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To amazing author Ovidia Yu,
for reminding us how awesome
Mom is, and to Mr David Caddy’s
sixth grade class at St. Michael’s
Catholic Primary School in Perth
for helping us figure out why
Watson is so grumpy
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Outside the school’s main gate, I stared at Watson’s hand lying in the box and tried to think. It was incredibly difficult because Wendy, Jimmy, Nazhar and even Eliza were all frantically asking me what we should do. Dad was on the phone with Mom and he was gesturing in an agitated manner. He had called her because Watson was family and he knew Mom would want to be informed as quickly as possible.

Both Mom and Dad had taught me to stand up for what I believed was right and that was exactly what I was going to do. I couldn’t believe that James would actually harm my robot. It seemed to cross the line— even for someone like him. I knew he was up to something, but I did not think he would deliberately hurt Watson!

“What are we going to do, Sam?” Wendy asked for the millionth time. She was clutching on to her skirt so tightly that she made more creases in her already wrinkled uniform.

“I didn’t know, Samuel,” Eliza said, her eyes bright with tears and her fists clenched at her sides. “I really didn’t know James was going to do this. You have to believe me.”

“We’ve got to save Watson, Sherlock!” Jimmy cried. “WE HAVE TO!”

“Maybe we should let Sherlock think, guys,” Nazhar said. He looked worried and kept pushing his glasses up on his face.

“Sam, Mom’s taking a taxi over right now,” Dad said as he shoved his handphone into his pocket and ran his hand through his messy hair. He looked at the box and gently tried to pry it away from me. “Maybe I should hold on to this for now, okay, Sam?”

I released my death grip on the box and looked at Dad. I was finding it difficult to speak. I knew I needed to do something, to say something, but it felt like my brain was all fuzzy.

“Sam, you look like you’re going to throw up,” Wendy said. “Maybe you should sit down. Mom will be here soon.”

Mom had always been Watson’s staunchest defender.

 

“How much longer do you think we have to wait, Dad?” I asked, impatiently tapping my foot.

Dad, Mom, Wendy, Watson and I had been in the queue for a newly opened fusion restaurant for more than forty-five minutes and we were finally the next in line. I had heard that they served the most incredible lamb shank in mint sauce and my mouth was starting to water just thinking about it.

“We’re next, Sam,” Dad replied. “It shouldn’t be too long. I can’t wait! I’m sooo hungry I’m going to pass out.” He mimed fainting dramatically, causing Mom to laugh.

“I-see-where-you-get-it-from-Sherlock,” Watson said, looking at me with his single eye.

“I really don’t know why they don’t take reservations,” Mom said, sighing. I knew Mom hated waiting in line for anything. She would always go to the hawker stall with the shortest queue, but she had agreed to come with us because she knew how badly we wanted to try the delicious food here.

“It’s because they want people to see that they have a long queue in front of their restaurant, Mom,” I said. “For a new restaurant, that’ll give them a lot of attention.” I had tons of free time on my hands while we were waiting, so I had decided to practise my skills of observation and deduction. A good detective should never rest on his laurels. Also, I was bored out of my mind. Watson refused to play tic-tac-toe with me after I had tried to explain to him the probability of winning three times in a row. I felt it was only fair that he knew who he was up against. My classmates (well, mainly Jimmy) didn’t call me the tic-tac-toe king for nothing.

“Next!” the hostess suddenly called out. She was dressed in a fancy-looking black dress and high heels, and she was frowning. I wanted to tell her that she might feel less grumpy if she had put on sensible shoes. Her job seemed to require a lot of standing and high heels were really not suitable.

“Oh yay!” Wendy said, clapping her hands. She pulled Watson along as she dashed forward. We eagerly gathered around the lady in black.

“Table for four, yes?” the hostess said, peering at us over her wire-framed glasses.

“Five, please,” Mom replied, smiling.

“I count four people,” the hostess answered back in a chilly tone.

“There are five of us,” Mom insisted. She had stopped smiling.

“I am afraid I cannot seat that...metal object,” the hostess said. “I assume that it doesn’t consume actual food? We cannot afford to waste a seat on it. As you can tell, our restaurant is extremely popular and crowded.”

“Watson isn’t an it!” Wendy exclaimed, glaring at the hostess. She was still holding on to Watson’s arm. I could hear Watson’s circuits crackle fiercely.

“Yeah! He’s my robot and my friend!” I added. “Right, Dad? Mom?”

“That’s right, son,” Dad said. “Please seat us at a table for five, miss. All you need to do is add an extra chair.”

“I’m afraid that our tables are only for guests who consume actual food, sir,” the hostess replied, in the same frosty tone. “That thing...it can wait outside if it must.”

Mom stepped up to the hostess and looked her straight in the eye. “Watson is family. And in this family, we only eat in places where all of us are welcome.” Turning smartly, she continued, “Come on, dear, kids. Let’s go. I’ve lost my appetite for the food here. I hear they overcook their lamb anyway.”

No one messes with my mom.

“And I have the Internet and I’m not afraid to use it for reviews!” I called back to the sputtering hostess.

“I-could-have-waited-for-everyone-in-the-car,” Watson said, as we headed towards the parking lot. “I-am-able-to-consume-my-batteries-anywhere. I-did-not-need-to-watch-Sherlock-eat-more-food. I-have-had-a-lot-of-chances-already.”

We had reached our parked Space Wagon. Mom stopped walking and crouched down in front of my robot. She gently put her hands on his metal shoulders. “I meant what I said, Watson. You’re family and I will never, ever let anyone bully anyone in our family. That lady had no right to be nasty to you just because you are different.”

“Wait-a-minute-please. Why-did-I-have-to-travel-as-luggage-to-Penang?” Watson asked.
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Mom grimaced. “That was a safety regulation. But next time, we’re going to get you a seat even if you have to spend the entire flight with your power turned off, okay?”

Watson’s entire body flushed a bright pink that made Wendy giggle. I looked at Mom and beamed. She ruffled my hair and grinned back.

“What do you guys say we head to our usual Bedok Corner Food Centre?” Dad asked. “We can get the world-famous cheng ting for dessert!”

We all cheered—except Watson, of course, because Watson never cheered. But I was certain I saw a bright gleam in his one eye as we got into the car.

“Wait, does this mean Watson’s full name is Watson Tan?” Wendy asked.

“Mom! Watson is going to need a Chinese name too!” I said.

“What-is-the-Chinese-word-for-handsome?” Watson asked.

“I know! It’s...er...wait...” Wendy squinted as she tried to remember. My big sister’s Chinese wasn’t all that fantastic.

“I named Watson, you know,” Dad said, nodding proudly.

“What? Only by accident!” I cried out. “Watson was supposed to be MEGA-TECHNO- DESTRO-BOT!”

Dad grinned.

“I-like-Wat-son-Tan-better,” Watson replied.

“I like Watson Tan better too,” Mom said, turning to look at the three of us in the back seat. There was a smile on her face.

Mom was right. We were a family and no one was ever going to tell us differently.

 

Then Eliza’s phone rang, startling everyone. It was the familiar My Little Pony tune. She stared at her phone, then looked up at me.

I knew it was James.
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I quickly grabbed Eliza’s phone out of her hand. I was sure I would see “James Mok”—or “Jake’s Mom”, the anagram that Eliza had used to hide the fact that it was my arch-nemesis— on the phone screen. But when I looked at it, there was a photo of James sleeping under a large palm leaf and drooling.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“James and I went camping with our parents once, and I have a bunch of photos of him like this,” Eliza said. “What should I do about the call?”
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“Pick it up,” I coldly instructed Eliza, holding out her phone.

“Sam,” Dad said. “I think you need to calm down—”

“She needs to pick it up, Dad,” I insisted.

“He’s...he’s right, Uncle,” Eliza replied, her face pale. “It might be the only way to get Watson back.”

“Wait,” I said, stopping her from accepting the call. “Put it on speaker, Eliza.”

I saw a flash of hurt in her eyes, but she immediately did as I asked. We crowded around her.

“H-hello?” Eliza said. Her hand that was holding the phone aloft trembled. Wendy put her hand on Eliza’s arm and steadied her. Eliza took a deep breath.

“Hello, Sherlock,” the voice said. “I’ll just address you since I know Eliza is using the speaker function. I’m not surprised. You don’t trust her any more, after all.”

Eliza looked down at her shoes.

“Where’s Watson?” I asked through gritted teeth. I felt like shouting at James, but I knew that was the reaction he wanted from me and I refused to give him the satisfaction.

“James, this is Samuel’s dad,” Dad said, leaning closer to the phone. “What you’ve done is very serious and I’m going to call your parents immediately. Once I’ve informed them of what you’ve done—”

“Hello, Mr Tan,” James’s smooth voice replied. “I cannot stop you from calling them, but please note the mobile phone reception in Papua New Guinea is quite terrible. My parents were in Port Moresby for business meetings, securing contracts for their shipping company. But they’re now on a trek in some remote jungle on the island. Every time my mother tries to call, we get cut off.”

“You’re lying!” Jimmy shouted into the phone. Dad put his hand on Jimmy’s shoulder and shook his head. I think Dad had finally realised exactly the kind of boy James was and the depths he would go to get his way. It was pointless to try to reason with James, or argue with him.

James laughed. “You can try to call, Jimmy. I certainly wouldn’t be able to stop you.”

“Where’s Watson?” I repeated, still trying to sound calm even though my tummy was clenched tight. “If you’ve hurt him again—” I had to stop myself from grabbing the phone out of Eliza’s hand and yelling at James to give me back my robot.

“I haven’t hurt your precious robot, Sherlock,” James continued. “In fact, it handed me its own hand.” He chuckled when he said that. I restrained myself from pointing out what a terrible pun that was.

“What are you talking about?” I said. “Watson would never do that!”

“And stop calling Watson an ‘it’!” Wendy shouted into the phone. “He’s my other irritating little brother and no one gets to bully him except me!”

Eliza took hold of Wendy’s left hand and squeezed it tightly.

James ignored us both. “If you want to find your robot, changed as he may be, you will play my game.”

“What do you mean?” Nazhar asked.

“I’m not playing any games, James,” I spat out. “Tell us where he is.” I was trying to take slow, deep breaths, but I wasn’t exactly successful.

“My game, my rules, Sherlock,” James replied. “You will only get the information I want you to get, when I want you to get it. And right now, all you get is this: walk forward until I tell you to stop.”

“What?” I said.

“Walk. Forward. Until. I. Tell. You. To. Stop.”

I looked around wildly. James was watching us from somewhere! Maybe from behind the bushes or in a car.

“Stop looking around, Sherlock, and do as I say,” James said over the phone. “You’ll never find me anyway, and the more you try to look for me, the more time you will waste, and the more pieces of your robot I will take.”

I gritted my teeth and walked forward. Everybody followed me.

“Stop,” James said. “Now turn 90 degrees to your left, and walk 30 paces.”

I turned and was about to take a step when he said, “Stop.”

“You told me to take 30 paces,” I said. “I haven’t taken any yet.”

“I know, but you’re shorter than me,” James said. “You’ll need to take 39 paces.”

I walked 39 paces and stopped. We were back inside the school, in the canteen.

“Look under the seat on your left,” James said. I felt around underneath the seat and found a piece of paper taped down.

“Yes, that’s it,” James said. “Pull it out.”

I looked around again. There was nowhere he could hide here and still see us. Or at least I thought that was the case. I was pretty worried about Watson and wasn’t in the mood to play games.

I pulled out the paper and unfolded it. There was a note inside:
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When I had finished reading, James said, “Catch me if you can, Sherlock. And remember, the clock’s ticking.”

The line went dead. The game was afoot!

“How can he be watching us?” Wendy asked. “There’s nowhere for him to hide.”

I was glad Wendy was thinking the same thing I was.

