was very orange.

“Why do they want to look like that?” Wendy asked, frowning.

“Why do teenagers do anything?” Dad asked sighing. “To rebel.”

Mom elbowed him in the ribs. “He means everybody has their own path to follow, even if nobody else can understand it yet.” She smiled at Inspector Lestrade, who was still in her robot suit.

The obento restaurant was two storeys tall, but quite narrow, wedged in between two high-end fashion outlets. The walls had been painted blue and green.

“Kazoku no o bentō,” Chihiyo said. She pointed at the Japanese characters on the wall. “It means ’Family Obento’.”

“This is a family place?” Jimmy asked. “With  dads that kidnap people? Dad’s aren’t supposed to do that!”

“Dads aren’t supposed to do a lot of things, Jimmy,” Eliza said, looking at the floor. Mom put a hand on her shoulder.

We entered the restaurant and my suspicions that it would be cramped were confirmed, but that hadn’t been much of a deductive leap on my part. Due to the space constraints in the Tokyo Metro area, most places were cramped. There were two booths in the back of the restaurant, and there was a counter with many stools that formed a semi-circle around a central kitchen. This meant that customers could sit right in front of the chef making their food.

In the centre of the kitchen was a large refrigerator, with many ready-made obento already inside, but on top of the refrigerator were a few lacquered boxes.

“It seems this is the right place,” Moran said. “The red-and-black obento boxes match the ones from Miss Chihiyo’s pictures and the ones we’ve been finding.”

“The-boxes-are-quite-empty-however,” Watson said. “Perhaps-the-restaurant-is-not-doing-very-well?”

“Opening your own restaurant is really tough,” Mom said. “Keeping it open is even tougher.” I saw Dad give her hand a reassuring squeeze, but my attention was drawn by something else.

In the booth to the right of the staircase was a messy stack of paperwork. I walked towards it to get a closer look and saw profit-and-loss statements, bank loan paperwork, circuit diagrams, obento recipes that came with hand-drawn illustrations of how to create characters and what specialised tools were needed, and designs of a lanky man with big, poofy hair holding trays of obento.

We were definitely in the right place.

The voices of three men speaking Japanese  suddenly floated downstairs. I could hear their thumping footsteps as they made their way down the staircase and I backed up as quickly as I could. They seemed to be arguing and hadn’t noticed our presence. The two younger men were dressed in black suits; one had long brown hair, the other short black hair. Both looked like they were in their 20s and had been in a few fights. The man with long hair definitely looked familiar. His hair was no longer in a ponytail, but he was the same age and height as the man we saw at Takadanobaba station.

“The older man is telling them that he cannot believe they would be so stupid,” Chihiyo whispered. “And they are saying that no one knows about—” She stopped as the men reached the bottom of the staircase and stood right in front of us, their argument abruptly ending.

The older man looked like he was in his 50s and had his shirt sleeves rolled up. His muscular arms were covered with scars that crisscrossed over his forearms. They definitely did not look like scars that resulted from accidents in the kitchen. He was also missing his left pinky and had a scar running over his right eye that continued down his cheek. And he still had his unibrow. “Nandesuka?” he said. His tone was abrupt.

The three men stared at Inspector Lestrade in her robot costume, and then at Watson and Moran.

“Um, konnichiwa,” I said. “I really hope you speak English.”

“Yes, we do,” the older man said, “but we’re not open yet.”

“The-sign-said-‘open’,” Watson said.

The older man turned to the long-haired younger man and slapped him on the back of his head. “Baka!” he snarled.

“I think maybe we should go,” Dad said quietly. He took a step forward, placing himself between us and the three men.

“Sumimasen. Please forgive my outburst,” the older man said looking at my father. “And please stay. Since my idiot employee left the ’open’ sign on, he will now make you obento.”

“What?” the long-haired man said. “I don’t know how to make obento.”

Hearing that solidified my theory. It made sense. The man’s lack of skill was why the replacement obento at Takadanobaba was so hastily thrown together. He must have rushed back to the restaurant once he noticed his original box was missing and couldn’t find a replacement because the proper obento had all been sold. He had no choice but to create a new obento.

“You’ve been placing obento all over this city without my permission,” the older man said. “Surely you can make one now when you’ve been given an order.”

