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“I-am-feeling-neglected,” Watson said.

I was lying flat on my bed with my face buried in my pillow.

“Umm nog arglod to gib yob agee nou urgblaghs,” I replied.

“Unfortunately-I-do-not-have-a-programme-that-can-translate-that,” Watson said as he walked over and pulled himself up on the bed to sit next to me.

I lifted my head and repeated, “I said, I’m not allowed to give you any new upgrades. Dad and Mom said that it was my punishment for sneaking out to MacRitchie, remember?”

“I-was-referring-to-cleaning-my-not-so-secret-compartment,” Watson said. “I-can-sense-crumbs. So-can-ants.”

“Actually, there is something I’ve been meaning to ask you,” I said, sitting up and looking at my robot. “When did you learn Malay?”

“I-do-not-understand-what-you-mean,” Watson replied. He stretched his legs out and got off the bed.

“When we were solving the case of the vanished robot in Penang, you translated ‘live long and prosper’ from Malay into English. How did you know how to do that?”

“As-with-most-things-I-must-have-picked-it-up-from-watching-television,” Watson said.

“I don’t remember watching Star Trek in Malay in Penang—”

“Perhaps-you-installed-a-translation-programme-in-me-and-forgot-because-you-were-distracted-by-a-cupcake,” Watson continued as he walked across the room, over my scattered toys.

I was about to argue with my robot but I had to admit that there was some truth to what he was saying. I had, on more than one occasion, been distracted from my task at hand by cupcakes and other delicious baked goods, not to mention savoury delights. Although, for me to forget installing an entire translation program was—

“Hey, what’s that sound?” I said, turning towards Watson.

The sound ceased abruptly.

“I-do-not-hear-anything,” Watson said. By now, he was standing close to the bedroom door.

“It sounded like…vacuuming!” I yelled as I scrambled off the bed. “And it sounded like it was coming from your stomach!” I pointed at his offending tummy accusingly.

Deciding to investigate further, I walked over to him and bent down to press my ear against Watson’s metallic tummy but all I heard was his circuits quietly whirring.
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“Are-you-delirious-from-lack-of-food?” Watson politely inquired. “Your-last-snack-was-a-whole-twenty-three-minutes-ago.”

“No, I distinctly heard vacuuming coming from your secret compartment,” I said, straightening up and narrowing my eyes at my robot. “I know what vacuuming sounds like. It’s what wakes me up every Sunday morning when Dad cleans the house.”

Watson remained silent.

I had been suspicious for a while now, ever since I found out that Watson had been reading books on computer programming. Could it be possible that he had learned to upgrade his own systems? Could he have installed a self-vacuuming function? Could he vacuum my bed after a late night Khong Guan biscuit snack attack? Could he—

“Sam! Dinner!” Mom called out from the living room.

I dashed out the door that Watson conveniently held open, almost tripping over a toy robot. I knew Mom had made nasi lemak tonight and there was no way I was going to be late for that.

Instead of our usual dinner at the dining table, Mom had covered the living room table with old newspapers and laid out the nasi lemak dishes there. It was a special occasion and we were allowed to have dinner in front of the television—something that Mom usually disallowed because she said we were too messy. However, tonight was the mid-season finale for Singapore’s most popular local television show, Masters of the Screen, and Mom said that we could watch it while having dinner!

Wendy and Mom were seated cross-legged on the floor. By the time Watson took his place next to me, I had already piled my plate high with ikan bilis, slices of fried omelette, three fried fish and two chicken wings. To top it all off, I had a heaping spoonful of sambal belachan that I was going to mix into the piping hot, fragrant pandan rice. Mom’s homemade nasi lemak mixed with her made-from-scratch belachan was definitely without rival.

“We’ll talk about it later,” I said to my robot, while taking a big spoonful of rice.

“The-belachan-oil-is-dripping-down-your-chin,” Watson replied.

“Gross, Sam,” my older sister Wendy said, wrinkling her nose. She was in Primary Five and a year older than me. She wanted to be an artist one day and her fingers were currently stained with paint from her art class. She got mad at me last week when I asked her to paint over the Blu-Tack stain on my wall.

Mom sighed and handed me a paper napkin. “Table manners, Sam,” she said.

“Is Dad working late again, Mom?” Wendy asked as she took a bite of her fried omelette.

I lowered my head and stared at my rice, the steam fogging up my glasses. Mom had assured me more than once that Dad was not missing family dinners because he was still mad at me. Dad was a genius scientist and was just trying to get as much work done on his top-secret teleportation project before it got too busy at work. However, I knew that Dad was still quite disappointed with me for what happened in MacRitchie and I was worried that he didn’t want to spend time with me. I missed having him around at dinnertime, especially when it was nasi lemak night. He would always sneak me an extra chicken wing or two.

“Dad said that Sam could have his share of chicken wings tonight,” Mom said, keep smiling at me. “But just one extra, okay?”

I looked up at Mom and smiled slightly. I promised myself that I would be extra well-behaved so that Dad would trust me again.

“But he’s coming on the school excursion tomorrow, right, Mom?” I asked, taking another spoonful of sambal belachan for my rice. Like Mom, I loved chilli of all sorts. Nothing was too spicy for my Peranakan genes.

“Yes, of course he is. He’s already taken leave from work,” Mom said, as she pulled the bowl of belachan closer to her. It was too far for me to reach now without having to get up. Wendy snickered under her breath.

“The-probability-of-both-your-classes-winning-the-lucky-draw-to-go-for-the-excursion-is-astronomical,” Watson said. He had already eaten his share of recycled batteries that he consumed as his power source.

“It’s not astronomical, Watson,” I corrected, gearing up to explain to my robot exactly how mathematical probabilities worked. “It’s actually just—”

“Eat your chicken wing before it gets cold, Sam!” Wendy said. She gave me a forced smile that made me suspicious. If I didn’t know any better, I would think that Wendy didn’t want to learn more about mathematical probabilities. But that couldn’t be; everyone loved mathematics—and science, too! If Dad were here, he would listen to me, for sure.

One of the reasons why Wendy and I had been able to convince Mom that we should be allowed to watch Masters of the Screen while having dinner was that we said it was research. This happened about a week ago. Mom had given us her patented please-kids-do-you-think-I-was-born-yesterday look, but she was smiling slightly as she agreed to our request.

Wendy and I were rather stunned, to be honest. I whispered, “Wonder Siblings powers, activate!” My sister looked slightly confused, but bumped her fist against mine anyway. On hearing Mom’s approval, Dad had muttered “ingenious” and earned himself a glare from her.

It was research because Wendy’s Primary Five class and my Primary Four class had won the school lucky draw to visit the site where the series was being filmed. Masters of the Screen was a drama series set in the 1950s about the booming film industry in Singapore, and featured actors playing real-life titans of golden age Malay cinema, like Run Run Shaw and P. Ramlee. Even though it was only the first season, everyone was already talking about how fantastic it was. It had everything: drama, action, comedy and even romance! In my opinion, the only thing it was lacking was superheroes. I made a note to mention this to the director if we met him.

“Jimmy, Nazhar and Eliza will be going as well, right?” Mom asked, looking at Wendy, who nodded in reply. Her mouth was full.

I wanted to add that my arch-nemesis, James Mok, would be there too as he was in my class, but I decided against it. I was trying not to bring up unpleasant memories. So instead I asked, “Auntie Kim Lian will be a chaperone too, right, Mom?”

Mom grinned widely and said, “Yes! She’s so excited about it. The actor that plays P. Ramlee is one of her favourites. When she learned that Dad and I would be chaperones, she immediately called me to ask if she could help too.”

Auntie Kim Lian was Jimmy’s grandma who looked after him while his mom was working. Jimmy had told me that his four sisters complained nonstop last night about not being able to attend. I also wondered if James had obtained the same permission that I did to bring his robot along, though James preferred to think of Moran as a servant rather than a friend. I had not seen the butler robot since the first time James had revealed him to us, after faking his own disappearance in MacRitchie.

“It’s starting!” Wendy exclaimed. We all fell silent and watched the credits unfold as we continued to eat Mom’s delicious dinner. The theme song was one of the most played songs on the radio these days too.

After about 10 minutes, a commercial came on and I said, “I wonder why that cleaning uncle was acting so suspiciously.”

“What cleaning uncle?” Mom asked.

“You mean the man who was sweeping the floor in the background at the start?” Wendy replied. “I think he’s just an extra, Sam. Why would he be acting suspiciously?”

“He kept looking at the camera and he seemed to be sweating a lot. He kept wiping his face,” I continued. “I think he might actually have a bigger role to play than we think.”

“I think you just miss being a detective,” my sister said, before clapping her hands over her mouth. “Oops. Sorry, Sam, I didn’t mean that.”

I shrugged. I had accepted the fact that I wasn’t allowed to investigate suspicious activities anymore. At least until Dad and Mom said otherwise.

“By the way, did I tell you guys that the director is actually an old university friend of ours?” Mom asked, changing the subject at just the right time. “He even directed a play that Dad and I were in.”

“You guys were actors?!” Wendy and I both exclaimed in surprise.

“He might even give us a special tour of the set after your excursion,” Mom said with a twinkle in her eye. She wasn’t as big a fan of the show as Auntie Kim Lian, but Mom had not missed an episode yet. “He said something about there being an old-fashioned bakery near the film set too.”

“He-must-have-heard-of-Sam’s-other-reputation,” Watson said.

Old-fashioned bakeries meant old-fashioned baked bread! I was definitely looking forward to this school excursion.
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“Wow! I thought this studio was closed to the public!” Nazhar said as both our classes stood at the entrance of the old Shaw Studios at 8 Jalan Ampas.

“It was, Nazhar,” Mr Lim, my form teacher replied. “It’s been specially reopened just for filming. You kids are the only members of the public that have been allowed in.”