“He’s clearly around here somewhere,” Dad said. “But we shouldn’t focus on that. Not yet, at least.”

“Is that a...a poem?” Nazhar asked. “But some of it doesn’t even rhyme.”

“It’s a riddle,” I said. “He wants us to solve his riddle.”

“And then we’ll find Watson, right?” Jimmy asked, wringing his hands.

“I doubt it,” I said. “I’m sure this is just the first of many riddles that James’s fiendish mind has cooked up, and we’ll have to solve them all to get Watson back.”

“Sam, I think your first instinct is right; we shouldn’t play his game,” Dad said. “I’m going to call Officer Siva and inform him that Watson’s been kidnapped.”

“You can’t, Dad,” I said. “At least, not yet.”

“Why not, Sherlock?” Wendy asked. “He could get the entire Singapore Police Force involved in the search.”

“He could, yes, but he would also keep us out of it,” I said. “Remember how he wouldn’t let us help when we thought James was missing? No, Officer Siva is a police officer, and there are important rules he has to follow.”

“Don’t we have to follow the rules too?” Nazhar asked.

“No,” I said, looking up at Dad. “We’re like Batman, and Batman can go where the police cannot.”

I could see Dad thinking it over. He thought about it for a long time, first lifting one eyebrow, then the other, as if they were arguing. Finally, he said, “Okay, but only until I say otherwise, Sam. Then I will call Officer Siva and there will be no arguments.”

“Agreed, Dad,” I said, “and thank you.” Dad had only recently let us investigate mysteries again, and I wasn’t about to betray his trust.

“Okay, Supper Club, let’s solve this riddle!” I said. I held out the riddle for all to see, and Eliza looked in as well. I immediately pulled the note away. “I’m sorry, Eliza, but you’re not a part of the Supper Club,” I said. “Please leave us alone to look for Watson.” There was no way I was going to let her anywhere near this case.

Eliza’s hand dropped along with her head. “I just want to help, Samuel, but I understand.”

She started to walk away when Wendy said, “Look, Cher Lock—”

“SHERLOCK!”

“Look, CHER LOCK,” she said again. “Watson’s my brother too, I’m the oldest, and I say we need all the help we can get.”

“Wendy’s right,” Nazhar said. “And Eliza has skills the rest of us don’t.”

I hated to admit it, but Nazhar was right. I had made so many mistakes in my dealings with James because I had let my emotions get the better of me.

“Fine,” I said.

“Oh, thank you, Samuel!” Eliza said, her eyes wide.

“But!” I cut her off. “But the second I think you’re up to no good, we will leave you behind.”

“Yes, totally,” Eliza said. She hugged Wendy, then Nazhar, making him blush, and then Jimmy. She even hugged Dad and me, though I didn’t hug back.

“Okay, everybody, what does this riddle mean?” We all crowded around the note, reading the riddle again.

“I drew a growing plant and a growing brain on this piece of paper,” Jimmy said. “Like it says in the riddle.”
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“Thanks, Jimmy,” Nazhar said. “I’m sure this will come in handy.”

Jimmy grinned his Jimmy-grin.

“I think it’s in two parts,” Dad said. “Notice how the fifth line starts with ‘Once you arrive’? The first four lines are telling us to go somewhere. The final four lines are telling us to find something that is located wherever the first four lines tell us to go.”

“I think you’re right, Dad,” I said. “The second half of the riddle can only be solved after the first half has been solved.”

“Okay, so where can both plants and minds grow?” Nazhar asked.

“A park or a garden?” Eliza ventured. “Plants literally grow there, while minds can metaphorically grow there if people study the plants.”

“Like on Pulau Ubin!” Jimmy said. “There was lots to learn at Chek Jawa!”

“But there are so many parks,” Wendy said. “How will we know which one?”

“If the ‘name of the game’s not lit’rature or maths’, could it be history?” Nazhar guessed.

“No!” Dad and I said at the same time. “It’s...”

We quickly stood side by side and shouted, “SCIENCE!”while doing our “SCIENCE!”pose.

“He’s talking about the Science Centre!” I said. “The mention of baths in the fourth line is either a reference to the WaterWorks exhibition at the Science Centre where people can get wet while learning about water and water conservation, or to the apocryphal story of Archimedes discovering how to measure the volume of irregular objects when he stepped into the bath and shouted ‘Eureka!’, thereby discovering an important principle in the pursuit of science.”

Everyone stared at me in bemusement.

“...It’s probably the WaterWorks,” I said. “To the Science Centre!”

“I’m getting the Space Wagon!” Dad said. “Look out for Mom!”

He ran off just as Mom’s taxi was pulling in. Dashing towards her, Dad shouted, “To the Science Centre!” Mom stopped and stared at Dad for a moment. She then also shouted, “To the Science Centre!” and they ran off around the corner to get the car.

I was really glad to see Mom but I was finding it hard to focus; I was very worried about Watson. What if we found yet another part of my robot?

[image: Illustration]


[image: Illustration]

While Dad drove us to the Science Centre in Jurong, Mom looked up the Science Centre website to see if any of the exhibitions were garden- or park-themed. She quickly found the Ecogarden and read that it was uniquely set up for ecological studies: the plants are not taken care of in any special way, animals are allowed to roam free, and no special effort is made to control pests, to which Wendy sighed loudly.

“There will be all kinds of mosquitoes,” Wendy whined and crossed her arms.

It sounded exactly like a place where “both plants and minds can grow”.

When we arrived, Dad parked the car and we all tumbled out. He led us past the WaterWorks exhibition and towards the ticketing counter.

“Hello! We need—” Dad quickly counted all of us “—seven tickets and instructions on how to get to the Ecogarden.”

“No problem,” the lady behind the counter said. “It’s straight through the Atrium past Hall E, all the way in the back.”

Dad paid and thanked her. We quickly walked past the other exhibits even though they all seemed really fascinating. There was the Mind’s Eye display, full of optical illusions, the Tesla coil in the Atrium, and the Live Animal exhibition, which had a bunch of super cool animals like hissing cockroaches and hatching chicks (I had to drag Jimmy away from the chicks).

We ran through the Live Animal exhibit and when we exited, we found ourselves outside, just in front of the Ecogarden. It was a large open space with lots of plants, some sculptures and a few buildings. There were also ponds, special gardens for things like cactuses and spices and, judging from all the slapping Wendy was doing, a fair amount of mosquitoes.

“Okay, what does the second part of the riddle say again?” Mom asked. We had brought her up to speed on the drive over and she was itching to find the next clue as quickly as possible.

Eliza recited the second half of the riddle: “Once you arrive, seek a home in the foliage, but whatever you do, avoid the spoilage. Your eye will wander all over the plant, but truth be told, you’ll want to find the aunt.”
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“‘A home in the foliage’ could be anything,” Eliza said, biting her fingernail.

“What do you mean?” Wendy asked.

“Animals use all sorts of plants and trees for their homes,” Eliza said. “Ladybirds and aphids use leaves from flowers as homes, while squirrels and birds use bigger trees.” Eliza’s parents owned a company that sold high-end camping equipment. She had learnt a lot about nature during their frequent camping trips to test the gear out. “But I don’t know how an auntie fits into this at all. They live in flats, like the rest of us, not in ‘foliage’.”

“Let’s split up,” I said. “We’ll cover more ground that way. Dad, Jimmy and I will go left, the rest of you go right. Look for something that might mean ‘a home in the foliage’.”

“And something that means ‘spoilage’!” Jimmy said. “That doesn’t even rhyme with ‘foliage’. James isn’t as clever as he thinks he is, he can’t even rhyme properly.”

We split up and quickly started searching. Dad, Jimmy and I found some lily ponds and a lab/classroom, but nothing that screamed out “a home in the foliage”.

“Samuel!” I heard Eliza yell. “We found it!” We ran towards the sound of her voice, passing a spice garden and two compost piles. When we got to her, she pointed at a tall tree with a structure at the top.

“‘A home in the foliage’,” Dad said, slapping his forehead. “Of course it’s a tree house.”

“And we just passed the ‘spoilage’!” Jimmy said, pointing to the compost piles.

Mom, Nazhar and Wendy were already looking around the tree, most likely looking for the “aunt” from the riddle.

“I think we’re going to have to go up, guys,” I said. “I’m pretty sure the treehouse will have what we’re looking for. Maybe there’s an auntie up there with the clue.” The moment I said it I realised how ridiculous I sounded. But it was James, so I wouldn’t rule anything out— not even aunties in trees.
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“Um, you guys go ahead,” Wendy said. “I’ll, uh, I’ll keep looking down here.”

“We’ll go up together,” Eliza said, taking Wendy’s hand, “so it’s not so scary.”

Wendy smiled at her, then looked at the rest of us. “Okay, yeah. It won’t be so scary with everybody up there.”

Actually, the combined weight of everyone would make the structure more unstable, but I decided not to mention that to my sister. Also, I didn’t want to give Watson a chance to inform everyone about how my weight would—then I realised that Watson wasn’t around to do that. I had to blink back tears.

“Dad,” I said softly, not wanting anyone else to hear.

“Yes, son?”

“What if...what if James left another part of Watson up there?”

“Then we’ll call Officer Siva immediately, son,” Dad replied. “Okay?”

I nodded. I took a deep breath and said, “Okay! Let’s go, everyone!”

We walked up the circular wooden staircase that spiralled up from the ground to the tree house. There were a few landings along the way, but we ignored them in favour of reaching the top. Once inside the tree house, I saw that there were a few benches on the side and a raised platform with a book showing a few birds. I flipped through the pages (which weren’t really pages so much as printed plastic), looking for a clue of some kind.

Everybody else looked around the tree house. Nazhar found a pulley that was attached to a basket that went down to the base of the tree. A plaque attached to the wall beneath the pulley said it was for passing notes between people in the tree house and people on the ground, so he quickly pulled on the pulley to see if there was anything in the basket. There wasn’t. Wendy stood in the centre of the tree house so she couldn’t look out of any windows and Eliza stayed with her, telling her that we weren’t that high up and that the entire structure was very sturdy. Since they were the tallest, Mom and Dad looked at the ceiling, trying to look for clues there.

Jimmy studied the walls and found some metal plates with animal designs on them. People could put paper over them to make rubbings with pencils. Jimmy saw an iguana plate and squinted at it.

I frowned. There was no one else up there, not even an auntie.

“I don’t understand,” I said. “There’s nothing here. There’s no ‘aunt’ to find.”

Eliza’s phone rang again. She took it out and it was another photo of James. This time, he was lying in a tent, sucking his thumb, fast asleep.

Eliza answered the call on speakerphone.

“You look like you’re having trouble, Sherlock,” James said. “Let me help: not everyone pronounces words in exactly the same way.”

“I don’t know what that means,” I said.

“Well that’s the only hint I will give you,” James said. “But I do have one more thing to say: Eliza, if you don’t delete those silly photographs of me, I may remove Watson’s central processor, and I don’t think anyone will want that.” James hung up.

“I can delete them immediately, Samuel,” Eliza said, fiddling with her phone.

“Please do,” I said. It unnerved me to know that James was so close by and watching. I saw Nazhar peering out the windows of the tree house and I knew he was trying to discover where James had hidden himself. He soon turned back to look at me, shaking his head.

“What’s a central processor?” Wendy asked.

“His brain,” I said, with my teeth clenched tight.

As Eliza was swiping on her phone, presumably deleting the photos, she suddenly said, “Wait. Not everyone pronounces words the same way. Americans pronounce ‘aunt’ like ‘ant’. In their accent, the words sound exactly the same!”

“Wow,” Wendy said, looking at Eliza.

Eliza shrugged. “What? I have a lot of time alone at home to watch TV.”

“No, I mean, wow, James is a terrible poet, isn’t he?” Wendy replied.