“We don’t want to be any trouble,” Mom said. She was standing next to Dad. “We should just go.” Mom gave the inspector a look.

“No,” the older man said, narrowing his eyes. “Stay. I insist.”

The older man’s body language was menacing and the restaurant seemed to get smaller for a moment, but I screwed up my courage.

“I’ve seen photographs of you,” I said. “You’re Jiro the Blade.”

The older man’s eyes flashed with anger. “No, I am not,” he said. “I am simply a humble restaurant owner. That foul name was invented by the police to harass me.”

The two younger men started to circle around us. I could see Dad, Mom and Inspector Lestrade tense up. My sister looked worried and pulled Jimmy closer to her. Nazhar and Eliza stood with them. Watson and Moran remained motionless.

“And who might you be?” Jiro the Blade asked.

“My name is Sherlock Sam,” I said. “My friends and I are consulting detectives from Singapore, and we’re here to prove you kidnapped Mona Sumi-sensei, the famous animator.”

The two younger men abruptly stopped moving and looked at Jiro with panic in their eyes.

“What would possibly make you think that?” Jiro asked. I could see the muscles in his arms flex as he clenched and unclenched his fists.

“The obento you accused your employee of placing all over the city without your permission,” I said. “They were used as signals for robberies.”

“Oh, were they?” There was an edge to Jiro’s voice as his gaze darted to where his two employees were standing.

“Yes,” I said. “The obento signalled co-conspirators inside convenience stores all over the city to leave doors unlocked for them. Your employees started in Electric Town, not realising the electronic parts there were just old, not old and valuable.”

Jiro the Blade glared at his two employees. “Even if that were true, what does that have to do with a missing animator?”

“Your employees were lazy. They didn’t want to make two trips for their two different crimes. But because of that, they accidentally left an obento in Ikebukuro station when they kidnapped Sumi-sensei,” I said. “She must have struggled and they needed both hands to hold on to her. They had no choice but to drop the obento they were carrying. Obento that they had intended to leave outside a shop in the train station that they were going to rob.”

“They dropped WHAT?” Jiro shouted the last word, his head swinging wildly in the direction of his employees. The two younger men cringed. Realising he still had an audience, Jiro quickly composed himself. “What motive would I possibly have to kidnap an animator? They make fantasy cartoons. I live in the real world.”

“But Sumi-sensei’s fantasy cartoon was based on events that happened in your personal life, didn’t it? Specifically when you were a student in school,” I said. “It was making you look stupid.”

Chihiyo gasped. “Wait! You’re Kenjiro Tsugawa, the restaurateur! I can’t believe I didn’t realise it earlier. You went to school with Sumi-sensei!”

“Yes, he did,” I said. “And he constantly tripped over his own pants when he was in school with Sumi-sensei, just like the newest character in Supapanman.”

“The bumbling gangster is supposed to be Jiro the Blade?” Wendy asked.

“NO!” Jiro bellowed. He picked up a knife from the counter and took a step towards us, but Watson immediately extended his new steam-driven hand with the whizzing pizza cutter and took a long step forward to stand in front of us protectively. Despite the tense  situation, I felt a flash of pride. I knew that while my robot could be sarcastic and lazy, he would also protect us at any cost. Inspector Lestrade sprang into action as well.
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“J’accuse!” she shouted. “I am Inspector Geneviève Lestrade of Interpol, and I am placing you under arrest!”

“French people actually say that?” Jimmy asked.

Jiro laughed. “You and what army?”

As if on cue, multiple officers from the Tokyo Metropolitan Police ran into the restaurant from the front door. Armed officers came down from the staircase behind Jiro. They were shouting in Japanese. I would be lying if I said I hadn’t been scared. The entire situation had been incredibly scary.

Sumi-sensei was found by the police in a room upstairs, along with a lot of cash and some old electronic parts (that the none-too-bright younger men had stolen thinking they would be worth a lot of money). Inspector Lestrade spoke to the police officers, who constantly bowed to her. She bowed back, which triggered another bow, and another...and another. Moran finally put a stop to it by serving tea and scones, which confused everyone.

I walked over to Sumi-sensei and asked, “Are you okay, Sumi-sensei?” I was actually very nervous about meeting her. I almost started to tell her about my favourite Supapanman episode, but I was too shy to get the words out.