Even though we were in different classes, Wendy, Nazhar and Eliza still managed to find their way to Watson, Jimmy and me as we gathered at the entrance. I spied James Mok out of the corner of my eye. He was at the other end of the large group of students. As usual, he was impeccably neat and had his expensive white leather shoes on. Moran was with him, holding an umbrella over James’s head, protecting him from the heat. There was also another butler with James, a human one. He was a bald and portly Caucasian man with a thin moustache. He looked familiar, but I couldn’t place where I had seen him before.

The entrance was made up of two large, green gates that swung inwards. One of the gates had a big sign on it that said ‘8 Jalan Ampas’. Shaw Studios was made up of three buildings around a courtyard: a long, single-storey building and two taller buildings. Two of the buildings looked newly renovated, but the tall building at the back was not as well-maintained. It seemed the TV show producers had decided not to spruce up that building.

There were many people running around in the studio lot and quite a few talking into their headsets. There were also several cameramen getting their fancy-looking cameras ready, a lady moving racks of costumes, two people fixing lights, a group of men building a scaffold, and a cleaning uncle from Qīng Qīng Cleaning Services sweeping the floor. I was pretty sure he wasn’t part of the television crew, but everyone else certainly was. It was all very exciting.

“P. Ramlee used to film here,” Nazhar said with awe in his voice.

“Are you going to tell us about the history of the film industry in Balestier now, Nazhar?” Eliza said with a smirk, her hands on her hips. Nazhar blushed. I knew that Nazhar and his dad were huge P. Ramlee fans because we had visited the actor’s original house while we were in Penang. Nazhar had almost passed out from the excitement then.

“I love Nazhar’s history stories!” Jimmy said, jumping up and down to get a better look.

“Jimmy, why don’t you move in front of the taller kids instead of jumping on my toes,” Dad said, wincing.

Wendy sneezed. “There’s something in the air,” she said, rubbing her nose.

“It could be the air,” Nazhar said. “These buildings have been here for a very long time. Since 1937, before the war.”

“But not as long as Chin Mee Chin,” I said. “That’s been in Katong since 1925!”

Suddenly, Dad’s phone rang. “It’s Officer Siva,” he said. He looked at Mom and she raised an eyebrow. “I’ll put him on speaker.”
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Dad pressed the speaker button on his smartphone and we huddled around it.

“Hi, Officer Siva!” Jimmy shouted.

“Hello, Jimmy!” Officer Siva replied. “Hello, everybody else! I assume you’re all there, anyway.”

“We’re all here,” Mom said. She mouthed, “Maybe he’s a big fan,” to Dad.

“I heard you were all going to the set of Masters of the Screen,” Officer Siva said. “That’s really exciting! I’m a huge fan of the show!”

Mom beamed, pleased that she had been right.

“Me too!” Auntie Kim Lian shouted. “Shukri is my favorite!”

Officer Siva laughed. “He’s been in the news a lot recently. Well, I was just calling to see if you needed me there for any reason. Any reason at all.”

Mom smiled at me and I returned the smile. I was actually relieved that he wasn’t calling about a case, especially since I was still not allowed to investigate mysteries. “No, Officer Siva, everything is good here,” Mom replied.

“Okay, good,” Officer Siva said. “It’s just as well. I have this Dos Mujeres, Un Camino fan fiction to finish anyway.”

“What’s that?” Nazhar asked.

“It’s one of my favourite telenovelas!” Officer Siva said. “But I’ll let you guys get back to your excursion. Talk to you later!”

Dad hung up just as Mr Lim started making an announcement—very loudly.

“Everyone, listen up!” Mr Lim called out. He had to repeat himself three more times before everyone quietened down. “Finally. Okay, here’s the plan. First, the people who make Masters of the Screen will talk to you. These include the producers, directors and the actors.”

Mr Lim had to pause for another three minutes while everyone excitedly started talking about meeting the actors. Auntie Kim Lian looked like she might swoon. She was squeezing Mom’s arm so tightly that Mom was wincing.

“Okay! Settle down!” Mr Lim yelled. “After the meet-and-greet session, we’ll be taken on a short tour of the studios and then it will be time for lunch, which we will be having at the famous Loy Kee Chicken Rice restaurant that’s nearby.”

The classes erupted in cheers. I had read about Loy Kee Chicken Rice and heard that it was one of the best chicken rice places in Singapore. I was really looking forward to verifying all the reports I had read, and making my own report with Watson’s recording function.

“I had forgotten how noisy kids are,” a voice said from behind us.

Mom and Dad immediately turned.

“Boon Chong!” Mom said, walking forward to hug the man standing there. He was a scruffy-looking guy with sleepy eyes and messy hair. I noticed that he would be much taller if he had not been slouching. He wore a Star Wars T-shirt with bermudas and sport sandals, and had a koyok on his right knee. Dad often used those medicinal plasters after exercising. Mom liked to tease him about how he was becoming an old uncle.

“Kids,” Dad said, “this is our old university friend, Boon Chong. Back then, he directed plays that your mom and I starred in.”

“I still can’t believe you never told us before that you were actors,” I said. What other secrets of my parents’ past didn’t I know?

Uncle Boon Chong laughed. “Kathryn starred in my plays,” he said. “You played a lot of bit parts, Michael.”

“That’s true,” Dad said. “I couldn’t remember any of the lines or where I was supposed to stand. But your mom…” He got this wistful look in his eyes before turning back to us. “She was amazing, guys.”

“I wasn’t that great,” Mom said, blushing.

“Don’t listen to her, kids,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “Your mom played all the leading roles: Juliet, Ophelia, Nora, Salome, Lady Macbeth. She is an amazing talent.”

“Whereas I was lucky to play Soldier Number Three or some other tiny part,” Dad said.

“You did get to play the Apothecary that one time,” Mom said. “You had four lines.”

“Which I never remembered,” Dad said.

“Did you meet any famous TV stars?” Auntie Kim Lian asked. “A lot of them started out in plays in university too.”

“I don’t think so,” Dad said.

“If you were so terrible at acting, why did you keep trying?” Wendy asked.

“Number one, you shouldn’t give up doing something simply because you start out being terrible,” Dad said, grinning. “The only way you’ll get better is with more practice.”

“I don’t think all the practice in the world would have made you a better actor,” Uncle Boon Chong added with a laugh.

“This-may-be-true-for-Wendy’s-Chinese-as-well,” Watson said.

“Shush, both of you,” Dad said before continuing, “And number two, I kept doing it because that’s where I met the most beautiful woman in the world and I wanted to stay as close to her as possible.”

“Awww,” Mom said.

“Her name was Natasha, Natasha Wong,” Dad said, grinning again.

Mom immediately pinched his arm and twisted as hard as she could. “Ow! Ow! I’m kidding! Ow! It was you! Ow!”

Mom let go, but eyed Dad suspiciously.

“It’s where we met, kids,” Dad said, rubbing his arm. “I kept trying to act because I wanted to be close to your mom, and I was afraid she would forget about me if I left.”

“That’s about as much mushy stuff as I can take,” Uncle Boon Chong said, rolling his eyes as Mom kissed Dad on the forehead. Rubbing his arm, Dad complained about the pain and Mom pinched him again.

Uncle Boon Chong then turned to the rest of our classmates and said, “Now, how would you kids like to meet some of the cast and crew?” Everybody cheered.

As Mr. Lim tried to get the students into some kind of order, I motioned to the Supper Club to gather around. “Look at James over there, pretending like nothing happened,” I said.

“He’s a big fat liar,” Jimmy said, turning to look daggers at James.

“As-opposed-to-Sherlock-who’s-just—”

“That’s too mean, Watson,” Nazhar interrupted him. Watson’s eye beamed.

“Even now we still don’t know why he pretended to go missing,” Nazhar continued.

“Maybe he didn’t,” Eliza said. “We don’t actually know he was faking his disappearance. And even if he was, why does it matter? It’s over.”

“What? Watson and I saw his secret campground,” I said.

“None of the rest of us did,” Eliza said. “And why didn’t Watson record it?”

“But James confessed!” Jimmy said. “I was there!”

Eliza shrugged. “Maybe he just said that because you were already accusing him.”

“Why are you saying these things?” Wendy asked. “Why would Sherlock and Watson lie about what they saw?”

Eliza shrugged again and started to fiddle with one of her neat braids.

“It-matters-because-he-kept-a-lot-of-people-very-busy-for-an-unknown-reason,” Watson said. “What-was-that-reason? And-was-he-trying-to-keep-anyone-in-particular-busy?”

I stared at Watson. I am clearly an excellent influence on my robot, as that was a brilliant deduction.

Mr Lim seemed to have gotten everyone under control finally, and Uncle Boon Chong started to speak. “Okay, let’s start with—”

“BC!” somebody shouted. It was a short guy who came running out of the three-storey building. He was wearing a white T-shirt with a green scarf around his neck, skinny jeans with the cuffs rolled up, glasses with no lenses and eight watches (four on each arm).

“My script!” he shouted again. “My script is missing! It’s gone!”

“Slow down, Qiang Tian,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “What’s wrong?”

“My name is QT!” he shouted. “And my script’s been stolen!”

“Did he just call himself ‘cutie’?” Eliza whispered to Wendy as the rest of us stared at the strange-looking man.
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“Don’t you have a million copies of your script?” Eliza asked.

“What?” the odd man said, squinting at her through his lens-less glasses. “Who are all these children? What’s going on?”

“This is the show’s lead writer, Qiang Tian,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “Just give us a few minutes.” He took the man aside and they started talking in hushed tones. The man who seemed to call himself “cutie” kept throwing his arms in the air, clutching his head and pulling at his scarf. At one point he almost strangled himself with the scarf because he was pulling so hard.

I started to get excited about the possibility of investigating a case until I caught Dad’s eyes. That’s when I remembered that I was still not allowed to be a detective—and my excitement deflated in a whoosh.

“Of course I finished it this time!” the almost hysterical man suddenly shouted.