Jimmy was staring at the iguana plate, when he suddenly shouted, “I got it! There were more metal plates when we were coming up the stairs, Sherlock!” He ran back down and the rest of us followed him. He stopped on the middle landing and pointed at a plate there, with a big Jimmy-grin on his face.

The metal plate had an ant on it!

“Well done, Jimmy!” Wendy said. I went to the plate and looked all over it. I felt the back of the plate through the wooden slats and discovered a piece of taped-down folded-up paper.

“Eureka!” I shouted, pulling out the paper and unfolding it for everyone to see.
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Everyone looked at me. I kept staring at the numbers.

“Well, Sherlock, what does it mean?” Nazhar asked.

I looked up at them.

“I have no idea.”
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We walked down the rest of steps of the tree house. The number sequence seemed familiar to me, but I couldn’t figure out why.

“Do these numbers seem familiar to anyone else?” I asked, sitting on the bottom step. Jimmy sat next to me, while the rest stood around in a semicircle.

Everyone shook their heads except Mom and Dad. “Yes, it does seem familiar,” Dad said, “but I don’t know why.”

“Me either,” Mom said, “but yes, really familiar.”

“They’re not the Lost numbers, right?” Wendy said. I shook my head.

“Maybe they’re coordinates?” Nazhar said. “Like latitude and longitude?”

“I don’t think so, as that’s usually measured in degrees, minutes and seconds,” I said. “There are too many numbers here.”

“Maybe the fourth numbers are the decimal places after the seconds?” Eliza asked.

“I don’t think so, Eliza,” I said, not looking at her.

“But it wouldn’t hurt to check, right, Cher Lock?” Wendy said. I glared at her and shook my head, not that she had been asking for my permission.

Eliza took out her phone and entered the numbers as 21 degrees, 13 minutes and 8.5 seconds latitude, and 3 degrees, 2 minutes and 1.1 seconds longitude.

She let out a puff of air. “Unless James was able to fly to the deserts of southern Algeria between now and when school let out, they’re not latitudinal and longitudinal coordinates.”

“Could they be dates, Nazhar?” Wendy asked. Nazhar was our resident history expert, so if anyone would know, it would be him.

“Maybe, but probably not using the Gregorian calendar,” Nazhar explained. “If we take half the numbers, that would mean the first four numbers can be read either as the 21st day, 13th month of the year 0805, or as the year 2113, 8th month and 5th day. However, there’s no 13th month in the Gregorian calendar and there’s no way James can predict the future.”

“What about other calendar systems?” Dad asked. “Like the Jewish or Islamic calendars?”

“Well, as far as I know, no calendar has more than 12 months, but some calendars start much earlier than the Gregorian calendar, so the year 2113 would actually be in the past and not the future,” Nazhar said. “For example, the Hebrew calendar would say that the year 2000 is actually the year 5760.”

“That would make 2113 on the Hebrew calendar equivalent to the year 1649 BCE on the Gregorian,” I said.

“What happened then?” Jimmy asked. “Was there a great battle or something?”

Nazhar shrugged his shoulders. “My knowledge of history isn’t perfect.”

“The Middle Kingdom ended in Egypt, according to the Internet,” Dad said.

“Could it be a different calendar system?” I asked. “Or a different coordinate system?” I looked up at Mom and Dad hopefully.

“I don’t think so, Sam,” Dad said. “If we could just figure out why they seem so familiar...”

I was really stumped, and had no idea what these numbers could mean. And it seemed everybody else was too. I was starting to fear we would never find Watson, especially if we were stuck on only the second riddle.

“Maybe it’s a maths thing?” Eliza finally said. “That’s why it seems familiar to all of you?”

“Maybe,” I said, “but there are so many mathematical number systems, equations and constants that I have no idea which one these numbers would correspond to.”

“Well, they’re decreasing, right?” she said. “Is there a pattern in how they’re getting smaller?”

I looked at the numbers again and I perked up. “Yeah, there is a pattern. It’s a simple subtraction pattern. You subtract the second number from the first, and you get the third. And this works with any three consecutive numbers in series, so that 21 minus 13 equals 8, and 13 minus 8 equals 5, and so on.”

“But that still doesn’t really tell us anything,” Mum said.

Just then, Dad shouted, “I got it! It’s Fibonacci! I can’t believe I didn’t get it right away!”

I stared at the numbers: 21 13 8 5 3 2 1 1. Dad was right! It was the Fibonacci sequence, but backwards! I was sure if we hadn’t been so worried about Watson, Dad and I would have noticed that sooner.

“Why would lying to pasta help?” Jimmy asked, wrinkling his nose.

“What? Pasta? What?” Wendy said, looking confused.

“Uncle Mike said ‘fib-a-gnocchi’?”

“Fibonacci, Jimmy,” I said. “He was an Italian mathematician who helped spread the Hindu-Arabic numeral system throughout Europe, and it is now the most common numeral system in the world. The Fibonacci sequence helps to describe many spirals found in nature, including DNA spirals, petal branchings, hurricanes and even galactic spirals.”

“Okay, so it’s the backwards Fibonacci sequence,” Mom said. “How does that help us?”

Our excitement disappeared as suddenly as it had appeared. We knew what the number sequence was now, but we didn’t know where it was supposed to lead us. As I had said, the Fibonacci sequence occurred all over nature, and that could literally mean anywhere in the universe. In fact, I was sure that once proof of the multiverse was discovered, we would find that the infinite universes were arrayed in spirals conforming to the Fibonacci sequence.

“Hey! What about the steps outside the Science Centre?” Jimmy said. “According to the sign just now, they’re fib-a-gnocchi steps, right?”

Dad and Mom looked at each other, their eyes wide open. “Of course!” they both shouted.

We all ran back towards the entrance of the Science Centre. And there in front of the Science Centre was the Fibonacci Terrace. The large tiles were arranged in multiple spirals conforming to the sequence, with the largest ending in 21, and the smallest ending in 5.
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“The largest sequence is where we should concentrate our search,” I said, “since it matches the numbers James gave us.”

“Hmm. I think there’s no need to search,” Dad said. He had his thinking face on once again. “James gave us the sequence backwards for a reason. We’ll find what we’re looking for at the very first tile.”

Dad was right. It was the tile furthest away from the entrance to the Science Centre. When we reached it, we saw a stone, and under that stone was another piece of paper. I yanked it out and we read it together:
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Or tried to at least. We all looked at Mom.

“Uhh...I have no idea,” she said. “I haven’t read Chinese in a long time. Since school. I’m more than a little rusty. And this looks like the complicated traditional script. I only studied the simplified characters in school. Sorry, Sam.”

We all looked at Wendy. She looked behind her as if expecting someone else to be standing there. She then turned back to us.

“If you’re looking at me to read Chinese, then we’re in trouble.”
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“I think it’s time we called Officer Siva, Dad,” I said, still staring at the Chinese characters that made up the clue.

“But son, I thought you wanted to keep the police out of this because they would stop us from investigating?”

“But Officer Siva is the only one who can save us, Dad. I don’t have a choice!”

Dad frowned but handed me his phone. I quickly dialled Officer Siva and put him on speaker. “Deputy Superintendent Siva speaking,” he said in a brisk, professional voice.

“Officer Siva!” I said. “I need you to read some Chinese words for me!”

Dad started to grin. I could see that he had figured out my crafty plan.

“What? Sherlock? Is that you?” Officer Siva replied.

“Yes it is, Officer Siva,” I said. “You have the best Chinese skills of anyone I know and I need your help!”

“Is this about Wendy’s Chinese homework again, Sherlock?” Officer Siva asked. “Because I told your mom before that I didn’t have time to tutor Wendy, but I could recommend a friend—”

“You were going to get me Chinese tuition?” Wendy whispered accusingly at Mom. “What happened to our no-tuition pact, Mom?!”

Mom cringed and shrugged. “I was just sending out feelers...”

Wendy continued to glare at Mom. Eliza was doing her best not to snicker and Nazhar was staring at his shoes with a suspicious amount of concentration. Jimmy said he was hungry and wanted to eat spaghetti.

“What does, er...xīng...hé...something mean?” I said, trying my best to read the clue.

“What?” Officer Siva replied.

“I can’t read that last word!” I said, waving the piece of paper frantically at the Supper Club, who all took a step back. I decided there and then that once I got Watson back, I would immediately install a translation program in my robot.

“The next one is, er...tiān something something,” I muttered into the telephone. Dad winced. He leaned closer to Mom and I heard him whisper something about maybe reconsidering the whole no-tuition pact we made just for Chinese.

“Samuel, you’re with your dad, right? Since you’re using his phone, maybe you could have him take a photo of the homework and send it to me?”

“Hang on, Officer Siva,” I said. “I’ll get Dad to send you a photo via text message. I’m going to hang up now!”

“Sure, it’s not like I’m busy at work or anything,” Officer Siva replied dryly as I hung up.

“Dad! Take a picture of just the Chinese text and then—”

“I heard the conversation, Sam,” Dad said, taking his phone from me and snapping a photograph of the clue. “Hmm...should I send it to him in black and white or my favourite sepia?”

“DAD!” I cried out.

“What? Oh! Right, right. Focus,” Dad replied sheepishly. “Luckily, my photograph is also in focus so Officer Siva should have no problem reading it!” With a few taps on his screen, Dad sent the image to Officer Siva.

“While we’re waiting for Officer Siva to reply, I think we should talk about this whole horrible plot to get me Chinese tuition,” Wendy said, crossing her arms across her chest and glaring at Mom and Dad.

Just then, Dad’s phone beeped.

“Saved by the beep! I mean, boy, Officer Siva sure is quick!” Dad said. He pointedly avoided looking at Wendy, who sighed deeply.

“Star And Garden. Sky Mirror Court or Pavilion. No Cup Door,” I said, reading Dad’s phone. “Though Officer Siva says that he’s doing a literal translation of the characters and that these sound more like names of places. He would also like to remind us that he is a skilled investigator and should be called upon for issues relating to investigating rather than translating.”

“I’ll text him a big thank you,” Dad said, his fingers flying across his phone. “We don’t want to tell him anything more yet, do we, son?”

I shook my head. Fortunately, we had not found any more of Watson’s parts so we didn’t need to involve Officer Siva just yet. “We need a little more time,” I said.

Dad nodded and sent the message. I was super grateful that my dad trusted me again and that we were working together!

“Those are weird names, Sherlock, especially the ‘No Cup Door’. What could that mean?” Nazhar said. “But since Officer Siva said that they might be names of places, maybe it’s somewhere that’s somehow related to Chinese culture? That’s what I think of when I think of pavilions.”

“That’s a good point, Nazhar,” I said, thinking. “But James might also be devious enough to translate names of regular places into Chinese because he knows that’s an area where we’re weak. But Officer Siva also said it might be ‘court’. Maybe the ‘Sky Mirror Court’ is at the Supreme Court?”

“Maybe the ‘No Cup Door’ is the Nantah Arch?” Mom said.

“Oh, maybe!” Nazhar said. “Nanyang University was the first tertiary institution in Singapore. It was built using money donated by the Chinese community after World War II and taught most of its classes in Chinese.”

“Then I’m certainly not going to that university,” Wendy said. “I would fail all my classes.”

I snickered and Wendy glowered at me.

“Nanyang University doesn’t actually exist any more. It merged with the University of Singapore in the seventies to form NUS. NTU is now where Nanyang University used to be, and it teaches its classes in English, Wendy,” Nazhar said. “But there are two Nantah Arches: the original one on Jurong West Avenue 93, and the replica inside NTU, in Yunnan Garden.”

I was thoroughly impressed with Nazhar’s knowledge of history!

“Maybe we should go to Yunnan Garden, since Officer Siva said the first line means ‘Star and Garden’?” Jimmy asked.