“As okay as I can be,” she said. “I hear I have you to thank for my rescue.”

“It wasn’t just me,” I said, blushing. “I had a lot of help.” I gestured at my family and friends, both old and new.

She stared into space. “Jiro used to be such a sweet boy. He was my best friend in school.” She smiled at me. “I thought I could remind him of how he used to be by including a caricature of him in Supapanman, but I guess he was too far  gone already. He told me as soon as I got fired for missing so many deadlines, he’d let me go. That he couldn’t have his men snickering behind his back. As if a person who falls down, but always gets up after, is anything to laugh at.”

I looked over at Jimmy and grinned. “What are you going to do now?” I asked her.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “But I’ve got an idea for a new superhero who gets different powers depending on which kind of obento he eats.” The animator smiled at me again.

Inspector Lestrade walked over. “My supervisor congratulated me. I managed to solve two cases with one bird. He did say that one case did not need INTERPOL’s intervention though.”

“That is great,” Moran said. He high-fived her, robot to human-as-robot.

“Yeah, it’s really great,” she said. “He even said he’d give me more cases and stop ignoring my hunches. And I have you to thank, Sherlock Sam.”

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

I looked at Watson, expecting a sarcastic remark, but he just looked at Moran.

“Oh, right,” Moran said. His left hand retracted into his arm and came back out with a slip of paper. He read from it sounding eerily like his new mentor: “Only-because-his-stomach-is-bigger-than-his-brain. How was that?”

“The-student-has-become-the-master,” Watson said. “I-am-so-proud.”

 

* * *

 

We flew back home and enjoyed the rest of our December holidays in the familiar Singapore heat. It took Jimmy a while to get his arms to stop sticking straight out, but not before he caused a few incidents in the library.

We all spent a lot of time with Eliza, whose parents were now officially divorced. Their  custody agreement, which they had talked to Eliza about before making official, was for Eliza to spend Sunday evenings through Friday mornings with her dad, and Fridays after school through Sunday evenings with her mom. Public and school holidays would be special days, and her parents would divide those equally, alternating every year.

It wasn’t an ideal situation for Eliza, having to split her time between her parents’ homes, but she knew it meant her parents still loved her. Otherwise they wouldn’t be trying so hard to spend so much time with her. Adjusting to the new situation was going be difficult for her for quite some time.

Inspector Lestrade would sometimes call us about possible cases in far off places before calling back a few hours later dismissing it as a false alarm. I asked her once if her supervisor was still taking her hunches seriously.

“No, unfortunately, nothing has changed despite what he said after I solved the case in Tokyo. He thinks I was too lucky,” she said. “And so I will keep calling you whenever I find cases that no one else wants to look at, and we will solve these odd cases together.”

I told the Supper Club what she had said, and they were super excited about the possible free trips around the world.

Chihiyo called me to videochat one morning.

“Ohayō, Sherlock!” she said. “Sumi-sensei has finished some test animation for her new series, and you’ll never guess what she decided to use!”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I need clues before I can deduce anything,” I said smiling.

“Do a search for ’robot obento’ and see for yourself,” she said grinning. “It has become quite popular on Instanoodlegram.”

“Okay, I will,” I said. “What’s happened to Jiro the Blade?”

“He’s in jail for the rest of his life, and his  entire organization is being rounded up, thanks to the other two guys in the restaurant! I can’t believe they were so dumb!” Chihiyo said. “A young couple bought the restaurant during a police auction and it has became very popular after Sumi-sensei’s endorsement. They’ve actually opened a second branch in Ikebukuro!”

“That’s great,” I said. “I’m glad Sumi-sensei is doing so well.”

“Me too! She’s so amazing! I want to grow up to be just like her,” she said. “I have to go to school now. We don’t get as much vacation time in the winter like you do. I’ll talk to you later, Sherlock! Sayōnara!”

She logged off, and I immediately searched for “robot obento”. The first link was to a Japanese video. I deduced that was the correct one, so I clicked on it.
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To my surprise, I saw an animation of myself! It was a chibi version, so I had been squished down and made cuter!