“Fine, fine. Calm down before you strangle yourself with your scarf again,” Uncle Boon Chong said in a soothing tone, though I thought I saw a vein in the middle of his forehead throb quite fiercely.

The man, however, kept shouting. “Of all the things to be accused of! I was very proud of this script, you know!” Then he finally stalked back into the building.

Uncle Boon Chong took a deep breath and walked back to us. “Sorry about that everyone. Erm, if you could just hold on for a bit. Mike, Kat, can I talk to you guys?”

Mom and Dad walked away with Uncle Boon Chong while Mr Lim tried to calm all the startled students down. Auntie Kim Lian tried to help him while seemingly looking for something else.

“What do you think they’re talking about?” Jimmy asked, looking at us.

“I don’t know,” Nazhar said. “But if this script really got stolen, then maybe we have to cancel the excursion?” He looked disappointed.

“What a delightful mystery.”

We spun around and saw James Mok standing there with his robot Moran. His other butler, the human, did not seem to be present. I wondered if I could somehow give Watson the ability to track people…if Dad ever gave me permission to work on Watson again, that is.

“It should prove relatively simple for the great Sherlock Sam to solve.” He smirked. “Oh, but I forgot, you are not allowed to investigate any more, are you? That’s just too bad.”

“You stole it, didn’t you?” Jimmy said, pointing at James.

“Of course not. Why would I need a ridiculous television script?” he said. “But I certainly know who took it.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Eliza said. “That weird man is just being dramatic. Even if one printout of a script went missing, it would still be saved on his computer.”

“Oh, how little you know about anything,” James said, smirking again.

A flash of anger crossed Eliza’s face, but it went away just as quickly as it had appeared.

“If you know who did it, then go tell Uncle Boon Chong,” Wendy said.

“Ah-ah, that would be telling, and I never tell.” James tapped Moran on the head and a tray of cucumber-and-watercress sandwiches slid out of Moran’s chest, along with a pot of tea. I could smell the scent of fresh butter from the sandwiches.

“Would Sir be needing some milk and sugar?” Moran asked.

“Yes, please.”

“Very good, Sir.” Moran’s left hand retracted into his arm before coming back out with a tiny pitcher of milk. He did the same thing with his right hand and brought out a pretty bowl of sugar cubes that had both white and brown sugar. Incredible! “It’s so hard to get proper tea in this place,” James said. “In London, I could get proper tea from any establishment.”
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“You just haven’t had good teh-C-siu-dai,” Nazhar replied.

“How…?” I started to ask, staring in wonder at the robot serving food to my arch-nemesis. I then turned to look at my robot, who was definitely not serving food. I was lucky if Watson let me have a packet of sugar!

“I guess I just build better robots,” James said.

“You-whine-about-moving-away-from-London-better-too,” Watson said.

“Harumph. I do not understand why you allow your robot servant to be so rude,” James said to me.
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“I-was-built-with-free-will,” Watson said. “That-makes-Sherlock-the-greatest-robot-builder-in-the-world.”

James turned up his nose as if he’d smelled something really rotten, and immediately walked away. Moran pulled everything back into himself and followed behind.

“Was-that-too-mean?” Watson asked Nazhar.

“Nope, that was perfect,” Nazhar replied.

“We should tell Uncle Boon Chong that James knows who stole the script!” Jimmy said.

“Argh!” I said.

“What’s wrong, Sam?” Wendy asked.

“We can’t tell Uncle Boon Chong, and James knows it.”

“Why not?” Eliza asked, crossing her arms.

“Because they’ll think I’m just trying to get him into trouble again, like after MacRitchie,” I said. “Mom and Dad already think I have it in for James.”

“Urgh, you’re right,” Nazhar said, sighing deeply.

“Argh!” I said again. “And we can’t even investigate because Dad made us disband the Supper Club!”

At that moment, Uncle Boon Chong walked back to where we were.

“Where are Dad and Mom, Uncle?” Wendy asked.

“Erm…I seemed to have caused a bit of a problem…” Uncle Boon Chong replied, wringing his hands. “I think they’re discussing something. They should be out soon. Maybe.” He tried to smile at us but I could see the concern in his eyes.

Just then, Mom and Dad emerged. Dad was frowning slightly and Mom looked worried. Auntie Kim Lian cheerily waved at Mom, who then walked over, presumably to explain the situation to her. Dad stood silently by himself. He looked like he was trying to make a difficult decision as he had his serious face on. He caught me looking at him and after a moment, beckoned me over.

“Dad?” I said as I stood in front of him. He crouched down to look me in the eye.

“Mom thinks that we should let you and your friends investigate,” Dad said. He continued to look at me closely. “She thinks that you’ve been very well-behaved since the incident. Plus, Uncle Boon Chong really needs your help.”

I gulped, then held my breath. I was ready to be told that I couldn’t.

“But I’m not sure that it would be a good idea,” Dad continued. “So I wanted to ask you what you think.”

“Ask me?” I said, my mouth literally hanging open. “Why would you ask me?”

“Because you’re the one who will be responsible for your own behaviour and actions, Sam,” Dad said. “Mom and I can disallow you from doing many things, but ultimately, as you grow older, you’ll have to make your own decisions. So I’m asking you. Do you think Mom and I can trust you to be responsible and careful this time?”

I wanted to say yes immediately, but I stopped myself. Being responsible meant that I had to make sure that all my friends and family were kept safe and that I would not be harming anyone, intentionally or otherwise. I looked directly in my dad’s eyes, took a deep breath and nodded firmly. “You can trust me, Dad. I will be responsible. I’ll prove it to you.”

“Okay. I’ll be watching closely how you handle this case, Sam,” Dad replied. “And let me be clear: this doesn’t mean that you can restart the whole detective thing yet. This is a one-time deal.”

I nodded. I knew I was being given a second chance and I fully intended to show Dad that I could be the person he was trying to teach me to become.

Dad looked at me a moment longer before nodding and standing up. Mom was hovering nearby, next to Wendy and Watson. Her worried expression quickly changed when Dad looked at her and nodded again. She exhaled deeply and smiled. With his hand on my shoulder, Dad and I then walked over to where everyone was waiting for us expectantly, especially Uncle Boon Chong.

“Okay, Boon Chong has asked for your help in finding this stolen script,” Dad said. “Apparently, he’s heard about all the mysteries you guys have helped solve, and even though I’ve explained how you’re all in trouble for sneaking out, he really needs your help. Sam and I have discussed it and we’ve decided that he, Wendy and Watson will be allowed to investigate. Under supervision, of course.”

“That’s great!” Jimmy said. “We’ll solve this mystery in no time!”

“Not so fast, Jimmy,” Mom said. “We can only give permission to our kids.”

Watson straightened a little when he heard that. If he had a mouth (I mean a physical mouth; he obviously has a metaphorical mouth), he would have smiled. He seemed to gleam brighter.

“The rest of you have to get permission from your parents,” Mom finished.

Jimmy immediately turned to Auntie Kim Lian. “Please!” he said. “I’ll wash all of my sisters’ dishes for a week!”

Auntie Kim Lian laughed. “I want to punish you, sayang, not bury you under a mountain of dirty dishes. You can help, and I’ll figure out some other task for you to perform. Maybe peeling hard-boiled eggs. No one likes to peel hard-boiled eyes for my mee siam.”

Jimmy looked horrified. His eyes were as large as the eggs he was going to have to peel, but he quickly nodded in agreement. I liked eggs. I would volunteer to help Jimmy peel the eggs, especially since I knew I would likely get a plate of mee siam. Maybe with two eggs even.

“I was never really in trouble,” Eliza said. “But you can call my parents to make sure.” She handed her phone to Mom, who looked at Eliza sadly. Mom walked slightly away as she made the call.

“That just leaves you, Nazhar,” Dad said.

“Uh…I think I might not be able to help,” he said. “My dad was very angry when I sneaked out. He almost didn’t let me come on this excursion.”

“But I need you, Nazhar,” I said. “Who’s going to give me all that important historical information?”

“Do you want me to call him?” Uncle Boon Chong asked. “I really need all of you to help.”

“You can try, Uncle, but I don’t think it’s going to change his mind.”

Dad pulled out his phone and called Nazhar’s dad. He and Uncle Boon Chong walked away.

Mom came back over. “Your dad’s assistant picked up the call. She says you can help, Eliza.”

“Told you.” Eliza took her phone back. “Oh, and thank you for calling, Auntie.”

Uncle Boon Chong came back with Dad and told Nazhar, “Your dad says it’s okay to help out as long as Mike and Kat watch you.”

“Why can’t your weird writer just print out more copies?” Eliza asked. “Why is this one version so important?”

“Because it’s the only one that exists,” Uncle Boon Chong explained. “Qiang Tian is…an odd writer. He refuses to write on a computer.”

“Like Yvonne Zhang!” Jimmy shouted. “Does he write everything out by hand too?”

“Why-are-so-many-people-afraid-of-technology?” Watson asked. “It-is-not-like-we-are-going-to-take-over-the-world-any-time-soon. Humans-have-at-least-another-hundred-years-before-that-happens.”

We all stared at Watson. “That-was-a-joke,” he said.
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Uncle Boon Chong laughed nervously. “I don’t think he’s afraid of technology. He has a smartphone and tablet and everything. He just prefers to type out his scripts on this old typewriter he has. It’s not even an actual antique. It’s some replica he found at a shop that sells fake vintage things.”

“Ohh. I get it. So he doesn’t write everything by hand?” Wendy asked.

“No, no,” Uncle Boon Chong said, “if he did, nobody would ever be able to read anything. He types out his scripts and then we scan them into a computer and print out copies for everybody.”

“So he had just finished this script?” Nazhar asked, glad that he was allowed to help.