We all got into the Space Wagon, and Mom drove us to Nanyang Technological University. We reached the Yunnan Garden in about ten minutes and immediately found the arch. It was a large, imposing arch, with “[image: Illustration]” and “1955” written on it. Nazhar explained that “1955” referred to when Nanyang University first opened.
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“The characters on the arch don’t match the ones we found,” Eliza said.

“Does Yunnan mean ‘star’ or anything close to star?” Nazhar asked.

“It’s a province in China with diverse plant life,” Dad said, “but I don’t know that it means anything else.”

“We might not be in the right place, guys,” Wendy said, her hands on her hips.

I heard the My Little Pony theme song playing again. I was getting really annoyed with James’s taunting phone calls. Eliza passed me the phone and I saw only James’s name on her screen. It seems Eliza had really deleted the photos.

Eliza put the call on speaker and James said, “My, my, my, Sherlock. You are not as good as I thought. Perhaps Watson was the actual genius all along, and you were just his comic relief?”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to lose my temper in front of Mom and Dad.

“Oh, I know,” he said. “You’re probably worried about your robot and it’s affecting your investigative skills. Tell you what. I promise I won’t harm it further. At least not yet. However, at the end of this exercise, Eliza had better delete all those photographs, or I will disassemble Watson into all his component pieces.”

Eliza was about to say something, but I quickly put my finger to my mouth.

“That’s a deal,” I said.

“Good,” James replied. “You can look at them for a little while longer. I know lesser people like to have a good laugh about such things. By the way, you’re in the wrong place. You were much closer at your last location.”

James hung up.

“Why doesn’t he know I deleted the photos already?” Eliza said. “He’s clearly been watching us this whole time.”

“Because he can see us, but he can’t hear us,” I said, looking around yet again, although I knew that there was only a slim chance of spotting James.

“We were closer at our last location?” Wendy asked. “Does this mean we have to go back to the Science Centre?”

“There’s no Chinese-themed garden there,” Nazhar said.

“Mama took us to the Chinese Gardens to play with lanterns during the Mooncake festival last year. She said we should learn more about the Chinese side of our family,” Jimmy said. “I burnt my lantern because my candle fell over. I didn’t see any cups, but there were lots of doors though. I had my water bottle with me so I didn’t need any cups.”

“Jimmy’s right!” I said. “We should head to the Chinese Gardens. They’re much closer to the Science Centre than NTU is. That might be our best bet.”

“I’m right?” Jimmy replied, looking confused. “What was the question again?”

“I’ve got it!” Eliza shouted.

Everyone turned to look at her. She had been silently tapping on her smartphone for a while now.

“You were really close, Samuel,” Eliza said. “But you forgot that the Japanese language also uses characters from Chinese.” She held out her phone for us to see.

“I took ‘Star and Garden’ and keyed it into this translation program and it came up with [image: Illustration]. Then I took [image: Illustration] and keyed it into a search engine and it came up with Japanese Gardens!”

“So...we didn’t actually need Officer Siva? Just Google?” Wendy asked. I suspected Wendy was plotting to see if she could use Google to do all her Chinese homework.

“No, we needed Officer Siva to tell us what the words meant in English or I wouldn’t have been able to find the Chinese characters online for me to copy and paste,” Eliza replied with a smirk. “Also, apparently [image: Illustration] means ‘harmony’ in Japanese.”

“So Star Harmony Garden means Japanese Gardens?” Jimmy asked. “But that’s weird. It’s right next to the Chinese Gardens though! Mama said so!”

“You couldn’t have typed this in before this ridiculous detour, Eliza?” I asked. “We wasted valuable time.”

“I’m sorry, it just occurred to me,” Eliza said.

“It just occurred to you?” I asked. “Are you sure it didn’t just occur to you after you and James had your little laugh at my misery?”

“Sam!” Mom said.

I walked past all of them to get back to the Space Wagon. We didn’t have any time to waste.
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Mom screeched to a halt right at the entrance of the Japanese Gardens, startling an elderly couple who seemed to be there for a quiet walk. They stared at us as we leapt out of the car and raced into the gardens. Mom quickly drove into a nearby car park to park the car.

Once we were inside, we immediately stopped running. The gardens were quite tranquil. Time seemed to slow down once we entered; it was somewhat surreal. Even if we were in a rush, we couldn’t help but stop and stare at the beautiful greenery around us. Also, the gardens were fairly deserted, with only a few people strolling about and a couple of joggers jogging at a somewhat leisurely pace. I also spotted a cosplayer dressed as Inuyasha, posing for a photographer. I asked Wendy and Dad to come close and whispered in their ears. They looked at each other, then nodded.

“What were the two other clues again?” Dad whispered.

“Why are you whispering, Dad?” Wendy whispered back.

“It’s so quiet here,” Nazhar added.

“The next two clues are ‘Sky Mirror Court or Pavilion’ and ‘No Cup Door’,” I said in a low voice.

I looked at Eliza, who nearly rolled her eyes, but stopped herself and gave a self-conscious smile instead.

“I see a butterfly!” Jimmy shouted, shocking the rest of us with his loud voice. It made Wendy trip over a non-existent stone. Jimmy then ran off in the direction of the fluttering butterfly.

I coughed and spoke again in a normal voice, “Perhaps we should find a map. If these are in fact locations within the Japanese Gardens, a map would help us.”

“There’s a map right there, Sherlock,” Nazhar said, pointing to a signboard on our left.

We ran towards the map but it was written in English. However, it did say that the Japanese Gardens had a Rest House, a Guest House and a Stone Lantern Valley, which sounded really cool. Dad was typing something on his phone.

“Okay. Officer Siva said that the Chinese characters could be names of places, so it would be reasonable that they could be names of the Rest House, the Guest House or the Stone Lantern Valley, correct?” I said.

Everyone nodded. Mom had just joined us and asked where Jimmy was. We spotted him in the distance waving at us and jumping up and down. The same elderly couple whom Mom had startled at the entrance was once again alarmed by Jimmy’s antics. We dashed towards him. I saw Wendy whispering something in Eliza’s ear.

“Sherlock! Look! I found a place with Chinese characters that I can’t read!” Jimmy said excitedly.

“That’s great, Jimmy,” Eliza said. “You’re a genius.”

“You know what, Eliza? Just stop,” I said. “Stop pretending you’re here to help find Watson, stop pretending you’re not just here to keep an eye on us and stop pretending to be our friend.”

Eliza looked taken aback. “I’m sorry, Samuel, you know I am. I know I hurt you—”

“Hurt us? You betrayed us, Eliza,” I said angrily. “All your apologies are fake and you’re just setting us up for another betrayal! But I won’t fall for it again, Eliza!”

Eliza’s face crumpled and she ran off. Wendy just stared at me for a second before running after her.

“We’ll talk about this later, young man,” Mom said, before chasing after the girls.

“What was that, Sherlock?” Nazhar asked. “She was helping us.”

“So was James,” I said. “They’re both playing with us.”

“I am very disappointed in me!” Dad said loudly.

Nazhar, Jimmy and I stared at him. He stared back at us, before smacking his head. “I mean, I am disappointed in you, not me! This is not how we handle problems.”

“Can we talk about this later, Dad? We have to find Watson,” I said.

“No, we can’t talk about this later,” Dad said loudly. “You were very mean to Eliza.”

“You really were, Sherlock,” Nazhar said. “It was uncalled-for and you need to apologise.” Jimmy nodded.

“I really don’t want to talk about this right now,” I said. “I want to focus on finding Watson, and Eliza was just a distraction.”

“We will talk about this right now, young man,” Dad said. “No argument.” Dad’s phone beeped. He looked at it and then looked at me. He blinked.

“Fine, let’s go find Watson,” Dad said. “Let’s go to the Stone Lantern Valley.”

Nazhar was bewildered. “Why the Stone Lantern Valley, Uncle Mike?”

“Uh...because the clue said garden, and a valley is a kind of garden,” Dad said.

“I thought that meant the Japanese Gardens?” Jimmy said, scratching his head.

Dad started to sweat a little. “Maybe it does, and maybe it doesn’t. It couldn’t hurt to check.” Dad turned around and started walking. We had no choice but to follow him.

When we reached the Stone Lantern Valley, we saw a lot of traditional Japanese stone lanterns with names like Yukimi-doro, Tachigata and Ikekomi-gata, all in different shapes and sizes. The stone lanterns all had signs that explained what their names meant, but we were in too much of a hurry to stop and read them carefully.

Dad started looking around, and then shouted, “Found it!”

“You found the clue?” Jimmy asked.

“Uh...no,” Dad said. “I was looking for that, yes, but I found something else instead.”

“What did you find?” Nazhar asked.

“Uh...nothing, just a rock,” Dad said. “Everybody keep looking!” Dad hunched over and started looking at the ground again.

“Your dad’s being kind of weird,” Nazhar whispered to me. “Is he okay?”

“We’re all under a lot of stress, Nazhar.”

“Hey!” Dad shouted. “Look at this thing I just found that is completely unrelated to the other thing I found, which was a rock!”

Dad was certainly acting weird.

He handed his find to me, and I immediately recognised the My Little Pony charm.

“It’s Eliza’s phone!” Jimmy said.

“She must have dropped it,” Nazhar said. “We should get it back to her.”

“Maybe she’s still nearby,” Jimmy said. “Eliza!” he shouted, shocking that same elderly couple again.

“No,” I said. “We’re not going to give it back to her.”

“What?” Nazhar said, frowning. “Why not?”

“James!” I shouted. “I know you’re watching! This is Eliza’s phone! I’m going to leave it here, and you can take it and delete the photos yourself!”

“What? Wait, wait,” Nazhar said. “Eliza already—”

“Samuel, no!” Dad shouted, putting his hand on his forehead. “That, that is a terrible thing to do to a friend.”

Dad was doing something weird with his voice, putting the stresses on all the wrong words.

“She’s not our friend, Dad. She’s working with—”

“You don’t know that!” Dad said, putting his hands on his hips. It was like he was in a soap opera, but not the good kind that Officer Siva loved watching.
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“Dad,” I said, looking him straight in the eye, “Watson is more important than Eliza’s phone.”

“Fine, son!” Dad said, his arms straight down his sides. “You know best.” Then he started to march away (he was literally marching, complete with the stiff arm and leg movements). We looked at each other then trailed after him.

Jimmy came up to me and asked, “Has your dad been a robot this whole time, but now he needs to be fixed? Is that why he’s talking all funny and doing weird things with his arms?”

“No,” I whispered back. “Dad’s just a terrible actor.”

“WE GOT HIM!” I heard Eliza yell. I grinned and spun around. Dad let out a “phew” and turned around too.

We walked back to the Stone Lantern Valley and saw Eliza, Wendy and Mom at the exact place where I had left Eliza’s phone. They had a large blanket over a boy-shaped object.

“It happened just like you planned, Sherlock,” Eliza said. She was smiling.

“What’s happening now?” Nazhar asked.

“My yelling at Eliza was all a ploy to catch James,” I said. “I came up with the plan once I realised James could only see us, but not hear us. I told Wendy and Dad, then Dad texted Mom and Wendy told Eliza. I yelled at Eliza so she, Wendy and Mom would run off and not be followed by James.”

“Then I texted Uncle Mike to tell him where we left the phone,” Mom said.

“Then you left the phone behind as bait so the girls could catch James,” Nazhar said, slowly nodding his head. “Very clever, but why didn’t you tell me about the plan?”

“Because we all know what you look like when you’re trying to be inconspicuous,” Eliza said. She imitated Nazhar’s classic I-am-staring-into-air-in-a-very-focused-manner look.

Nazhar flushed red.

“Though I’m pretty surprised that Dad didn’t tip James off with his horrible acting,” Wendy said. “Uncle Boon Chong really wasn’t kidding about you, Dad.”