The setting was Nakano Broadway, and I was grabbing a robot obento from the floor and running away. Watson, Moran, and Inspector Lestrade in her robot costume were also running away. The dialogue was in Japanese so I couldn’t understand what was being said, but I knew someone who could help.

“Watson! I need you!”
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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 Joel Tan, and he stars in this short mystery. He is a big fan of water polo and stays in Potong Pasir. We used both of these things to write this tale especially for him. The story first appeared on our website at sherlocksam.wordpress.com in a slightly different form, and without Drew’s excellent art. This story takes place some time before the Fiendish Mastermind trilogy.
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“Maybe a turtle broke in?” Jimmy asked, scratching his head.

“Turtles don’t have opposable thumbs, Jimmy,” Wendy said. “They also can’t get so high off the ground.”

“I read a story once about a superhero turtle,” Jimmy said. “She could fly.”

“No, I’m pretty sure the thief was a human,” I said.

The Supper Club and I were at the condo of our new friend Joel. He had invited us over to play water polo and have a barbecue, so we were all wearing our swimming costumes. I would personally have preferred to skip the water polo entirely and go straight to the barbecue, but Wendy said that would have been rude. When we reached the lockers near the pool, however, Joel noticed that his swimming goggles had been taken out of his locker!
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“Guys, I can’t play water polo without my lucky goggles,” Joel said. “I don’t even want to go into the water without them!”

“Why-do-you-insist-on-bringing-me-near-bodies-of-water?” Watson asked. “I-would-have-preferred-to-stay-at-home-and-read-comics.”

“Oh well, I guess we’ll have to go straight to the barbecue,” I said, rubbing my hands together.

“Cher Lock!” Wendy snapped.

“It’s SHER-Lock!” I shouted.

“Then you should probably act like Sherlock,” Nazhar said. Jimmy nodded.

“I bet Samuel doesn’t know how to swim,” Eliza said, putting sunscreen on herself.

“I know how to swim,” I said.

“Isn’t he big enough to just float?” Jimmy asked.

Wendy laughed.

“He-is-big-enough-to-sink,” Watson said.

Wendy laughed even harder.

“It’s okay,” Nazhar said. “I know CPR. I will sit on your chest and jump up and down a few times.”

Eliza rolled her eyes. “I actually know how to do mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.”

Everybody immediately said, “Ewww.”

“Joel, when did you last see your goggles?” I asked, in an effort to steer the conversation away from my swimming skills.

“Yesterday, after I finished swimming,” he said. “Right before dinner.”

“And did you see any suspicious characters before you went up?” I asked.

“No, just my next-door neighbor Mr Pereira,” he said. “He swims a lot, too, but he has his own goggles. There was a dog there, but you already said it must have been a human.”

“Yes, but the dog may have belonged to someone, and that person may have done it,” I said.

“Is there anything else missing?” Nazhar asked.

“No, and that’s kind of weird because my music player was in the locker too, and that’s way more expensive than my goggles.”

“So the motive wasn’t a financial one...” I thought aloud, only to have Watson interrupt me.

“I-know-you-know-what-rust-is,”he said. “I-read-you-an-entire-article-about-its-corrosive-effects-last-night.”

“You know you live in a tropical country, right?” Eliza said, looking at her nails.

“I need to find those goggles, guys,” Joel said. “My school has a big match against the national champions tomorrow!”

“Maybe it was a rival from the other school?” Wendy said.

“Does anybody on the other team know about your lucky goggles?” Nazhar asked.

“All the water polo players from the other schools know about my lucky goggles,” Joel said.

“Your locker doesn’t look broken into,” I said, “but let’s go visit Mr Pereira and ask if he saw anybody he didn’t recognise, or knows who the owner of the dog is.”

“Yes-let-us-get-further-away-from-the-water,” Watson said.

Joel led us to the stairs in the main lobby.

“Wait, your building doesn’t have an elevator?” I asked.

“It’s an older building, so no, but walking up is good exercise!” Joel said.

“Sam isn’t a big fan,” Wendy said.

“No, it’s not that,” I said quickly. “What if a person in a wheelchair wanted to move here? It’s just not fair.”

“Right,” Eliza said, “it’s the plight of the handicapped that you’re concerned about.”