“That’s what he says, yes, and it was stolen when he went to the bathroom,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “The timing is really bad for the show because my star actor, Shukri, is leaving for the US to film a movie there and if we delay the production too long, we’ll have to come up with an entirely new idea for the final episode. On top of that, we’ll have to delay the screening of the episode on TV, which may lose us a lot of viewers.”

“Then it’s a supremely terrible idea to allow your writer not to write on a computer and keep backup copies,” Eliza said.

“What do you mean, ‘that’s what he says’?” I asked, ignoring Eliza.

Uncle Boon Chong sighed. “I’ll explain later. I think you ought to take a look at the crime scene first.”

He was right. We needed to get to the crime scene before it was contaminated!

“I’ll stay outside and help Mr Lim look after the children,” Auntie Kim Lian said as some film crew members walked past carrying a large mountain prop. “And maybe also look for that dreamy Shukri,” she added with a cheeky grin.
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When we got to the writer’s office, it was a total mess. There were papers everywhere, chairs on their sides, and a hat rack on the floor, though all the hats seemed to be piled nicely next to an antique typewriter on a desk.

Wendy sneezed, probably from all the dust in the room.

“Did the thieves do this, Uncle Qiang Tian?” I asked, offering Wendy a tissue.

“Oh my gosh, don’t call me uncle! I’m only 29!” he shouted. “And my name is QT! Who are these children, BC?”
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I looked at Uncle Boon Chong. “Calm down, Qiang, I mean QT. This is Sherlock Sam and his Supper Club. They’re famous detectives and they’re here to help.”

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

“Okay, that is a brilliant idea for a TV show, but we don’t have time for that right now!” QT shouted. “My script is missing!”

“I’m not pitching a show, QT. These kids are actually detectives. They’ve worked many cases with the Singapore Police Force and even solved a case in Penang.”

“So you’re really here to help?” QT asked, staring at Watson. “And the robot actually talks? Do you have an agent, robot?”

“Yes, Uncle…I mean, QT,” I said. It was going to be difficult getting used to calling this man QT. “As in yes, Watson talks. But no, he doesn’t have or need an agent.”

“Yet,” Watson added. I tried to stop my eyes from rolling. I really did, but I failed and they rolled anyway.

“Anyway, no, the thieves didn’t make this mess,” he said. “I did when I realised the script was missing.”

“You threw a tantrum?” Eliza asked. “What is wrong with you? Are you incapable of behaving like an adult?”

“Okay, Eliza,” Mom said. “Let’s go outside for a while.” Eliza looked at Mom, then looked down at the floor.

As Mom left with Eliza, Dad turned to me with a questioning look. I shrugged.

“That really hurt my feelings,” QT said, his lower lip sticking out.

“I’m sorry about that, but can we please focus?” I asked. “Who would know where you keep your script when you finish it?”

“Everybody on the crew!” he said, throwing his hands in the air. “And his brother.” He pointed at Uncle Boon Chong.

“Anything you can remember about this place before…it got messy?” I asked.

“I walked in here, and my script was missing,” he said. “It was right next to my typewriter. But that’s all I remember.” He picked up a fedora and put it on. He then replaced it with a bowler hat.

“Is there anybody you can think of who might have wanted to steal your script?” I asked.

“Oh, plenty of people. There’s Shukri, Lee Swee, and of course, Koey.” He looked accusingly at Uncle Boon Chong. “They would all have their silly little motives.”

I quickly wrote down the names.

“Okay, erm, any other questions?” Uncle Boon Chong asked, looking a little nervous.

“Just one,” Jimmy said. “Why do you wear so many watches? Is it in case one breaks, you have seven backups?”

“It’s fashion,” QT said dismissively.

“Is that also why you’re wearing a scarf in this heat?” Nazhar asked.

QT stared at him, blinking.

“Okay, let’s allow QT to rewrite—”

“What do you mean ‘rewrite’?” QT asked. “That script was genius! I can’t just rewrite it from memory!”

“You’ll have to try, Qiang Tian,” Uncle Boon Chong said, raising his voice, “because if we can’t find the original script, the one you insisted on writing on a typewriter instead of on a computer where it could have been backed up, then we’re going to need something, or someone else!”

QT abruptly sat down, took off his bowler hat and put the fedora back on.

We left QT’s office and walked upstairs to Uncle Boon Chong’s office. It looked very similar to the writer’s room but it was much neater. There were a lot of schedules and storyboards posted on the walls, as well as old photographs of Run Run Shaw and P. Ramlee, and a big Masters of the Screen poster, like the one in QT’s office. And this office had a window overlooking the set outside.

Mom and Eliza rejoined us, just as Uncle Boon Chong said, “I’m sorry I got angry in front of you guys. But he can be so irritating sometimes! He used to write his scripts on a computer like a normal person until he found that ridiculous typewriter. Now he has to write everything on it. And he won’t even use carbon paper because he says it’ll make his carbon footprint bigger!”

“I-do-not-think-he-knows-what-a-carbon-footprint-is,” Watson said.

Eliza nodded. I was surprised she managed to keep herself from rolling her eyes.

“Can we talk about all the suspects he mentioned?” I asked.
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“Yes we can, but I think maybe I should tell you a bit more about QT first,” Uncle Boon Chong said, sitting down at his desk. “He’s a good writer, but he’s been late before. I wouldn’t be surprised if he made up this whole thing just so he wouldn’t get into trouble again. I actually threatened to fire him the last time he turned a script in late.”

Uncle Boon Chong sighed and leaned back in his chair. “But then again, he’s been boasting about how fantastic his final script is and I don’t think he’d have faked that.”

“But he could have, as a ruse to make you think he was actually writing,” I said.

“Heh. Unlikely,” he said sitting up, “he can’t fake that. He’s a terrible actor. The worst. Like you, Mike.”

“Hey! There’s no need to keep harping on the past,” Dad said, scrunching up his face.

“QT played a cleaning uncle in the episode that just aired and he was just horrendous,” Uncle Boon Chong continued. “He couldn’t remember where to stand and he kept staring straight into the camera. Then he tripped over air. There was literally nothing there and he tripped over it anyway. It would have been funny if I hadn’t been on the verge of having a heart attack.”

“Hurm. He seemed really upset when he found out the script was missing,” Nazhar said, pushing his glasses up. “If he is that bad an actor, it had to be real, right, Sherlock?”

I nodded. “That’s true. Now what about this Shukri everyone keeps talking about?” I asked. I realised that while I knew all the characters in Masters of the Screen, I didn’t actually remember the names of the actors who played them. I could make an educated guess, but I wanted confirmation.

“Oh, he’s the actor who plays P. Ramlee,” Jimmy said. “Mama likes him a lot. Like, a lot! She bought the calendar with all his photographs too!”

“He really looks like the real P. Ramlee,” Nazhar added, nodding.

“Yah, Qiang Tian probably thinks he’s a suspect because Shukri was unhappy about what we had planned for his character in the final episode,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “He wanted the storyline to be rewritten but both Qiang Tian and I were against it.”

“And if the script were to go missing, it would mean that he would have a better chance of getting it changed?” I asked.

“But wait, isn’t this show based on real life?” Nazhar asked. “How much could you possibly change?”

“It’s based on real events, yes, but we take some artistic license so that the story moves along faster. Makes it more exciting for the viewer. No one wants to watch one hour of people standing around talking, right?” Uncle Boon Chong said. “But if we don’t find the script before Shukri has to leave for the US, QT will have to write P. Ramlee out of the final episode. And, to make it worse, when Shukri comes back, he could refuse to act until he gets us to change the planned storyline for P. Ramlee.”

“Sounds complicated,” Wendy said.

“Mama says Shukri wouldn’t do that, though,” Jimmy said. “Mama says Shukri is ‘a very respectable young man’.”

Uncle Boon Chong smirked. “Well…Shukri can be a diva sometimes, but that’s just because he’s very passionate. He’s really a fantastic actor! And he knows this show made him famous and got him that Hollywood movie. His role in that is actually quite small, but it’s still important. But I think he knows how much he needs Masters of the Screen to help further his career.”

I looked at my list. “Next is Lee Swee. Is he another actor?”

“Yep. He’s playing Run Run Shaw,” Uncle Boon Chong said, then he snickered. “Run Run Shaw. I always like saying his name. Run Squared Shaw. Heh.” Everyone stared at him. He coughed, then continued. “Anyway, the show was originally supposed to focus on the two Shaw brothers who came to Singapore, but when we saw how fantastic Shukri was, we just had to change the focus to P. Ramlee.”

“Do you think that made Uncle Lee Swee jealous?” Wendy asked.

“Well, maybe a little bit. But Lee Swee is super professional. Very well-behaved,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “If Shukri really has to leave before we can film the last episode, Run Squared Shaw would definitely get more airtime, but Lee Swee knows that the fans want more P. Ramlee. He understands show business very well. Plus, he wasn’t even on the set this morning. He had a family emergency. I don’t know if he’s on set yet.”

“Then why are we wasting time talking about him?” Eliza muttered under her breath.

“The last name QT mentioned was Koey. Who’s that, Uncle?”

Uncle Boon Chong sighed and leaned back in his chair again. He stared up at the ceiling.

“Erm…well, Koey…Koey is…erm, I really hope it’s not him.”

“Koey is Uncle Boon’s little brother,” Mom said. “He directs a comedy series for the same production company, but Boon Chong’s show has been doing better than his.”

“Correction, Koey is my not-so-little brother,” Uncle Boon Chong added, grimacing.

“But do you really think people would switch to watching his show if anything happened to your show, Boon?” Dad said, tapping his chin. “I guess they might move his show up to your more popular time slot instead of later at night, huh?”

“Yeah, that’s definitely a possibility. Anyway, Koey drops by sometimes. Once he even tried to get Shukri to make a guest appearance on his show. But I really don’t think he would do this to me. I mean, we’re brothers after all. And he got all the muscles!” Uncle Boon Chong said, looking down at his tummy.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Wendy shaved my eyebrows once, and I never thought she’d stoop that low.”