Dad grimaced while Mom struggled to hide her smile.

“Anything to say under there, James?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, sir, but Master James isn’t here.”

We looked at each other and pulled the blanket back. Moran was sitting there.

“Good afternoon,” he said.

“Of course! It all makes sense now,” I shouted. “You’ve been using your X-ray or thermal vision to watch us through buildings, so we couldn’t see you. So which is it? X-ray or thermal?”

Eliza’s phone rang again. Eliza immediately answered it and put it on speaker.

“Well done, Sherlock,” James said. “That plan of yours worked perfectly. I guess you’re not as addled by your missing robot as much as I had thought.”

“Let’s trade,” I said.

“Trade what?” James asked.

“Robots. I have Moran, and you have Watson, so let’s trade.”

James let out a chuckle. “No deal. Watson is clearly more valuable to you than Moran is to me. I’ll just build another servant. What this means, however, is that I won’t be giving you any more hints.”

The line went dead.

“That’s fine, we don’t need his help,” I said. “Let’s go back to the building Jimmy was pointing at before and solve this riddle properly, without James’s meddling.”

“But first...” Dad said, looking at Moran.

“I will submit to your incarceration,” Moran said. He really was exceedingly polite.

“We’re not going to imprison you,” I said. “You’re coming with us so we can keep an eye on you.”

We walked back to the building Jimmy had pointed to earlier, and stared at the large Chinese characters on it [image: Illustration] but it didn’t match up with our list.

“Sam! Look here!” Wendy called out. She was pointing at a directional signage for the Guest House [image: Illustration] and the Stone Lantern Valley [image: Illustration].

“They look a bit different, but I think that’s because the clues James gave us used traditional Chinese characters,” I said. “To the Guest House!”

As we dashed by the Stone Lantern Valley, Nazhar asked, “How can you be sure James’s clue points to the Guest House, Sherlock? The characters on the sign don’t match the characters on his clue.”

“James’s clue uses traditional characters while the sign used simplified characters. Even though our Chinese isn’t fantastic, we can still recognise the root character, which is the same in both writing forms.”

“You know, we should really take the kids on a holiday to Japan,” Dad said to Mom as they jogged together side by side with Moran in the middle. “The last time we went was on our honeymoon!”

Mom grinned and nodded. I really wanted to visit Japan too. I had heard that in Tokyo, you could get personalised cup noodles and specially designed bento sets! I wanted one with robot-shaped onigiri. But more than that, I wanted Watson to come with us. He would love Japan and all its robots!

“This is it, Samuel,” Eliza said. As usual, she and Nazhar had reached it before the rest of us. “No Cup Gate.”

Eliza pointed at a red, wooden gate that was situated in front of the Guest House. There was a sign on the gate with the traditional characters that matched James’s clue exactly. To the right of the gate was a sign on the ground that explained why the gate was called the “No Cup Gate” and pasted on the base of that sign was a white envelope.
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“That must be the next clue, Sherlock!” Jimmy exclaimed as he scampered over to pull the envelope loose.

I immediately opened the envelope as everyone gathered around me.
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“Those are elements,” Mom said.

“Does he want us to do an experiment here?” Dad asked, spinning around to look at our surroundings. “Did he leave us any materials?” He looked at Moran, who shook his head (politely, of course).

“I don’t think so, Dad,” I replied, taking a look around too. “It has to be a clue like everything else.” I then stared hard at the words on the paper.

“Does ‘CHIS BOA’ mean anything to anyone?” Wendy asked, squinting at the piece of paper.

“BoA is a Korean pop star, I think,” Eliza said. “But that doesn’t make any sense at all.”

“Maybe he wants us to sing and dance!” Jimmy said, striking a dramatic pose with an imaginary microphone. He danced around and almost bumped into a metal structure that was situated opposite the No Cup Gate some distance away. Grinning, he ran back to us.

“Wait, what did you say, Wendy?” Mom asked, frowning.

“CHIS BOA, Mom,” my sister replied. “I just took the first letters of all the words that James listed. Sherlock said it was a puzzle so I thought maybe the first letters of the words would spell out something. But it really doesn’t make any sense to me.”

“That’s a good try though, Wendy,” I said. I had also been thinking along the same lines. “Maybe...does anyone have a piece of paper?”

Dad dug out a small notebook and a pen from his pocket.

“If A=1, B=2, C=3, D=4, E=5, F=6, G=7, H=8...” I muttered to myself, scribbling madly.

“That would give us 3, 8, 9, 19...” Nazhar said.

“Are you thinking this might be a mathematical formula again, Sam?” Dad asked.

“Yes, but—”

“CHINA BOAT!” Mom yelled out before clamping her hands over her mouth. She was too late though. She scared the same elderly couple who had just caught up to us. This time they shot us a stern glare before hurrying away.

“What, Mom?” I asked. “China Boat? What does that mean?”

“It’s the symbols for the elements,” Mom replied. “Here. Pass me the notebook and I’ll write it down so it’s easier for everyone to understand.”
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“And since we’re right next to the Chinese Gardens, we should look for a boat over there!” I concluded. “Mom, you’re a genius!”

“She really is, you know, Sam,” Dad said, giving Mom a hug. “She’s smarter than me.”

“Mike...” Mom said, her face tinged with red.

“She was a genius chemist, but then your sister and you came along and—”

“And nothing,” Mom interrupted. “I use my skills in my molecular gastronomy classes. It’s quite fascinating, really.”

“She still sometimes recites the periodic table in her sleep,” Dad said. “She also drools. I bet she could tell us what her drool consists of, chemically.”

Mom gave him her best just-you-wait look.

“Maybe I can come with you for your next lesson, Mom!” I said. I realised that there were a lot of things about my parents’ lives before I was born that I didn’t know, but I really wanted to find out. There was definitely more to Mom than met the eye.

Mom nodded, smiling. “I would love that, Sam.”

“To the Chinese Gardens!” Jimmy cried out. “I actually know where the China Boat is! I’ve been with Mama!”

We followed closely behind Jimmy as we all dashed across the White Rainbow Bridge that connected the Japanese and Chinese Gardens.

The Chinese Gardens was a lot more bustling compared to the sparse Japanese Gardens. It had a lot more statues: the twelve Chinese zodiacs, important figures in Chinese history and mythology, and stone pagodas, but I didn’t see any boats in the various ponds that were situated around the garden.

Also, I was out of breath. There had been a lot of running. In my rush to find Watson, I had forgotten I disliked running intensely, but my lungs and calves now reminded me.

“Here we are!” Jimmy exclaimed, pointing at a big structure that I had not been expecting. “It’s called the Stone Boat!”

I had been looking for a miniature Chinese boat in the ponds, but this was far larger than I had expected. The base of the Stone Boat was white and had a Chinese motif, and on the top of the white base was a huge, double-storey structure also designed in a traditional Chinese style. So this was the China Boat that James was referring to in his last clue!

“Let’s head to the Stone Boat!” I said.

We ran on to the Stone Boat and carefully searched every nook and crevice on the first level. Eliza kept an eye on Moran, though he hadn’t tried to run away once. He really was quite a polite robot.
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Unfortunately, we didn’t find a clue.

“Shall we go up to the second level, Sherlock?” Nazhar asked.

I nodded. Great, more stairs. I took a deep breath and ran up. I am proud to say I did not pass out when I reached the top. If I hadn’t been so worried about Watson, I would have definitely stopped for a snack.

We continued to search the second level. Luckily, it was less crowded than the first level. I guess other people also didn’t like stairs. Mom, Dad and the Supper Club were scouring the area looking for clues. I went to a window on the right and looked out at the surroundings. Maybe James wanted us to be here so we could spot the clue he had hidden somewhere else. He had a fiendish mind and I wouldn’t put it past him to send us down the wrong path every once in a while.

And then I spotted it—and gasped. Everything clicked into place.

At the same time, Dad exclaimed, “I found the envelope! I found the next clue!” He was on his hands and knees and had found an envelope hidden in the corner of the room.

“We don’t need it any more, Dad,” I said, turning to look at my parents and best friends. “I know what James is up to.”
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The riddle we had found at the Stone Boat would clearly point to Jurong Lake Park if we’d taken the time to solve it, but I explained to everybody why we had to go to Changi Beach Park instead. I should have seen the pattern earlier, but I was so busy trying to figure out the obvious clues James had left for us, I didn’t notice the less obvious clues right in front of us. Plus, my reasoning and deductive skills had been impaired by my concern for Watson, but I was now positive we were going to get him back.

Mom parked the Space Wagon at Car Park 1 like I had asked her to.

“According to the website, the sculpture should be around here, along with an amphitheatre of sorts,” I said.

Dad stayed with Moran while the rest of us started looking around the area for either the sculpture or an amphitheatre, but all I found was a beachside restaurant called Bistro@ Changi. It served what looked like delicious grilled salmon. But I had to focus. I knew James was around here somewhere and if he didn’t have Watson with him, we would make him tell us where he was keeping him.

“I don’t see anything that remotely resembles an amphitheatre or the sculpture, Sam,” Mom said.

“I found a small sculpture commemorating the Sook Ching massacre, but I know that’s not the one we’re looking for,” Nazhar said.

“I think I see him, Samuel,” Eliza said. She pointed towards the west, along the beach. I squinted and saw what looked like a boy in school uniform, and one other strange-looking person standing behind him. The boy was writing something in a notebook or a journal.
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I then realised it wasn’t just any school uniform. It was our school uniform, and the strange-looking person behind him was a robot! MY ROBOT!

“That’s him,” I said. I turned towards Eliza and said, “It’s true your help has been invaluable during this entire ordeal, but—”

“Her help has been invaluable, Cher Lock,” Wendy interrupted me, “and now she’s going to continue to help us as we confront James once and for all.”

I knew Wendy was very frustrated with me. She’d been calling me “Cher Lock” all day, and I couldn’t really blame her. Eliza had been extremely helpful, but all this could still be part of James’s plan, even helping us capture Moran. James obviously didn’t care about him. What if she’d been keeping him apprised of our progress this entire time? It’s true I hadn’t seen her send any text messages, but she had been using her phone a lot, to help us solve riddles she said. What if when we confronted James, she would show her true colours and find a way to keep Watson away from us?

I pushed all these thoughts away. It was clear Wendy would continue to stand up for her, and nobody else would side against Eliza. Nazhar and Jimmy still considered Eliza a friend, and my parents wanted to help her, because they really cared about all my friends. I decided not to press the issue.

“Fine, but we all go together,” I said. We walked down the beach straight towards James and Watson. James didn’t notice us until we were fairly close and he seemed genuinely surprised to see us. He quickly put his notebook in his pocket. Watson saw us as well but he didn’t move. I could see that Watson’s left hand was the only thing missing from him. That was a huge relief!

“What are you doing here?” James asked, quickly glancing at his watch. “It’s not possible that you solved all of my riddles this quickly. Did Moran tell you anything? And I’m very surprised to see you here, Eliza.”

This was the first time I had seen James nervous. His plans had clearly not gone exactly as he had designed, and this was probably the first time it had ever happened to him. I wanted to press our seeming advantage.

“You’re not as clever as you think you are,” I said. “Did you really think I wouldn’t notice the planetary sculptures at each of your clue points? First, the Sun in the Ecogarden and Mercury at the Fibonacci Terrace at the Science Centre, then Venus near the Torii Gate at the Japanese Gardens and finally Earth near the Stone Boat at the Chinese Gardens. Once I saw that one, I knew where you’d be.”

The Science Centre had set up sculptures around the parks of Singapore representing the Sun and the then nine planets of the Solar System. Each sculpture had facts and figures of the celestial body it represented. Also, their relative distances from the Sun sculpture at the Science Centre represented their actual distances from the real Sun. If we had followed all of James’s riddles as he had intended, we would still have ended up at Changi Beach Park, where the sculpture of Pluto was supposed to be located.