I sighed. At least the building was only four storeys high, and I had a two in three chance of not climbing to the top floor.

“Mr Pereira lives next door to me on the top floor,” Joel said cheerfully. “Race you to the top!”

After a million years, I reached the top. Everybody else was waiting for me rather impatiently.

“Which flat—*wheeze*—is Mr—*wheeze*— Pereira in?” I asked.

Joel pointed at the second door down the hall. I took a few minutes to catch my breath, and knocked on the door.

A very fit and very bald uncle opened the door and peered down at me. He had a very deep imprint of goggles around his eyes and head. “Yes, may I help you?” he asked.

“Hello, Uncle, our friend Joel said you swam in the pool yesterday after he finished,” I said.

“Yes, I did, and again this morning,” Mr Pereira said.

“Did you see any kids you’d never seen  before, either yesterday or today?” I asked.

“Oh, certainly, certainly,” he said, smiling. “In fact, I saw five of them.”

“Really?” I couldn’t believe it. So many people to steal one pair of goggles? Maybe they had planned a bank-style heist. “Could you describe them?”

“Of course, let me see.” He thought for a second. “There were two pretty girls, a young smiley boy, a thin older boy, and a chubby boy who asked a lot of questions.”

“Wait, one of them spoke to you?” I asked. It was unbelievable. Why would thieves speak to a possible witness? Were they trying to distract him? “Did you see them do anything suspicious?”

“I didn’t see them do anything except stand in front of my door,” he said.

Now I was really confused.

Joel started laughing. “He’s talking about you guys!”

I frowned at Mr Pereira. “Uncle, we are trying to solve a case.”

“I’m very sorry, young man, but you did not specify,” Mr Pereira said. “What is this case you’re working on?”

“Someone broke into Joel’s locker and stole his lucky goggles,” I said. “He needs them to play in tomorrow’s very important water polo match!”

“Oh, that’s a shame! I’m very sorry, Joel,” Mr Pereira said. “Do you have any suspects?”

“I saw a little dog near the pool yesterday, but I didn’t recognize it,” Joel said. “Do you know who owns that dog?”

“You mean the Scottish terrier?” Mr Pereira asked. “That’s Auntie Lani’s dog, but I’ve never seen her go anywhere near the pool.”

At that moment, the door on the left opened and out stepped a Scottish terrier. It looked at us, and immediately started barking.

“MacDuff, shush!” An older auntie emerged from the door. Her dress had multiple brightly coloured layers and she used a cane to walk.

“Oh! So many children!” she said. “Are these your friends, Joel?”

“Yes, Auntie Lani. They’re helping me find my missing lucky goggles,” Joel said. “Did you see anybody near the pool yesterday?”

“I haven’t been near the pool in ages, though I know MacDuff here sometimes likes to go down there and swim,” Auntie Lani said. “He doesn’t bring anything with him except water when he gets back. He makes a terrible mess.”

All our leads were tuning into dead ends! I had to think harder about this mys—

“Wait!” Joel shouted, startling everybody. “Mr Pereira, can you show me the goggles you used this morning?”

Mr Pereira disappeared into his flat, leaving his door open. I looked at Joel, who smiled widely. The Supper Club all shrugged their  shoulders. Except Watson, who stared at the swimming pool below.

Mr Pereira returned with goggles in his hand.

Joel took the goggles and saw ‘Joel’ written on the inside of the strap in black marker. “These are my goggles!”

“Why would you steal a kid’s lucky goggles?” Nazhar asked. “That’s just mean.”

“But I didn’t—”

“He didn’t steal anything,” I said, interrupting Mr Pereira. “It was a simple accident.”

I turned to Joel. “You accidentally left your locker unlocked yesterday when you finished swimming. When Mr Pereira came down to swim this morning, he pulled open your locker, thinking it was his.”

“You said there had been no signs the locker had been broken into,” Nazhar said.

“That’s right, and he wore my goggles to swim, as you can see by the deep indentations left behind from this morning.” Joel pointed at Mr Pereira’s face. “But why didn’t you notice the goggles were too small for you, Mr Pereira?”

“Oh, I noticed, alright, but I just thought my head had grown bigger!” Mr Pereira said. “I’m sorry I made you think your goggles were missing, Joel.”