Wendy giggled. “Who says! It was cute! You looked hilarious without your eyebrows.”

“Are there pictures?” Eliza asked, not even trying to hide her smirk. “There’s this thing called the Internet that we can use.”

“There are no pictures!” I shouted.

“There-is-photographic-evidence,” Watson.

“WHAT?” I yelled at my robot.

“Was your brother on set today, Uncle?” Nazhar asked, poking me in the arm.

Uncle Boon Chong sighed again. “Yep, he was. We had breakfast and he dropped me off here. He hung around for a while to say hi to people before he left. It’s a small industry. Everyone knows everyone else.”

“Are there any other suspects you can think of, Uncle?” I asked, glaring at my robot. I would take up the issue of my eyebrowless photographs with him after the case was solved.

“I don’t know. I really can’t believe that anyone I work with could have done this, but somebody obviously did,” he said looking at his watch. “Oh, no! I’m sorry! I think you guys missed meeting the cast and crew because of all this!”

I looked out the window to see Auntie Kim Lian fanning herself while a Malay actor talked to our classmates. “Thank you for all the information, Uncle. I’m sure it’ll be very helpful.”

We walked back outside. The actor Shukri kissed Auntie Kim Lian’s hand before he left and she nearly swooned on the spot. Mom and Dad had to help her to a bench.

“That’s four really good suspects, Sherlock,” Nazhar said. “Do you think you can figure this out?”

“Wait, Sherlock! There’s actually one more suspect!” Jimmy said. “The mean James Mok!”

“He’s definitely a jerk, but if he had stolen the script, he wouldn’t have said anything about knowing who did it,” I said. “And he doesn’t have any real motive to delay the show, as much as I would love to catch him red-handed.”

“James also didn’t have any motive to pretend to be missing what! But he still did that! He’s horrible!” Jimmy said.

“You’re right,” I said grimly. “We have five suspects.”
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“Okay! Everyone SIT DOWN!” Mr Lim yelled. “It doesn’t matter if you’re seated next to someone from a different class. Just SIT DOWN now! If you see an empty chair, sit in it!”

We had just arrived at Loy Kee Chicken Rice with the rest of our schoolmates for lunch. Everyone was excitedly talking about how they had met the actors of Masters of the Screen and how they couldn’t wait for the final episode of the season to air on TV. The waiters looked petrified at the number of loud children in their restaurant.

The restaurant was bright and airy, filled with wooden chairs and marble-topped tables (or at least they looked marble-topped). There were a lot of pictures on the wall of famous people enjoying their chicken rice, including Uncles Boon Chong, Lee Swee and Shukri. Many chickens, both roasted and steamed, were hanging in the glass case.

“I want roasted drumstick only!” a boy from Wendy’s class shouted.

“I don’t like drumstick! The meat is so sticky!” Chin Han from my class yelled in returned.

“Can I have extra rice? My mom always orders extra rice for me,” a girl from Wendy’s class earnestly asked Mr Lim.

Mr Lim and the waiters looked at each other and took a deep breath as they girded themselves for battle. I saw Mom, Dad and Auntie Kim Lian across the street, waiting for the traffic to ease before they crossed the road. Dad gave a cheery wave to Mr Lim, who had just caught sight of them as well. Mr Lim grumpily motioned for them to hurry to the restaurant.

“I’m surprised you’re not already giving your order to—”

“I would like a roasted drumstick with extra rice and an egg,” I said, interrupting Eliza and putting down the menu. “And please make sure that there’s black sauce with the chili sauce, thank you very much.”

“Who-are-you-talking-to?” Watson asked. “There-is-no-one-here-to-take-our-order-yet.”

“It’s just in case I’m not around when a waiter comes,” I replied, “so you guys know what I want.”

“Just ONE drumstick?” Wendy asked, snickering. “Not the whole chicken?”

“One prata!” Jimmy said, startling a waiter who just happened to walk by our table.

“What? Jimmy, there’s no prata here,” Wendy replied, looking as confused as the waiter. Jimmy puffed out his cheeks and went back to looking at his menu.

“We should eat well so we can focus on the case,” I said. Fortunately, because of Watson’s quick feet, the Supper Club had all managed to sit at the same table. I spied James seated two tables away. As always, Moran was standing at his side, politely. I didn’t know anyone could stand politely, but Moran certainly did. When James caught my eye, he arched his eyebrow and gave me a friendly smile. I knew he was just pretending for the adults.

By this time, Mom, Dad and Auntie Kim Lian had entered the restaurant and were helping Mr Lim with the orders. It wasn’t long before all the children were fed and the waiters could retreat to the kitchen for a well-deserved break.

“The chicken rice here is really fantastic,” Dad said, patting his tummy.

“Mr Tan, Mrs Tan, Auntie Kim Lian,” Mr Lim said as he came up to the grown-ups. “The students are taking the bus back to school, but it should be okay if you and your children want to stay here.” Mr Lim knew about my detective exploits and had once talked to me about writing my stories for English class. Watson volunteered to continue assisting me by documenting all my screams of terror.

“Are you sure, Mr Lim?” Mom asked, looking worriedly at the large group of students. They were relatively quiet and talking among themselves.

“Yes, it’ll be fine,” Mr Lim said, running his hands through his messy hair. “They’re fed now and that makes them sleepy and hopefully docile.” Mom chuckled. Mr Lim went to supervise the children as they walked out of the restaurant. Dad, Mom and Auntie Kim Lian followed Mr Lim to help load the kids onto the school buses.

“Sherlock is certainly docile after he’s fed,” Wendy said, giggling. Nazhar and Jimmy laughed.

I glared at my sister.

“Siblings are such a bother,” a voice said from behind me. I turned and, sure enough, there was James. “I’m glad I’m an only child. I can’t stand the thought of having to share any of my things with someone else.”

“Do you have to practise at being this unpleasant or does it come naturally to you?” I asked.

Ignoring me, James continued, “I’m sure the director of the TV series also wishes he were an only child. Oh! I almost forgot. I must have a word with Mr Lim. Good luck on your investigation, Samuel.” He paused and smiled his fake easy smile. “I’m sure you’ll need it.”

James walked out of the restaurant to join the other students.

“What did he mean by that, Sam?” Wendy asked me. “The thing he said about Uncle Boon Chong.”

“Do you think it was a clue?” Nazhar asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It might be. But it might just be his way of throwing us off the real thief. Remember, James is a master of misdirection.”

“But that’s exactly why Uncle Koey might be the thief!” Jimmy said. “James knows we know he’s a master of missed directions, and he might be trying to get us lost!”

“That…that actually made sense,” Wendy said. Eliza just sighed deeply.

James gave me a little salute from outside the restaurant and pointed at his watch as he and Moran walked towards Mr Lim. I knew time was of the essence, I didn’t need the reminder. The two classes piled into the waiting school buses and took off. Right then, the soundtrack of the My Little Pony TV series rang out, causing everyone to jump slightly. It came from Eliza’s handphone, which she had placed on the table.

“Who’s ‘Jake’s Mom’?” Wendy asked, looking curiously at the screen of Eliza’s smartphone. The phone had quite a few My Little Pony handphone charms dangling from it.

“No one,” Eliza snapped, snatching the handphone off the table and rejecting the call. “Also, haven’t you heard of privacy? It’s rude to look at someone else’s phone without permission.”

Wendy glared at Eliza, then rolled her eyes. I had also noticed that Eliza was behaving particularly badly today. I wondered why.

Just then, I saw Uncle, or rather, QT, quickly walk past the restaurant. Wearing a straw hat, sunglasses and his green scarf, he was hunched over and had his hands in his pockets. He was also perspiring quite a bit and kept turning around to look behind him, almost as if he thought someone was following him.

Mom, Dad, and Auntie Kim Lian came back into the restaurant just then.

“Look, Sherlock!” Jimmy said, jumping out of his seat. “It’s that Uncle Cutie!”

“Dad!” I said. “Can we follow him? If he is in fact only pretending that the script has been stolen, it might be important to see where he’s going.”

Dad and Mom shared a look, and she shrugged.

“Okay, Sam,” Dad finally said, “but I’m coming with you.”

“Auntie Kim Lian and I will be walking around the area. I haven’t been here in a while and so many things have changed,” Mom said.

“Maybe we should buy some dumplings back for the actors on the set,” Auntie Kim Lian replied. “Don’t know if Shukri has eaten yet.”

“Actually, that’s a great idea,” I said. “Mom and Auntie Kim Lian can question Uncle Shukri while we tail QT. Perhaps you can trick him into revealing something important.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Auntie Kim Lian said. “He’s a very respectable young man.”

“And he knows you’re a big fan, so he’ll never suspect you!” I said.

“We’ll see what we can do,” Mom said. Auntie Kim Lian did not look convinced this was necessary as they walked away.

With Dad tagging behind us, we left the restaurant and followed QT, who zigged and zagged through the smaller streets of Balestier. He kept looking behind him as he walked, so we were forced to leap and dodge behind pillars and walls to avoid being seen. One time we even had to duck into a lighting shop. It was extraordinarily bright with many crystal chandeliers. I was partially blinded for a bit.

After many loops and turns, QT finally seemed to arrive at his destination. It was the Sing Hon Loong Bakery. The traditional bakery smelled heavenly, and I had never seen so much bread! Loaves were kept in large plastic containers, which were stacked from floor to ceiling outside the shop. On a wooden rack next to them were rows and rows of different kinds of freshly baked bread wrapped in plastic. I wondered if they had the sweet coconut buns that I loved so much, and also maybe the red bean buns—
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“Focus,” Watson said. Could Watson read my mind now too?

We hid behind the containers as QT talked to the auntie behind the counter. He asked for someone called “Auntie Pauline.” The auntie shook her head and replied that Pauline was not working today. That agitated QT. He sighed deeply and walked around the bakery for a bit, stopping to fiddle with the freshly baked bread cooling on the wooden racks in front of the counter. The auntie sharply called out for him not to touch anything.