The nervousness left James’s face. “Ah,” he said. “That was a calculated risk. I had assumed you’d be too distraught over the possibility of losing your beloved pet robot and your deductive faculties would have been compromised.”

“I admit they were,” I said. “Luckily, I have really good friends who more than made up for my failings.”

“Bravo, all of you,” James said. “But it doesn’t matter. I’ve already won. I won the moment I started playing the game against you.”

Eliza stepped forward. “You ‘won’? James, it’s over. You kidnapped Watson. Samuel and Wendy’s parents are here. There’s no way for you to spin this. You’ve been caught red-handed. Just...just give up.”

“I’ve been ‘caught’?” And then James laughed. Genuine, coming-from-the-belly laughter that made him double over and slap his knee. His eyes even began tearing. How could he find this all so funny?

We looked at each other. Mom and Dad appeared as worried as Eliza, whereas the rest of us were just utterly confused.

“Oh, thank you, Eliza,” he wheezed between chuckling. “I really needed that.”

“This isn’t funny!” Jimmy said.

“It’s actually quite hilarious,” James said. “Especially when I explain how easy it was to control your robot.”

“What do you mean ‘control’ him?” I asked. I knew Watson was one of the most difficult creations on this planet to control. I had given him free will and he picked up sarcasm, grumpiness and stubbornness all on his own.

“I installed an obedience chip in him,” James said. “Very simple really. I installed one in Moran, too. It makes them so much easier to handle, don’t you think?”

The news hit me like a punch to the stomach. I was so shocked I nearly fell to the ground. How could anybody do that? I turned to look at Dad and saw that he was just as stunned. He had never once thought of creating an obedience chip for Watson. And Mom, Mom was furious.

“That’s despicable!” I shouted. My control had finally cracked, my fear and anger and hurt bubbled out. “You’re a horrible person and I’m going to stop you.”

Mom put her hand on my shoulder. “James, you will remove that horrible chip from Watson this instant.” I had never seen her look this angry before.

“Mrs Tan, it clearly needed the chip,” James said, his easy smile still on his face. “I know that it never listened to Sherlock, and servants should always listen to their masters.”

“You will also refrain from calling him an ‘it’,” Mom said. “His name is Watson, and he is my son.”

At this, James’s mask fell away. There was real fear in his eyes now. He realised he had miscalculated, and had done so badly.

“Do-you-really-mean-that?” Watson asked.

James spun around to look at Watson. “I commanded you not to speak until I gave you permission,” he said, his voice wavering.

“Be-silent-you-insufferable-child,” Watson said. “Your-ridiculous-chip-never-worked-on-me. My-systems-are-too-old.” Watson shot me a pointed glare.

James looked back at us, naked panic on his face now. “Moran, now!” he shouted.

Moran’s rocket skates popped out from his feet and he rushed away from Dad before Dad knew what was happening. James leapt onto his back and Moran used his skates to walk on water and escape into the sea. Watson stretched out his right arm and tried to catch them, but it was too late. They had already disappeared over the horizon.

Watson turned around and looked at Mom again. “Did-you-really-mean-that?”

“Of course I did,” Mom said, and she dropped to her knees to hug Watson’s angular frame tightly.

Watson extended his arms and hugged her back just as tightly, his body shimmering pink.
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When everybody had finished hugging each other, Dad called Officer Siva and explained the entire situation to him. He was not happy that we had kept him in the dark about all this. He asked Dad to bring us to the divisional headquarters at Jurong so he could take our statements.

In the Space Wagon, I fretted over Watson.

“Would-it-kill-you-to-upgrade-my-systems-once-in-a-while?” Watson asked. “I-am-still-running-on-the-equivalent-of-DOS.”

“What’s DOS?” Jimmy asked.

“Something only old people know,” Dad said from the front seat.

I stopped fretting. Watson was clearly fine, as evidenced by his smart mouth.

“Stop complaining, Watson,” I said. “Your outdated systems were what saved you.”

When we reached the Jurong Police Divisional Headquarters, Officer Siva was waiting outside to greet us. It was a large building of white, grey, and blue, with a lot of blue-tinted windows.

Officer Siva was in his blue uniform, holding a clipboard. “Hello, Supper Club. I’m glad to see you’re solving mysteries again, but I’m not thrilled you kept me out of the loop on this one. And what’s this about James Mok? We’re sure this isn’t another flight of fancy, correct?”

I wanted to point out that it was never a flight of fancy, but I decided to hold my tongue until we were in a more convenient setting.

As we walked into the building, Mom and Dad explained how James had convinced Auntie Vivian’s employee to steal a robot, how he had faked his disappearance at MacRitchie, how he had convinced an actor to steal a script and how he had kidnapped Watson and led us around Singapore. Eliza spoke up when they needed her to, and agreed to testify in court if it ever came to that.

I realised that couldn’t possibly be part of James’s plan. I was finally convinced that Eliza wasn’t working with him any more.

Officer Siva led us into his office, past brightly lit hallways full of police officers both in uniform and in plain clothes. He wasn’t quite convinced about James, but he wasn’t completely dismissing it, especially as Mom and Dad were helping to tell the story. He had Corporal Boey bring in extra chairs so that all eight of us could sit down. She gave us a grimace, clearly still remembering what we had put her through a few weeks ago.

Officer Siva sat down behind his large desk full of papers and bobbleheads, and placed a tape recorder on top of a particularly precarious stack of files. I had thought Officer Siva was neater than this.

“Okay, so what exactly happened?” Officer Siva asked.

We all started talking at the same time.

“Wait!” he said, waving his arms.

“And then the pasta lied to us!” Jimmy said accusingly.

Everyone fell silent at that.

Officer Siva pinched the bridge of his nose and took off his cap, showing his balding head.

“Let’s start again, and one at a time this time please.”

We took turns telling him the whole story from when Watson went missing to when Dad called Officer Siva from Changi Beach Park.

When we were done, Officer Siva turned to Watson and said, “Can you tell me what happened to you while your friends and family were off looking for you?”

“Of-course,” Watson said. “It-all-started-when-the-entire-class-ran-out-of-Mr-Lim’s-class-without-helping-to-clean-up. Again.”

Jimmy and I looked down at our shoelaces. My bows were really quite symmetrical.

Watson continued, saying Moran had also stayed behind to help clean and offer Mr Lim tea and scones, which Watson had found suspicious, but not suspicious enough to do anything about it. After all, James thought of all robots as simply servants, and perhaps James was just trying to get into Mr Lim’s good graces. However, when he stepped out of the classroom, James was there holding a very large magnet.

“A large magnet?” I asked.

“Like, a Wile E. Coyote magnet?” Dad asked.

“Yes,” Watson replied. “It-was-powerful-enough-to-attract-me-and-hold-me-fast. Moran-lifted-the-magnet-with-me-stuck-to- it-while-James-hopped-on-his-back. Moran-then-used-his-rocket-skates-to-race-off-to-James’s-home.”
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James immediately installed the obedience chip into Watson in his lab in the basement of his home, and to test it out, he asked Watson to cut off his own hand. Even though the chip wasn’t working, Watson played along and cut it off. It didn’t cause him any pain. He gave it to James, who put it in a box with the note and passed the whole thing to Moran, who raced away again.

A few minutes later, Watson heard the phone call between us and James. Once he had hung up, James ordered Watson not to move until he came back, then left his home, apparently to set up some of the clues the Supper Club needed to find.

Since the obedience chip wasn’t actually working, Watson set about rebuilding his hand from the spare parts he had found in the lab.

“Wait, you rebuilt your hand?” I asked.

“Yes,” Watson said, lifting his left arm. A steam-driven hand popped out of his arm socket. Watson then reconfigured his hand into a drill, a lockpick, and a pizza cutter.

“Wow, Watson,” I said, “I didn’t know you could do that.”

“I-have-been-able-to-upgrade-myself-for-awhile-now,” Watson said. “I-did-not-want-to-tell-you-as-I-did-not-want-you-to-feel-as-if-I-did-not-need-you.”
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“Are you kidding?” I said. “This is great! Now I don’t have to do all the work by myself! You can help!”

“Oh. That-was-the-actual-reason-why-I-did-not-tell-you. I-had-forgotten.” Watson then sighed robotically. He did this by saying the word “Sigh”, robotically.

Watson had just enough time to rebuild his hand before James returned. James ordered Watson to follow him in his chauffeured car as he sped away. At first, Watson just walked normally to annoy James, but then James ordered him to fly, and Watson had no choice but to obey in order to keep up the pretence.

“It-took-all-of-my-self-control-to-not-complain-about-being-so-close-to-seawater-and-sand. It-was-fortunate-I-did-not-rust-beyond-repair.”

“For the last time, you don’t rust! I made you waterproof!” I yelled, waving my fists around in an agitated manner.

“Or-so-you-claim,” my robot replied. I suddenly couldn’t remember why I was so anxious to get him back.

Watson followed James’s car to Changi Beach Park, where James then commanded Watson to wait. He pulled out his notebook and started writing. Watson noticed something about notes and candy, but couldn’t read anything else. And that’s when we showed up.

“This is quite a story, everybody,” Officer Siva said. He was frowning. “James is a minor so the first thing I’m going to do is get in touch with his parents.”

“That might actually not be as easy as you think, Officer Siva,” Dad replied.

“This entire situation is complicated, Mike. I’ve never had to deal with a kidnapped robot before. Not to mention almost everyone involved seems to still be in primary school,” Officer Siva said, squeezing his forehead as if he had a migraine. His action vaguely reminded me of Wendy when she was doing her Chinese homework.

“Look, everybody, I’m not saying I don’t believe what you’ve told me. But my first course of action is to contact James’s parents. I can’t question him or do anything until I’ve spoken to them.”

We nodded. Maybe this is what James had meant by he had already won?

Officer Siva looked at Dad and Mom. “Perhaps we could step outside to discuss this and see how we can achieve that?” My parents nodded. Dad patted me on my shoulder as he left the room with Officer Siva.

“Well, I’m glad Watson’s back and this is all over,” Jimmy said.

“It-is-not-all-over,” Watson said. “We-still-do-not-know-why-James-has-been-wasting-all-our-time-with-these-mysteries.”

“You’re right, Watson,” I said. “This is the fourth time he’s done this: Auntie Vivian’s robot in Penang, his disappearance in MacRitchie, the stolen script in Balestier, and now kidnapping you.”

“He certainly didn’t think he was defeated at the beach,” Eliza said. “At least, not before he realised Watson wasn’t under his control.”

I looked at Eliza and took a deep breath. “Eliza, I was wrong about you, and I’m big enough to admit it.”

“You-certainly-are-big-enough,” Watson said.

“I just realised it was a lot quieter when you weren’t around,” I said glaring at my robot. I looked back at Eliza. “I’m sorry for doubting you.”

“You don’t need to apologise to me, Samuel,” she said. “If anything, I need to apologise to all of you. I was so horrible these past few months, and I’m just very happy you’re giving me a chance to redeem myself.”

“You already have,” I said. “You helped me get my obnoxious little brother back.”

“Now you know how it feels,” Wendy said, smiling.

“Yay!” Jimmy shouted. “The Supper Club is finally back together like it should be!”

Everybody was happy, but I still couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t over yet. However, it was now finally time for a snack!
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“It’s gone!” Dad yelled the minute he stepped into the house.

Mom, Wendy and I immediately dashed into the living room. Watson walked in after us because he never dashed. After what had happened with Watson, we were all on tenterhooks for James’s next fiendish move.

“What happened, Dad?” I asked my father, who had plonked himself down on the couch. “Is it bad? What did James do now?”

“I-am-ready-for-my-next-robot-battle,” Watson added.

“My Red Vines are all gone!” Dad wailed, dramatically sprawling.