“That’s okay,” Joel said. “I’m just glad Sherlock was here to help out.”

“He’s Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective!” Jimmy shouted.

“As-long-as-it-keeps-him-from-ending-up-at-the-bottom-of-the-pool,” Watson said.
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GLOSSARY

Baka—A Japanese word meaning ‘fool’ or ‘idiot’.

Bentō or obentō—A dish that consists of various cooked and uncooked ingredients (like omelette, seaweed, tomatoes, etc.) on a bed of rice served in special bento containers. There are many different kinds of obento, including ekiben, a type of obento only available in train stations.

Books Kinokuniya—A Japanese bookstore chain with outlets all over the world. There are four in Singapore.

CalorieMate—A brand of nutritional bars that is prominently featured in many Japanese video games, anime, and manga due to its popularity.

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.

Donburi—A ‘rice bowl dish’ consisting of fish, meat, vegetables or other ingredients simmered together and served over rice.

Ganguro Girls—Girls who contradict the traditional Japanese concept of beauty (pale skin, dark hair and neutral make-up tones) by tanning their skin, bleaching their hair and liberally applying colourful make-up.

Gundam—A science fiction franchise featuring giant robots called ‘mobile suits’. The first series started in 1979 and has had numerous spinoff series, movies, manga, novels, and video games. It is considered the Star Trek and Star Wars of Japan.

Hachiko—An Akita Inu dog who is remembered for his remarkable loyalty to his owner which continued for many years after his owner’s death. There is a bronze statue of him outside of Shibuya Station, and two films have been made about him; one Japanese and one American.

Japanese Etiquette and Honorifics—Japanese culture places a lot of emphasis on etiquette based on social status, which can be difficult to grasp for a foreigner. For example, Japanese people will bow to each other with the “lower-ranking” person bowing deeper than a “higher-ranking” person. There are many honorifics used in Japan to show respect, with -san being the most common. The -sensei honorific is reserved for masters of a particular subject.

Instanoodlegram—A social media site specifically for the uploading of food photographs. The authors invented this site as a parody of Instagram, though now they kind of want to build a real one.

INTERPOL and the INTERPOL Global Complex for Innovation (IGCI)—Short for ‘international police’, INTERPOL is a global organization facilitating international police cooperation with headquarters in Lyon, France. They have offices all around the world, including the newly-opened IGCI, located at the former Tanglin Police Division headquarters. The IGCI is a cutting-edge, state-of-the-art research and development facility for the identification of crimes and criminals, innovative training, and operational support in a new era where international cybercrime is more common.

Kabuki—A classical Japanese theatre form known for its complicated and exaggerated style and for the elaborate make-up worn by some of its performers.

Koban—A type of small neighbourhood police station usually manned by two or three officers. There are over 6,000 throughout Japan, and each one can have a distinctive design, depending on its location.

Konnichiwa—A Japanese greeting, similar to ‘hello’ in English.

René Magritte and The Treachery of Images—A Belgian surrealist painter whose most famous work is a painting of a smoking pipe with the words ‘Ceci n’est pas une pipe’, which translates to ‘This is not a pipe’. The painting refers to the fact that a depiction of a thing is not the thing itself.

Miso—A salty seasoning made from fermented soy beans, salt, and mushrooms. The paste is used for sauces and spreads, pickling vegetables or meats, and mixing with dashi soup stock to serve as miso soup.

Nandesuka—A Japanese word meaning the polite form of the question ‘what?’

Ninja—A type of mercenary or assassin that was most active in the 15th century. The figure of the ninja has been fictionalised and mythologised in modern times.

Obachan—A Japanese word meaning ‘auntie’.

Otaku—A Japanese term for people with somewhat obsessive interests, especially for manga and anime. However, one can be an otaku for pretty much anything. For example, Sherlock Sam is a food otaku and our artist Drew is a pen otaku.

Ramen—A dish consisting of wheat noodles in a meat-based broth, with various toppings included. Every region of Japan has its own type of noodle, with different types of noodles, broth, and toppings.

Seletar Airbase—A civilian airport in Seletar used primarily for private flights and civilian flight training. The airport was built by the British in 1928 and was a military base for the Royal Air Force. Once it was converted to a civilian airport in 1968, it served as Singapore’s first international airport.