QT sighed again, squared his shoulders, then walked back to the counter and asked for an order of kaya toast and kopi-O. The auntie behind the counter politely told him that while they sold kaya in little plastic containers and toast, they did not make kaya toast or kopi-O on the spot. They were not Yakun or a coffee shop, they were a bakery. QT seemed confused, and was still perspiring furiously. He leaned in closer, straining across the wide, wooden counter to whisper something to the auntie. She appeared just as confused as he had been and shook her head, frowning. QT continued to talk while making odd motions with his hands. He also seemed to say “Auntie Pauline” twice.

“Is he drawing squares with his fingers?” Wendy whispered. “What does that mean?”

We strained to hear but could not. As I considered sending Watson to investigate using his camouflaged mode, the auntie sighed and ordered QT to wait. She turned to walk further into the bakery while QT pulled out his smartphone and pressed some buttons.

“What did he ask her for?” I said. “And why did he take such a convoluted route? He could have easily reached the bread shop in half the time.”

“Could he be trying to make sure he wasn’t being followed?” Nazhar asked.

“He could just have a really bad sense of direction,” Eliza said, yawning. “I’ve seen your Dad take really long routes to get somewhere.”

“Getting lost just makes life more interesting,” Dad replied, winking. Eliza raised her eyebrow at him. He coughed. “You’ll understand when you’re older.”

“But he kept looking behind him,” Wendy said. “And why was he making square shapes with his fingers?”

The auntie came back out with a big pink plastic bag and a clear bag full of kopi-O. She passed both bags to QT, who seemed very relieved. He thanked the auntie repeatedly before hurriedly leaving the bakery. We flattened ourselves against the large plastic containers so that he wouldn’t see us on his way out, but I saw him greedily suck on the straw in the kopi-O bag.

QT was indeed a strange man. What did he have in the plastic bag and could he really be so afraid of being followed?
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“Why doesn’t he take his scarf off?” Dad said as we followed the still sweating QT back to the studio, once again taking an incredibly roundabout route. “It’s already so hot.”

“Because-it-is-fashion,” Watson said with an emphasis on the word “fashion”, which made Jimmy giggle.

Once he walked past the studio gates, QT immediately hid the pink plastic bag behind a piece of lighting equipment and dashed back to his writer’s room. We had to hide behind the left gate because the studio compound was not very large and QT would have easily spotted us, even with all the hustle and bustle of the film crew.

“Dad, we need to see what’s in that bag!” I said.

“Okay, Sam,” Dad replied. “I admit I’m also very curious. Just be careful. I’ll wait here. You kids can hide behind all the equipment, but I’m too tall to be inconspicuous.”

I nodded. “Nazhar, go slightly further into the studio and keep a lookout to make sure that QT doesn’t sneak up on us!”

The rest of us crept over as silently as we could to where QT had hidden the plastic bag. Eliza was the first to get there. It had to be all her camping experience. She was fast and stealthy.

“It’s…bread?” Eliza said. “I thought we’d finally be doing something interesting.”

It was just bread, though with the crusts cut off. There was kaya in there too.

“Why would he hide this?” Jimmy asked. “It’s only kaya toast. I love kaya toast.”

“The mockingbird is swooping,” Nazhar whispered, gesturing frantically with his arms. Flapping, almost.

“What?” I asked, looking away from the bag.

“The mockingbird is swooping!” he whispered more insistently. He was literally jumping up and down like a gigantic bird and running towards us.

“What does that mea—?”

“What are you kids doing!? Leave that alone!”

I spun around and saw QT running towards us. “Get away from there!” He was wearing a Stetson. I guessed Stetsons were cool now.

Dad immediately emerged from his hiding place, crossed his arms and stood in QT’s way. “I suggest you change your tone.”

“Next time, tell us what your code words mean before you use them,” I whispered to Nazhar, who blushed.

QT stopped short and looked down at Dad’s feet. “You know exactly what they’re doing here, and I suggest you explain why you were acting so suspiciously at the bakery,” Dad said.

QT looked up with horror on his face. “You saw me go there?”

“We-have-gotten-very-good-at-remaining-inconspicuous-and-staying-hidden,” Watson said. “You-do-not-have-to-tell-me-exactly-how-improbable-that-is-as-I-already-know. I-have-done-the-math.”

QT quickly looked around and then motioned for us to gather in a rugby huddle.

“Okay, yes. I went to the bakery, but you can’t tell anybody,” QT said.

“Why?” Eliza asked. “Is this you being a child again?”

“Who said—!” He stopped himself when he saw Eliza. “Oh, it’s you. No, it has nothing to do with being a child. Look, I have a reputation to maintain. I can’t let anybody know how much I love kaya toast and kopi-O. Everybody thinks I drink atas coffee and eat artisanal bread.”

“Artist bread?” Jimmy asked. “Does it paint your insides?” He stuck out his tongue and crossed his eyes to try to look at it.

“What on earth are you talking about?” QT said, sounding exasperated. “Is everyone going mad? Can I please have my kaya toast back? I need it to write!”

Eliza handed the pink plastic bag over to him but not without giving him another glare for good measure. QT made his exit as rapidly as he could, almost slamming into Uncle Lee Swee, the actor playing Run Run Shaw, in his haste.

“Get to work on the script, QT!” the actor called out to the retreating writer. “If you don’t, we’ll be in big trouble!” QT gave a weak wave and disappeared into the studio building, still clutching his precious pink plastic bag.

Right then, a BMW screeched to a halt outside the studio, a short distance away from the gate. A tall, muscled man emerged. He had on a pair of Ray Bans and was stylishly dressed in slacks and a formfitting black T-shirt.

“Koey!” Uncle Lee Swee exclaimed, raising his hand in greeting. He hurried over to the car, turning to look behind him twice. Fortunately for us, we were still hidden behind the lighting equipment. Even Dad had crouched down.

“What are you doing here? I thought we were going to meet at the coffee shop?” Uncle Lee Swee said as he and Uncle Koey shook hands.

“Boon Chong told me someone stole his script,” Koey replied, taking off his sunglasses. “I thought maybe I could help Boon out.” Uncle Koey had muscles whereas Uncle Boon Chong did not, but they both had the same facial features. You could guess they were related just by looking at them.

“Well, he’s not around at the moment. He had to rush off to meet the producers, who are also freaking out. Let’s go get that drink, shall we?” Uncle Lee Swee said, taking a hold of Uncle Koey’s elbow and leading him away.

“Uncle Koey is Uncle Boon Chong’s brother, isn’t he?” I asked Dad who nodded in reply. “Curious. Why are the two of them meeting now?”

“You’re going to suggest we follow them, aren’t you?” Eliza said, flicking her braid behind her shoulder.

I nodded. “Is that okay, Dad? I think it’s important, especially since Uncle Boon Chong listed the both of them as possible suspects. Plus, there’s no real reason for them to meet.”

“Well, we have a bit of time until Mom and Auntie Kim Lian call, so we can if you really think it’ll help the case, Sam,” Dad said, looking at his handphone. “Also, I got a frantic text from Uncle Boon Chong about your progress.” He held out his handphone for me to read. It said:


Has your genius son found my missing script yet?

I am going to have a heart attack.

Save me Obi-Mike Kenobi,

you’re my only hope.



“Geeks,” Eliza said under her breath. Even Dad frowned. Nazhar looked worried.

“We-should-move-quickly-if-we-want-to-follow-them,” Watson said. “They-have-just-turned-right-at-the-junction.”

“We should split up,” I said. “Nazhar, Eliza and Jimmy will cross the street and follow them from the opposite side of the road. Dad, Wendy, Watson and I will stealthily trail after them from this side. That way we’ll be less noticeable since our groups will be smaller.”

“That-would-have-been-a-very-good-idea-for-just-now,” Watson said.

“Yes, but the roads that QT took were really quiet,” I replied. “He would have immediately spotted people across the street from him. Uncle Koey and Uncle Lee Swee are walking on the main road. There are people everywhere. Nazhar, Jimmy and Eliza won’t be noticed. It would look more suspicious if people observed an old man, five kids and a robot trailing after two people.”

Dad nodded in approval at first, but suddenly froze. “Wait, am I the old man?”

“Let’s go!” I said, deciding it was best not to respond to Dad. I couldn’t help my smile though.

Our group split up. I saw Nazhar and Jimmy try to be stealthy. For Nazhar, this meant sticking his hands in his pockets and whistling while looking at the sky. Eliza had to stop him from crashing into a pillar twice. Jimmy actually did a somersault like in the movies, running and rolling, but he did it so well that a group of Japanese tourists stopped and clapped and took photographs of him. That attracted more attention than necessary, which actually was a good thing because no one was paying any attention to my team.

“Did you see that kid?” Uncle Koey said, pointing at Jimmy from across the street. “I should have him on my show! He’ll be a star!” He turned and grinned at Uncle Lee Swee, who laughed. Uncle Koey’s eyes crinkled in the same way as his brother when he smiled.

They stopped in front of what looked like a tall metal stand with an awning. On the stand were two large tanks with spouts. There was also a small basin filled with water, as well as a cup. I looked at the street signs and saw that the men were right at the corner of Boon Teck Road and Balestier Road. Luckily for us, there was a row of large bushes just behind the stand. I motioned for the team across the street to join us behind the bushes. We were close enough to overhear the conversation without being seen.
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“We grew up around here you know,” Uncle Koey said.

“Did you?” Uncle Lee Swee replied. “I didn’t know that. Boon Chong never really talks about his personal life.”

“Yep. And when we would walk home from school, we would always stop right here,” he gestured at the water stand. “Boon would always help me fill my cup first because I was too short.” He laughed a little, shaking his head.

Nazhar, Eliza and Jimmy finally joined us, just in time.

“What are those, Nazhar?” I asked. I knew our resident history buff would have the answer.