Mom huffed and sat down next to Dad while Wendy perched on the arm rest next to me. We breathed a huge sigh of relief. Dad was always finishing his twisty red liquorice stash at work before coming home and whining about it. Mom had told him repeatedly that he shouldn’t consume so much sugar, but he insisted that it was his “brain food” and that it was the only way he could solve problems and difficult scientific equations.

“We’ll just have to get you a new batch, dear,” Mom said, patting Dad on the shoulder. “Also, you really shouldn’t eat that much sugar. Didn’t you just get a full carton mailed to you from the US manufacturer two weeks ago?”

“I tried all our regular supermarkets and they’re all sold out!” Dad exclaimed. “I’m trying to make do with the green apple vines, but they’re too sour and too green! And the mango vines are just gross. If I were a mango, I’d never want to be turned into a mango vine.”

“There, there, Dad,” Wendy said, winking at Mom. “I’m sure Mom will be able to find you at least one packet, right, Mom?”

“Well, I usually hide one packet at home, just in case,” Mom replied. “But I had to give it to you the last time you ran out and now I’m really all out of Red Vines too.”

“Oh, no!” Dad wailed. “This is terrible! I’ve had the worst time lately. First I lost my office key card and my boss was really mad with me.”

“Yeah. That happened when we were solving the fake case of James being missing in MacRitchie, didn’t it, Dad?” I said.

“And then I lost my notebook with all my handwritten notes!” Dad continued. “That’s set my research into teleportation technology back by I don’t know how long! I’ve been working on those equations for years!”

“I’m sure you’ll find it soon enough, dear,” Mom said. “You’re always forgetting where you’ve put things. Remember that time we found your glasses in the first aid kit after you had that paper cut? We’ll probably find your notebook in the Khong Guan biscuit tin.”

Mom thought for a moment and then stood up and walked to the kitchen to check.

“You lost your notebook around the same time we were on the set of Masters of the Screen in Balestier, didn’t you, Dad?” I asked.

Something tickled my brain.

“And now this,” Dad said. “I was so sure I had at least six packets left, but no! Not a single packet! I can’t believe I ate them all so quickly. And with everything that has been going on, I’ve not been able to continue my work on the teleportation technology at all! Our new project is starting soon and my boss is definitely not going to allow me the free time to work on my own projects any more! It’s a disaster!”

“Dad,” I said. “Do you remember when you came to our school to give the talk for Science Week?”

It had only been a few weeks ago but my dad was very forgetful.

“Yes, of course I do,” Dad replied. “I love talking to kids about Science!” Dad leapt up from the couch and struck his world famous “SCIENCE!” pose. Normally, I would have joined him, but this time, I was distracted by something else.

“And that was when you accidentally told the entire school that you were working on teleportation technology, right?” I continued.

“Yeah, I remember that,” Wendy said, laughing. “Dad was so nervous.”

“I-filmed-it-if-anyone-wants-to-watch,” Watson added.

“Well, let’s see how calm you are when you have thousands of eyeballs staring at you!” Dad replied, sticking his tongue out at Wendy, who stuck her tongue out right back at him.

“And later on you met James for the first time...” I said softly.

“Yes,” Dad said. “Why are you bringing him up now, Sam?”

“Watson, could you please play the footage of Dad on the stage at our school assembly talk?” I instructed.

“What? Why?” Dad asked.

“It’s not to make fun of you or anything, Dad,” I said. “I just want to confirm something.”

Mom had come back into the living room by then and informed us that Dad’s notebook and key card were not in fact in the Khong Guan biscuit tin. I could have told Mom that earlier. I knew she still sneaked in the kitchen every evening for a late-night snack and if Dad had accidentally left his stuff there, she would have found it ages ago.

A beam of light shot out from Watson’s projector located in his belly and we all watched Dad fumble on stage. Dad groaned and covered his face. Mom laughed and gave him a hug.
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“You have your key card on a lanyard around your neck, Dad,” I said, watching the footage closely. “You must have had it when you went to work later that afternoon, right?”

“Yes,” Dad replied slowly, thinking. “It only went missing the day after—”

“After we went to MacRitchie Reservoir for the first time,” I could not help but interrupt. “After we ran to the car in the rain.”

I could see that evening clearly in my mind’s eye. We were all dashing towards the car. Someone made a fart monster joke. There was someone in a cap walking in the opposite direction.

And then it hit me. I knew exactly where I had seen that shadowy figure before.

“James,” I whispered to myself.

“What, Sam?” Mom asked.

“It was James!” I shouted, standing up. “I remember now! There was a boy in a baseball cap walking away from the car just as we were running towards it! It was getting dark and the rain made it difficult to see so I didn’t recognise him. But I’ve seen that cap before! It was on the kid that Eliza was talking to in Penang! And now we know she was talking to James!”

“Wait, what are you saying, Sam?” Wendy asked.

“I’m saying James Mok stole your key card from the car, Dad!”

Dad looked off into space for a moment and then snapped his fingers. “No wonder when I hit the unlock button it didn’t work. It was because the car was already unlocked. I just thought I’d forgotten to lock the car doors again. I...just didn’t want to tell anyone.” He looked sheepishly at Mom, who shook her head.

“And then he used it to sneak into your office to steal your notebook and your Red Vines!” I yelled. I was so excited I was bouncing.

“I knew I couldn’t have eaten all my Red Vines so quickly!” Dad yelled as well. “See, Kat! I told you! I don’t eat as much sugar as you think! I eat just the right amount of a lot of sugar!”

Mom made a face. “If what you’re saying is true, Sam, I really think we need to call Officer Siva. This is breaking and entering, and it’s a crime.”

“Yes! I think we should call Officer Siva and have him meet us at James’s parents’ home,” I said. “I’m going to bring this case to a close!”
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As Dad drove up to James’s mansion on Burgundy Hill, we saw that Officer Siva had brought Corporal Boey with him. The Mok family residence was the only intact mansion I could see. The rest of the pastel-coloured buildings had been split in two and were now semi-detached houses, though I couldn’t be 100 per cent sure, as the sun had set and the outside lights only illuminated so much.

We all tumbled out of the Space Wagon and were greeted by Corporal Boey’s look of anguish.

“You didn’t tell me they were all coming,” she said to Officer Siva.

“We want to see this through,” I replied. “What’s the plan, Officer Siva?”

“Helloooooo, Officer Boey!” Jimmy called out as he waved excitedly. Corporal Boey paled and quickly walked in the opposite direction.

“I haven’t been able to get in touch with James’s parents on the phone. For all I know they’re already home, just not picking up their calls. So right now, the plan is for Corporal Boey and I to knock on the front door and ask to see Mr and Mrs Mok,” Officer Siva said, “while all of you stay in or near your Space Wagon.”

“That won’t work, Officer Siva,” Jimmy said. “James’s parents are in the jungles of Papua New Guinea!”

Officer Siva pinched the bridge of his nose. “Then we’ll ask to see whoever his guardian is. Like I said earlier, we can’t do anything until we’ve spoken to his parents or guardian. And regardless, you will all stay here. Am I understood?”

We nodded.

Officer Siva and Corporal Boey walked to the front door and rang the doorbell. James’s human butler opened the door. He looked surprised to see Officer Siva standing there.

“Don’t I know you from somewhere?” Officer Siva asked, frowning.

“Yes, you stopped that lady from selling me a stolen robot at the airport a few months back. I still do not appreciate being manhandled despite my obvious innocence,” the butler said, looking disgruntled. “How may I be of service today?”

“Are you James Mok’s guardian while his parents are away?” Corporal Boey asked.

“I am.”

“We need to speak to James please,” Officer Siva said.

“Master James has informed me that he wishes to speak to Samuel Tan Cher Lock before he will speak to the police,” the butler replied.

“Does Master James realise that he might be in a lot of trouble?” Officer Siva replied sternly. “He doesn’t get to give orders to the Singapore Police Force.”

“Officer Siva, I know this is completely your call, but this has been about James and me this entire time. I might be able to get more information from him than the police,” I said.

Officer Siva sighed and muttered something about primary school kids these days. Finally he said, “Okay. Fine. But you’ll still need your parents’ permission, Sherlock.”

I looked up at Mom and Dad. “Mom? Dad? Please, let me do this. He just wants to talk, and I need to end this my way.”

Mom and Dad looked at each other and nodded.

Mom bent down and kissed my forehead. “You are very brave, and you’re such a good boy. I am very proud of you.”

Dad bent down too and took my hands. He looked very serious. “Go get my stuff back, Sam. I really need it. Especially the Red Vines. I’ll make sure you get extra chicken wings the next time Mom makes nasi lemak for dinner.”

Mom pinched his arm, which made Dad yelp.

I turned to the Supper Club.

“Be careful, Samuel,” Eliza said. “He’s very crafty.”

Jimmy gave me two thumbs up and Nazhar smiled.

“You can do it, Sherlock,” Wendy said.

“Stay-focused-no-matter-how-many-warm-scones-Moran-offers-you,” Watson said.

I walked towards Officer Siva. He looked at me and put his hand on my shoulder.

“We’ll be waiting for you right here,” he said. “Just give a shout if you need me.”

“Master James is in his room on the second floor,” the butler said. Trust James to force me to climb more stairs.

I walked into the house and found myself in a wide hall. It was semi-dark, and light and shadow played on the walls. I saw a grand staircase in the middle of the hall, and multiple doors along the hallway. There was also a shallow, inflatable kiddie pool at the base of the stairs. It had been filled with water and there was a rubber ducky floating in it.

I walked up the steps and noticed a light coming from the left of the landing. I walked towards it, and straight into the room it was emanating from. James was sitting in a chair, covered with a beach towel. He was wearing a sopping bathing suit. His hair was wet, and he was flipping through a very familiar-looking notebook.

“That’s my dad’s,” I said.

“I know,” he said, still flipping through the notebook. “And from your lack of surprise, I gather you finally figured out my real plan.”

“Everything was misdirection,” I said. “You wanted to keep us busy so you could stop my dad from working on his teleportation technology. First, you stole his key card, which allowed you access to his office, and then you took his notebook and his Red Vines.”
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He continued flipping through the pages. “Did you figure out why?”

“Your parents’ company,” I said. “If teleportation ever becomes a reality and financially feasible, everyone will want to send their goods in that manner. It would ruin your parents’ shipping company. Though that probably would have taken decades, at least.”

He finally looked up at me. “You want to know the best part about all of this? The part I only just figured out, after our encounter on the beach yesterday.”

“That you’re not as clever as you think you are?” I said.

He smiled. “No, that your father is not as clever as he thinks he is. It turns out he carried a one when he should have carried a two in one of his early equations.”

He chuckled slightly. “I didn’t have to do any of this. He was nowhere near creating a teleportation device and my parents’ company was completely safe.”

James closed my dad’s notebook and replaced the elastic band, then tossed it at me. “His key card and his case of Red Vines are downstairs,” he said, getting up from his chair. He took the beach towel and dried himself, though his bathing suit was still dripping. “I’ll show you where.”
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He stepped past me and out of the room. I followed him out.

“I’m a bit surprised you involved Officer Siva,” he said. “I thought I had destroyed that relationship at MacRitchie.”

“That’s your biggest problem,” I said. “You don’t understand friendship. You just use people until they’re no longer useful. Just because Officer Siva thought he couldn’t trust me to work on cases any more didn’t mean he stopped being my friend.”

We started walking down the steps and I saw that everybody had joined Officer Siva and Corporal Boey at the front door.

“You brought all your dumb friends and family with you, I see,” James said.

“Look,” I said, stopping him halfway down the stairs. “You can say what you want about me, but don’t say bad things about them.”

“But it’s true,” he said, his suit dripping on the steps. “You’re clearly smarter than all of them, and you’re not that smart, ergo, they’re dumb.”