Studio Ghibli—A very famous animation studio, founded by animators Hayao Miyazaki and Isao Takahata. Between the two of them, they have written and directed some of the finest animated films in the world, including My Neighbor Totoro and Grave of the Fireflies.

Togukawa Shogunate—This was the last feudal military government in Japan. It existed from 1603 until 1868. The shoguns, the heads of government, were all part of the Tokugawa clan and ruled from Edo Castle, now part of the Imperial Palace. The first shogun was Tokugawa Ieyasu.

Tokyo Mass Transit—A large railway system that covers all of the Tokyo metro area. It is privately owned, with different companies owning different lines. The three major companies are JR, Tokyo Metro, and Toei, and there are over ten minor companies, each owning at least one line, including the Narita Express, which takes passengers from Narita Airport to the centre of Tokyo.

Tokyu Hands—A chain of arts and crafts department stores. The biggest stores have floors dedicated to particular categories, like stationery, beauty and cosmetic products, storage products, bags and backpacks, woodworking products, and even models and hobbies, which contain model trains, Gundam models, and LEGO.

Torii Gates—Traditional Japanese gates usually found at the entrance to a Shinto shrine, and painted red and black. The Kaminarimon gate leading to the Sensoji Temple in Asakusa is a famous example, though it is more ostentatious than traditional torii gates, as it contains statues, artwork, and a large lantern.

Ueno Park—One of the first public parks in Tokyo, this park contains many museums (like the Tokyo National Museum, the National Museum of Nature and Science, and Tokyo Metropolitan Art Museum), the International Library of Children’s Literature, the Ueno Zoo, and a shrine to Tokugawa Ieyasu.

Waseda University—A very prestigious university known for its famous and important students, including writers Haruki Murakami and Edogawa Rampo, composer and musician Yoko Kanno, the former president of Nintendo, Hiroshi Yamauchi, and even a handful of prime ministers.

Yakuza—Organized crime syndicates in Japan with origins as gamblers and black market sellers. They can operate as semi-legitimate businesses but usually deal in gambling, extortion, kidnapping, and other illicit activities.

Yamanote Line—A JR train line that circles the Tokyo metro area and can take people to most of the popular Tokyo neighbourhoods.
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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 snooty, spoilt classmates. 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 are often away on business, leaving her to her own devices. Though sometimes sarcastic and mean, Eliza secretly enjoys going on adventures with Sherlock Sam and his friends. 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

Not much is known about Moran other than the fact that he is very polite and obeys orders without question. 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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	CHIHIYO

A Japanese girl who’s lived all over the world due to her parents’ work, and loves to post food photos on Instanoodlegram. Even though she’s only lived in Tokyo a short while, she knows it like the back of her hand. Her favourite kind of ramen is corn ramen with a miso broth.








ABOUT THE AUTHORS

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.

You can find them at sherlocksam.wordpress.com, facebook.com/SherlockSam Series and sherlock.sam.sg@gmail.com





ABOUT THE ILLUSTRATOR

Andrew Tan (also known as Drewscape) is a full-time freelance illustrator and an Eisner-nominated comic artist. He illustrates for print ads, magazines and also enjoys storyboarding and illustrating for picture book projects. During his free time, he’s always creating his own comics for the fun of it. In his home studio you’ll find an overflow of art tools of all kinds as he loves experimenting with them. He already has too many fountain pens and tells himself that he will stop buying more. Andrew published his first graphic novel, Monsters, Miracles & Mayonnaise, in 2012.




 

 

ALSO IN THE SERIES

Sherlock Sam and the Missing Heirloom in Katong

Sherlock Sam and the Ghostly Moans in Fort Canning

Sherlock Sam and the Sinister Letters in Bras Basah

Sherlock Sam and the Alien Encounter on Pulau Ubin

Sherlock Sam and the Vanished Robot in Penang

Sherlock Sam and the Cloaked Classmate in MacRitchie

Sherlock Sam and the Stolen Script in Balestier

Sherlock Sam and the Fiendish Mastermind in Jurong




CRISIS AT COMIC-CON!

Look out for Sherlock Sam and the Comic Book Caper in New York as the adventures of Sherlock Sam continue!