“It’s the last free water kiosk in Singapore, Sherlock. My dad told me they’ve been around for a very long time, long before he was a kid even. Back then, they provided free water for labourers like the people who pulled the horse carriages and bullock carts. Also rickshaw uncles,” Nazhar replied.

“So cool,” Jimmy whispered. “I love water!”

“To-each-his-own,” Watson replied. My robot’s dislike for water was legendary.

Uncle Lee Swee said something, but unfortunately, it was too soft for us to hear.

“That’s what I like about you, Lee Swee,” Uncle Koey replied. “You’re unselfish. I know when you signed on for the first season, my brother told you the focus would be on the Shaw brothers, especially your character. But now it seems like P. Ramlee is the star, eh?”

“Well, yah. What to do? I understand how this business works,” Uncle Lee Swee replied. “And ultimately, we all just want the series to take off and continue for as many seasons as possible. Everyone wins then.”

“And with Shukri getting that role in Hollywood, I’m guessing Boon has gotten even more publicity for the series and more calls for Shukri to appear everywhere,” said Uncle Koey.

“He’s an excellent performer,” the actor said. “But if I’m not mistaken, his role in the US film is very small. I mean, it’s still fantastic that he was picked, I’m really happy for him. But if it were me—and this is just me of course—I’d focus on the series that made me famous in the first place.” He then laughed. “I guess I’m very weird sometimes.”

“No, no, your weirdness is why I’ve always liked you, Lee Swee,” Uncle Koey said, slapping Uncle Lee Swee on the back, “which is why I offered you a role in my series when it first started. You’re always welcome on my set”—Uncle Koey paused and gave the actor a look— “even now.”

“You know, that’s what I—”

“Wait. What am I saying? Pretend I didn’t say anything,” Uncle Koey quickly continued, shaking his head. “Anyway, I can see why you decided to go with Masters of the Screen. You’ve always had a flair for the dramatic. I really hope you guys don’t have to delay the production. Do you know what happened this morning? I left before it happened. All I got was a frantic call from Boon.”

“I was not on the set this morning because I had a doctor’s appointment. It was crazy when I finally arrived. QT was yelling his head off,” Uncle Lee Swee commented.

Uncle Koey covered his eyes and shook his head, “Very weird that kid. I feel warm just looking at him and his scarves. Oh, hold on a second.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his handphone. “It’s my brother. Looks like he’s back in the studio. Do you mind if we cut this short? I really want to see what’s up with him and the stolen script.”

“Sure, sure, no problem,” Uncle Lee Swee said, smiling. “We can catch up another time.”

“By the way, what did you want to discuss with me?” Uncle Koey said as they were walking away from the water kiosk. They stopped right in front of the bush we were hiding behind! I held my breath.

“Well, about your—” Uncle Lee Swee started. “AH-CHOO!”

Wendy sneezed so loudly she startled even herself. Her eyes flew open and her hands flew up to cover her mouth, but it was too late!

“AHHHHH!” Uncle Lee Swee yelled, jumping behind Uncle Koey.

“What the—” Uncle Koey said looking down at the group of us crouching behind the bush. “Are you…hiding here? What’s going on?”

“Nothing!” I immediately said. “We just wanted to ask Uncle Lee Swee for his autograph! Right, Wendy?” I nudged my sister so hard she almost fell forward.

“Yes! Right! I love watching Masters of the Screen!” Wendy gushed.

“Our entire family does,” Dad added, enthusiastically nodding. “We watch each episode at least three times.”

Uncle Lee Swee, who looked angry at first, started to smile brightly. Uncle Koey still looked slightly confused.

Wendy’s eyes were red and watering. “I wanted to get your autograph earlier when our class was touring the studio but it was too crowded. You have so many fans! AH-CHOO!”

Uncle Koey looked shocked that such a tiny girl could make such a loud sound. Uncle Lee Swee took a step back at first, but he still had his professional smile on. He then took out a pen to sign the slip of paper that Wendy had passed him. “You really didn’t need to hide,” he said as he signed his name, “especially behind a bush.”

“Guess you’re a big star, Lee Swee,” Uncle Koey said, laughing. Wendy sneezed again making Uncle Lee Swee jump. He took a step away from her.

I wiped my brow. We got caught but still managed to salvage the situation—although we weren’t any closer to finding the stolen script!
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“That was super close, Sherlock!” Jimmy said as he bounced alongside the rest of us. “We almost got caught!”

We were making our way back to the studio compound. The two uncles were far ahead and Uncle Lee Swee kept turning around. I guess we did seem like stalkers.

“We sure did,” I said. “Er, Wendy, do you have the flu or something?” I noticed that her eyes were still red and tearing. She kept rubbing her nose too.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” Wendy replied miserably. “One minute I’m fine and the next I want to sneeze my brain out.”

“I-think-you-might-have-with-that-last-sneeze,” Watson added, helpful as always. Wendy’s nose twitched again as we reached the studio. All the crew seemed to have gone. I wasn’t sure if they had left for the day, or if they had just gone to eat dinner.

“Sounds like your allergies are acting up, Wendy,” Dad said. He patted her on her head and gave her a hug. “Mom has your medication, I think. I should probably give her a call to let her know we’re back at the studio.”

Just then, Dad’s handphone buzzed. He looked at it and grimaced. “Uncle Boon Chong is asking for another update.” Dad held up his phone for us to see:


The producers are in my office.

I tried to tell them the force is strong

in your son but they ignored me. Hurry!
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“Hmm. I think Uncle Boon might need some support. They’re all in his office now. I’m going to pop in there for a quick chat before Mom gets here.”

“Okay, Dad,” I said. “We’ll just—”

“Stay put,” Dad said. He looked serious. “Right, Sam?”

I gulped. With all that had happened and with Dad being his happy, silly self, I had almost forgotten I was still in trouble. “Right,” I said. “We’ll wait here for you and Mom. Is it okay if we talk about the case?”

“Yep. But just talk, okay?” he said. He started to walk away then abruptly took a step back and ruffled my hair. “We can continue with the investigation when I get back. If we have time, that is. It’s already so late. The producers might want to wrap up for the day. Oh boy, Boon Chong will freak out even more.”

We watched Dad quickly walk off.

“Okay, guys,” I said as we gathered in the courtyard of the studio.

“Well, well, well, look who’s here,” a voice said from behind us.

We all spun around. It was James and Moran!

“It’s you!” Jimmy said, his fists clenched at his sides. “We still don’t like you.”

“Why are you here?” I asked James. I put my hand on Jimmy’s shoulder to calm him down. It wouldn’t do to get riled up in front of someone like James. I had learned this the hard way.

“Because my parents trust me,” he replied, his eyes glinting. That felt like a punch to my stomach. I heard Watson’s circuits crackle furiously as he stood beside me.

“Why didn’t you get on the bus with Mr Lim?” Wendy asked. Nazhar and Eliza stood behind her looking tense.

“I told you I had something to discuss with Mr Lim. I informed him my parents were sending our car for me and that I should wait at the studio. The school bus dropped me off here.”

“Mr Lim wouldn’t have just left you here alone,” Nazhar said.

“Oh, my old butler is around here somewhere. You’ve met him before, I believe,” James replied dismissively. “Besides, I thought you might need my help to solve the case, seeing that you’ve not figured out anything since we had lunch.”

“You said you know who stole the script,” I said.

“Why yes, yes I did,” James replied.

“Tell us then,” I said.

“Since you’re so smart,” Wendy added.

“But that wouldn’t be any fun at all, would it?” James smiled as he looked at her. “How is your ankle? I hope it hasn’t caused you too much trouble.”

“Just tell us who it is,” I said. “I don’t care about who wins anymore. Uncle Boon Chong is in trouble and we want to help him.”

“Let me think about it,” James said. He steepled his hands in front of his face and stared at me. Moran stood silently (and politely, of course) at his side. “No.”

“You’re so mean!” Jimmy said, pointing at James. “Attack him, Watson!”

“Asimov’s-laws-forbid-me-from-attacking-humans,” Watson replied.

James smirked.

“No-matter-how-mean-and-unlikable-they-may-be.”

The smirk turned into a glare.

I leaned in to whisper to Watson. “Let’s have a robot battle.”

“A-what?” he asked. “I-am-far-too-evolved-for-battle-unless-you-mean-a-battle-of-wits-in-which-case-I-am-very-well-equipped.”

“Let’s have a robot battle!” I shouted at James. “We’ll pit our robots against each other and if Watson wins, you’ll tell us who stole the script.”

“Fine, but if Moran wins, then you’ll have to tell everyone that I’m the better scientist,” James replied.

I was silent for a moment. Could that really be all he wanted? Improbable. I turned to Watson and asked, “Watson, please, I know you don’t like to—”

“I-will-do-it,” my robot replied. “I-may-dis-like-doing-things-that-do-not-involve-reading-in-my-pajamas-but-I-dislike-James-even-more. Also-I-like-it-when-you-are-polite.”

I smiled. I knew he wouldn’t let me down!

“Wow, Watson has trained you to be polite, Sam,” Wendy snickered. I narrowed my eyes at my sister.

“How ridiculous that you would ask it for permission,” James said, snapping his fingers at Moran. His robot moved to stand next to Watson.

“This is so childish,” Eliza said, glaring at me as she crossed her arms across her chest. “What are you guys going to battle? Scissors, paper, stone?”

“Did you guys know that a group of Chinese mathematicians have recently found a way to increase your probability of winning at scissors, paper, stone?” I asked. “They conducted the experiment with 360 test subjects divided into groups of six players. Each group then played 300 rounds of scissors, paper, stone and the scientists recorded the results of each round. The mathematicians found that players tended to choose scissors, paper or stone a third of the time when they played and that this conformed to a scientific theory called the Nash Equilibrium concept. However, they also found that winners in the experiment tended to exhibit what is known as a ‘conditional response’ that had never been detected before in scissors, paper, stone. That response could not be explained by the Nash Equilibrium concept. However—”

I stopped explaining when I realised that everyone was staring at me, even James. Jimmy looked down at his hands. He made a scissors with one hand and a stone with the other, and was miming crushing the scissors with the stone.