“Seriously, stop it.”

“Or what?” he asked, smirking.

I shouldn’t have done it, I know. Mom says violence is never the answer, but James was just so smug, even in defeat. I pushed him, which clearly surprised him. James pushed me back.

“Hey, you two,” Officer Siva said, taking a step toward us, “None of that.”

But we were already in the middle of a shoving match. Suddenly, James slipped on a wet patch on the steps. He grabbed me, and we both tumbled down the steps.

It felt like it happened in slow motion. I saw us fall down the steps, and I heard my sister scream, “CHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEER-LOOOO OOOOOOOOOOOOOCK!”

We landed in the inflatable kiddie pool with a great splash. I got up sputtering.
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“My name is Sherlock,” I said. “Also, why do you have a kiddie pool at the base of your stairs?”

James got up sputtering too. “I don’t know how to swim, but I like playing with my rubber ducky,” he said. “The bath just doesn’t feel the same.”

“What is the meaning of all this?” a man with a British accent shouted.

I looked past everyone gathered in the hall as they turned around and saw Uncle Henry and Auntie Jane.

“Hello Daddy, hello Mummy,” James said. “Everything you’re about to hear is true.”

“You’re finally ready to give up?” I asked.

“I know when I’m beat,” James said, struggling.

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

“Even-when-splashing-water-everywhere,” Watson said.

James’s ducky squeaked.

 

* * *

 

James’s parents had not been happy at all with what James had been doing, but he was still their son, and they still loved him very much. They made a deal with Officer Siva to avoid any prosecution for James’s various crimes, which included breaking and entering, theft, kidnapping, and whatever faking your own disappearance fell under. James would be sent to a very strict boarding school in London for troubled boys, where he would learn how to be a responsible member of society. Uncle Henry also insisted that Moran be given to me. I promptly removed his obedience chip and allowed him to choose for himself where he wanted to go. As he didn’t really know anybody else, he decided to stay with me. I was looking forward to investigating his ability to serve food at a moment’s notice.

We made Eliza an official member of the Supper Club, which meant she couldn’t bully us any more. She said she still thought we were nerds, but now she was a nerd with us. Mom later told me that Eliza’s parents were going through a difficult time and that it was likely they were going to get a divorce. I didn’t quite understand what that meant and Mom explained that it meant that Eliza’s parents wouldn’t be living in the same house any more. Or even the same country, maybe. Mom said that we needed to be there for Eliza if she needed us. I realised that this might have been why Eliza had sometimes seemed so mean. Maybe that meanness had been a disguise for her sadness. That made me glad that Eliza was now an official member of the Supper Club—we always looked after each other no matter what.

I told Dad what James had said about his equations, and a few days later, after checking through his notebook, he was sad to see James had been right. But he quickly cheered himself up and simply said, “Back to the drawing board.” He actually looked excited at the prospect of trying to solve the puzzle of teleportation despite all the setbacks. I had a lot to learn from my dad about determination. Dad was also really pleased that his Red Vines had been recovered from James’s room with not a bag opened. He actually cooed and cuddled them once Officer Siva released them to us.

On his last day of school before being shipped off to London, James sat at our table after classes had ended. “May I speak with you privately?” he asked me.

“You can speak with us privately,” I said.

He looked at all of us and said, “Moran, you look good. I hope he’s treating you well.”

“He is, Master James, thank you for asking,” Moran replied, well-mannered as ever.

“Remember-he-is-no-longer-your-master,” Watson said. “And-I-hope-that-‘thank-you’-was-sarcastic.”

“I also hope to master ‘irony’ soon, Master Watson,” Moran said. “As opposed to ironing, which I’m already quite adept at.”

I had hoped Moran’s politeness would rub off on Watson, but I was afraid the opposite was actually happening.

“We’re quite busy, James,” Eliza said. “So say what you want to say, or go away.”

“I just wanted to thank Sherlock,” James said. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“What?” I said.

“You helped me fulfil my master plan,” he said.

“No he didn’t,” Wendy said. “He helped stop your master plan.”

“Oh, that whole thing about your dad’s teleportation device,” he said. “That wasn’t my plan. Even if your father had not got his equation wrong, it would still be decades, possibly centuries, before it would have become commercially viable. You said so yourself, Sherlock.”

“But you got caught!” Jimmy said.

“Yeah, you’re being shipped off to London,” Nazhar said.

James smiled wide. “Yes, poor me. I have to go back to London where I can have proper tea and biscuits, and not remain in this place that has never had a season beyond unbearably hot and humid. And those incredibly strict teachers at the boarding school will certainly be too smart for me to run rings around.”

My jaw dropped.

“I will admit I had not counted on my parents also taking away Moran, but no matter,” James continued. “I can always build another robot servant.”

“Why didn’t you just ask your parents to move back?” I asked. “I’m sure they would have done it.”

“I’m sure they would have done it, too,” James said. “But then they would have come with me. This way, I’m going back alone, and I can do whatever I want when I get there.”

We were dumbfounded, even Watson. James had played us expertly.

“Again, thank you all, but especially you, Sherlock.” James got up from the table. “I expect our paths will never cross again, but if they do, just remember that I am as clever as I think am and probably more besides. I will always win whatever game we play. Toodle-oo.”

He walked away, whistling a jaunty tune.

We remained speechless for quite some time, until Jimmy finally said, “I really don’t like him.”

“So, we didn’t win?” Nazhar asked.

“He can say whatever he wants,” Eliza said, “but we solved all his mysteries, and he’s going away. We won’t have to see him any more. I would consider that a win.”

“Eliza’s right,” Wendy said. “Maybe this was his plan all along, but who cares? We’ll never have to deal with him again.”

They were right, of course, but it really bugged me that I hadn’t seen this coming at all. It meant I wasn’t as clever as I thought I was, and that I would need to improve my deductive skills. But like Dad, I knew I was up for the challenge!

We walked out of school and saw Mom and Dad outside with the parked Space Wagon. We were all going to join Mom at her molecular gastronomy class today and learn how to make shrimp foam, which sounded weird, but Mom assured me tasted delicious. I was also looking forward to learning more about chemistry from Mom! That knowledge was sure to come in handy for future cases. Mom also bought Wendy a magazine that explained how art and chemistry had a long history of cooperation. It was all really fascinating.

We were waving at them when Officer Siva suddenly pulled up in his police cruiser.

“Sherlock!” he shouted. “I have an important phone call for you!”

We all ran up to him, the Supper Club from one end and Mom and Dad from the other.

“Here you go,” Officer Siva said, handing me the phone.

I put it on speaker and said, “Hello?”

“Am I speaking to Sherlock Sam?” It was a lady’s voice, and she had a French accent.

“Yes, you are,” I said.

“Is your Supper Club there?” she asked.

“We-are-not-his-Supper-Club,” Watson said. “We-are-all-the-Supper-Club-together.”

“Fantastique,” she said. “I am Inspector Geneviève Lestrade from Interpol, and I need your help to solve a case.”

[image: Illustration]

[image: Illustration]


GLOSSARY

Changi Beach Park—One of the oldest coastal parks in Singapore. It is a popular destination for swimming, cycling, jogging and having picnics by the sea. 

Cheng Teng—A popular sweet, soup-like dessert that consists of dried longan, barley, lotus seeds and white fungus, among other ingredients. It can be eaten cold or hot.

Chinese Gardens—Built in 1975 and designed by renowned Taiwanese architect Professor Yuen-chen Yu, the Chinese Gardens was modelled after the imperial style of architecture from the Sung dynasty period. A very popular location to celebrate the Mid-Autumn Lantern Festival.

DOS—An acronym for Disk Operating System, DOS refers to multiple, closely-related computer operating systems that were used in PC compatible devices between 1981 and 1995. They are still partially used even today. If you don’t understand, ask an old person. 

Ecogarden—Located in the Science Centre, the Ecogarden is an outdoor laboratory that contains a diverse mix of plants, animals and insects that are mostly left to grow and exist without interference. There are many interesting things to do there, like climb the treehouse, explore the mini-rubber plantation and investigate the culinary gardens!

Eureka—Reportedly, the ancient Greek scholar Archimedes exclaimed “Eureka!” when he was in a bath and noticed that the water level rose when he submerged himself in it. He suddenly understood that the volume of water displaced had to be equal to the volume of the portion of his body that he had submerged. That made him realise that the volume of irregular objects could be precisely measured. The word “Eureka” comes from the Ancient Greek word heúreka which means “I have found it”.

Fibonacci Sequence—Named after the famous Italian mathematician, Leonardo Bonacci, who was also known as Fibonacci. It is a series of numbers where the next number is found by adding up the two numbers before it. 

For example: 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8, 13, 21, 34...
The 2 is made by adding 1+1, the 3 is made by adding 2+1 and so on.
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When the Fibonacci Sequence is formed into a spiral using squares with the lengths equal to the numbers in the sequence, it forms the Golden Spiral. This is a naturally occurring phenomena and can be found in something as small as a snail’s shell to something as big as the galaxy!

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

Japanese Gardens—The Japanese Gardens are also known as Seiwaen and are based on the designs of Japanese gardens from the Muromachi period (1392 – 1568) to the Momoyama period (1568 – 1615), which used Zen concepts. The gardens are supposed to instill an overall sense of peace and tranquility, that is, right up until Sherlock Sam, Watson and the Supper Club invade!

Lost—A television series that ran from 2004-2010 and focused on a group of plane crash survivors that were stranded on a mysterious island. One of the riddles of the island was a string of numbers that kept appearing. 

Molecular gastronomy—The term was coined in 1988 by Oxford physicist Nicholas Kurti and French chemist Herve. It is a part of food science that investigates physical and chemical reactions and the transformations that ingredients undergo when cooked. Now you can cook in your very own kitchen using molecular gastronomy!

Nantah Arch—Nantah is the abbreviated name of Nanyang University that existed in Singapore from 1956 to 1980. It was merged with the University of Singapore in 1980 to form the National University of Singapore. There are actually two Nantah Arches. The original arch was built in October 1954 and still stands at Jurong West Street 93, where the original Nanyang University was located. That arch was declared a national monument in December 1998. A replica arch was built in 1995 and now stands in the Yunnan Garden in the Chinese Heritage Centre at Nanyang Technological University. This is the arch that Sherlock Sam visited!

Our Solar System—The is an off-site Science Centre exhibition that replicates the Solar System, using 10 sundial sculptures that have been placed at various parks and gardens around Singapore. The coolest thing about this exhibition is that the distances between the sculptures represent the relative distances between the actual Sun and planets! For more information, visit this link: http://www.science.edu.sg/exhibitions/Pages/OurSolarSystem.aspx

Port Moresby—The capital and the largest city of Papua New Guinea. A popular destination for business and adventure travellers.

Sook Ching—A word that means “purge through cleansing” in Mandarin. It refers to a Japanese military operation in 1942 during their occupation of Singapore that eliminated suspected threats within the Chinese community. 

Wile E. Coyote—A character from a cartoon series called Looney Tunes. Wile E. Coyote is constantly trying to capture The Road Runner using elaborate contraptions and plans which always backfire.


ABOUT THE CHARACTERS
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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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	JAMES MOK

Born and raised in London, James has only recently moved to Singapore with his parents. James’s intellect rivals Sherlock Sam’s genius, but he cannot be distracted by delicious food. He enjoys cream with his scones and Earl Grey tea, hot.




	[image: Illustration]

	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.






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


TROUBLE IN TOKYO!

Look out for the next exciting adventure of Sherlock Sam and Watson in the ninth book of the series.

Inspector 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?
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“Definitely a middle-grade series that I would
unreservedly recommend to teachers, parents,
and fellow bibliogeeks. Science!”

— DR MyRa GARcEs-BacsaL, National Institute of Education
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