The Supper Club are attending the San Diego Comic-Con when a piece of experimental technology is stolen by a real-life superhero turned real-life supervillain! Will Sherlock Sam, Watson, and the rest of the gang be able to rush across the country to rescue the priceless technology from the clutches of this evil-doer? Or is this the end of the world as we know it? Find out in the next pulse-pounding installment of Sherlock Sam! nspector Lestrade and Interpol have a mystery that only the Supper Club can unravel. Sherlock Sam, Watson and their friends have to travel to Tokyo, Japan, and eat their way through a baffling series of clues before they can solve the tasty crime! Will Sherlock Sam prevail? Or will everything get lost in translation, leaving our intrepid detectives cold and hungry?

[image: Illustration]




  [image: Illustration]


OEBPS/Images/f0202-01.png





OEBPS/Images/bktitle.png
SH[R





OEBPS/Images/f0169-01.png
3






OEBPS/Images/chap1.png
(HAPTERONE





OEBPS/Images/character6.png





OEBPS/Images/f00vi-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0129-01.png





OEBPS/Images/character7.png





OEBPS/Images/chap4.png
CHAP FOUR





OEBPS/Images/chap9.png
(HAPTERNIN





OEBPS/Images/f0118-01.png
Omelette

Seaweed






OEBPS/Images/f0144-01.png





OEBPS/Images/chap3.png
(AP R THE





OEBPS/Images/f0020-01.png





OEBPS/Images/character4.png





OEBPS/Images/common.png





OEBPS/Images/backtitle.png
MISSING

HER
CAM::





OEBPS/Images/f0193-01.png
THE END \cﬁ





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/f0177-01.png
“THC CND





OEBPS/Images/chap10.png
(HAPYER TEN





OEBPS/Images/character10.png





OEBPS/Images/chap2.png
(HAPTER TWE





OEBPS/Images/character5.png





OEBPS/Images/f0065-01.png





OEBPS/Images/character1.png





OEBPS/Images/f000v-01.png
TO SHERI, OUR EDITOR,
FELLOW WRITER, & FRIEND.
We dedicate this Oxford comma +o
you- Thank you for your patience
and invaluable advice. You've

made us better writers.






OEBPS/Images/chap6.png
(AR SIX





OEBPS/Images/f0084-01.png





OEBPS/Images/character2.png





OEBPS/Images/character11.png





OEBPS/Images/f0100-01.png





OEBPS/Images/chap5.png
CHAPYER FIVE





OEBPS/Images/character12.png





OEBPS/Images/f0089-01.png





OEBPS/Images/character3.png





OEBPS/_page_map_.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/Images/f0108-01.png





OEBPS/Images/chap8.png
CAPIEREIHT





OEBPS/Images/pencil.png





OEBPS/Images/character8.png





OEBPS/Images/back.jpg
lnspac‘}or Lestrade and |n+er|;o| have a
mystery that only the Supper Clob can
unravel. Sherlock Sam, Watson and their
friends have fo travel to Tokyo. Jqpun.
and eat their way H\rouslu a Lq{ﬂins series
of clues before Hmey can solve the hs{'y
crime! Will Sherlock Sam Prevuil? Or will
every"mins se-l' lost in 4ranslation, leuvins
our in{'rariJ detectives cold and Lunsry?

Ll

“In this funny and fast paced detective story,
Sherlock Sam and the Supper Club take
readers to the best places in Tokyo.”
—Naow Kojiva, Japanese author and illustrator of
The Alphabet Picture Book and Singing Shijimi Clams






OEBPS/Images/f0156-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0010-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0183-01.png





OEBPS/Images/chap7.png
CHAPTER STEN





OEBPS/Images/f0030-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0176-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0178-01.png
SUPER POLITE? How?

/

X-RAY Ok
THERMAL VISton?
FANTASTIC
MOoUSTACHE

Agiuty

To KEEP
CLOTTED
CREAM CooL
AND FEA HoT
AT THE
SAme Tive?

VOICcE

MR —

RETRACTABLE
ARMS —

-
Hummom

Booy
l { RockeT

SKATES
k S — (cool!)






OEBPS/Images/character9.png





OEBPS/Images/f0049-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0181-01.png





OEBPS/Images/f0043-01.png