“You’ll get used to it,” Wendy said before she remembered that she was talking to James. “Sam! FOCUS!”

I blinked. I found all this information fascinating and could never quite understand why everyone else didn’t. What could be more fascinating than figuring out the mathematical probabilities of winning a game?

“How about hide-and-seek?” Jimmy suddenly asked, looking up from his solo game of scissors, paper, stone. “I love playing hide-and-seek with my sisters! Sometimes they don’t find me for hours and give up. When I come out, they’re all watching TV so I always win.”

Eliza covered her eyes with her right hand and shook her head. Nazhar bent down and whispered something in Jimmy’s ear. Jimmy’s eyes widened and he said, “Nooo. Really? But my sisters always say they can’t find me! Oooh, just wait till I tell Mama what they’ve been doing!”

“Actually, that’s a good idea,” James said. “It’ll test both speed and visual acuity.” He gestured at Moran, who leaned closer to his master. I couldn’t hear what James was saying, but Moran nodded and said, “Yes, Sir.” I deduced that he was giving his robot instructions.

“Are ittys normally cute?” Jimmy asked.

“What?” Nazhar asked.

“He said it will test a cute itty,” Jimmy said.

“Acuity, Jimmy,” I said, as James grinned widely. “It means how sharp or how good Watson and Moran can see.”

“He does it on purpose, right?” James asked. “It’s a gag? No one’s that dumb.”

“James, if you call my friends dumb one more time—”

“Let-us-begin,” Watson said, interrupting me. “I-will-hide-first.”

Moran walked over to a spot by the wall of the long building and started counting. Watson elongated his legs and climbed onto the roof of the same building. He positioned himself next to a wall and matched the white background perfectly. He was nearly invisible.

I grinned and turned to look at James, but he didn’t seem worried at all. He was smiling and seemed to be admiring his monogrammed white leather shoes.

Moran finished counting and said, “Ready or not, Sir Watson, here I come.”

He stood in the middle of the courtyard and then just…looked. From that position, he surveyed the bottom level of all three buildings, as well as all the equipment, props and costumes in the courtyard. He stared intently at one spot before moving on to another spot a short distance away. The distance seemed to be the same between each spot. And he just kept looking, almost as if he was looking through the walls.

Did Moran have X-ray vision?

Moran shifted his gaze up to the roof of the squat building and immediately stopped at Watson’s hiding place.

“There you are, Sir Watson, camouflaged against the wall, .83 meters from the edge.”

I was flabbergasted. Did Moran have thermal vision?

Watson shimmered back into view, and climbed down into the courtyard. “You-found-me-in-two-minutes-and-twenty-three-seconds.”

“I concur, Sir Watson,” Moran said. “Now if you would be so kind as to begin counting.”

Watson started counting in the same spot that Moran had, and we watched as wheels popped out of Moran’s feet and spurts of flame shot out from behind.

Moran definitely had rocket skates!
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I looked at James and he smiled at me. “It’s cooler than flying,” he said.

Moran rolled up the side of the tall building and hid behind a vent on the roof.

When Watson finished counting, he also walked to the centre of the courtyard. There was a muffled pop and he flew into the air. When he got high enough, he extended his arms and legs, and started poking behind everything he could: cameras, scaffolding, chimneys and costumes. He began near the long, squat building. I desperately wanted to tell him to check the tall building first, but I knew that would be cheating.

Watson switched to the tall building, and thankfully started at the top. His left hand must have felt Moran because he then said, “Found-you.”

“Good show, Sir Watson!” Moran said. “You also found me in two minutes and twenty-three seconds!”

Moran immediately descended. However, Watson hovered for a moment longer before he made his way down to us.

“I’d say that’s a tie,” an adult voice said from behind us.

I spun around. Dad was standing there and looking at me with raised eyebrows.

“We were just playing a game, Dad,” I quickly said. “James said he might know something about the case—”

“What would I know about the case, Samuel?” James said, doing a fantastic impression of a surprised 10-year-old boy. “I’m not a detective like all of you. I could only guess at what happened. And, hello, Uncle! It’s so nice to see you again.”

“That’s not what you—” Jimmy burst out.

“And it looks like my car is here,” James continued, sounding so very pleasant. “As much fun as this was, I’m afraid I have to go now. Ever since I was lost, Mum and Dad have been so careful about whom I spend time with. Good luck, Samuel. I do hope you solve your case soon.”

James and Moran left the studio compound and got into their onyx Rolls Royce. His human butler drove them away. There was nothing we could do but watch.

“What was that all about, Sam?” Dad asked. Eliza was standing right next to him and typing a message on her handphone. She quickly put her phone away when Jimmy asked if she preferred to play Candy Crush or Plants vs Zombies on her phone.

“It’s…nothing, Dad,” I said. I didn’t like hiding anything from my dad, especially after what he said to me this morning, but I knew that I would have to regain his trust before I could talk to him about James. I also realised far too late that I should have made Watson record the entire conversation with James and Moran. That would have been concrete proof of James’ evil nature.

Before I could say anything, Eliza’s handphone rang again. I could hum the My Little Pony theme song from memory because of her ringtone. I noticed that it was ‘Jake’s Mom’ again. She seemed to keep calling Eliza to check up on her. Perhaps it was one of her parents’ friends who was supposed to check in on her while they were away. But didn’t Mom say that Eliza’s parents were in Singapore this week?

Then it hit me.

I stared straight at Eliza, shocked. She caught me looking at her and immediately turned away.

“Did you guys get anywhere in your discussion about the case?” Dad asked, giving me a poke in the arm. “Sam?” He was looking at me strangely. I supposed I did look odd standing there with my mouth open and staring at Eliza.

“We…we don’t have concrete evidence yet, Dad,” I finally said.

“I-have-something,” Watson said. “I-found-this-on-the-roof-where-the-other-robot-who-shall-remain-nameless-was-hiding.”

He handed me a key. It was old and rusty, and unlike the slim keys for the doors and gates to our flat, this one was thicker and rounder. It looked like a key that Jimmy’s grandma had once used to open an antique cupboard.

“You found this where Moran was hiding? Specifically where he was hiding behind the vent?” I asked, looking closely at the key.

“I-just-said-that,” Watson replied.

Dad and the Supper Club had gathered around me.

“Do you think James—” Nazhar said, before stopping himself. He glanced at my dad, then asked, “Who do you think hid it there?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said. “But we’re going to find out.” I felt like my head was going to explode. So many things seemed to be happening at once.

“How did someone get a key up so high?” Dad muttered. “Did it fall when someone was up on the roof?”

“A-robot,” Watson said. “Maybe-one-who-is-irritatingly-polite.”

“What?” Dad asked. “The other robot? Why would he do that? Sam, we’ve talked about this feud you’ve been having with poor James—”

“I know, Dad,” I interrupted. “Watson, let’s not speculate without any evidence. And to find that we have to locate the lock that matches this key.”

However, even as I said that, I was having trouble focusing on the new clue. There was something more important that I was going to deal with soon, and I was not looking forward to it.
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Everyone was discussing how to go about looking for a way to match the key to a lock, but I was distracted. I could feel Eliza looking at me. I caught her eye more than once and she immediately looked away. She seemed just as distracted as I was.

Wendy and Nazhar were arguing over how to conduct what Nazhar had decided to call “The Great Lock and Key Hunt”. When Wendy pointed out that it wasn’t a great hunt for a key because the key had already been found, Nazhar changed the name to “The Great and Mysterious Lock Hunt”, but Wendy seemed to find fault with that too because she said that he was overusing adjectives (something she had just learned in English lesson in school, I presumed).

“All the doors here have oldish locks,” Dad said. “I saw them when I was up in Boon’s office. But they seem to still be using the slimmer, more modern keys and not one as round and thick as the key Watson found.”

“The door opposite the toilet has a big keyhole,” Jimmy piped up. “I peeped through the keyhole because I heard the wind. Actually, I thought the room was the toilet at first, but the door was locked. Turns out the toilet is on the other right! It has a sign that says ‘Restroom’ and everything.”

Everyone stopped and stared at him.

Finally I said, “The door with the big keyhole had a restroom sign on it?”

“No, the restroom had a restroom sign on it,” Jimmy said, grinning. “Why would the other door have a restroom sign on it, Sherlock?”

“Because you just said…oh, never mind,” I replied, shaking my head. Sometimes it pays not to argue with Jimmy-logic. “Can you show us where it is, Jimmy?”

“Do you sometimes think that we wouldn’t solve any cases without Jimmy?” Wendy whispered to Nazhar. I turned to glare at them and caught Nazhar mid-nod. He froze and grinned sheepishly.

Jimmy led us to the old-looking building between the two buildings Moran and Watson had hidden in. There were a lot of stains on the exterior, unlike the very clean walls of the other two buildings. Once he stopped and sniffed the air, turning towards the direction of the scent. Eliza didn’t even sigh. She was unnaturally quiet, I noticed.

“I wonder why they didn’t clean up this building?” Nazhar asked.

Just then, right before we turned the corner, we heard a voice call out to us.

“Hey! Where are you guys going?”

We turned around. It was Uncle Boon Chong. He was panting and looked winded as he jogged up to us.

“We found a clue!” Jimmy chirped. “It’s not the restroom!”

“What?” Uncle Boon Chong replied, frowning. “You guys shouldn’t be here. This… er…this is a restricted area. It’s…er…it’s for staff only.”

“We’re sorry, Uncle, but we have reason to believe that the thief might be hiding something in one of the rooms here. A locked room.” I took the rusty key out from my pocket and showed it to Uncle Boon Chong. His eyes widened. I noticed his hand drop to his pocket. He reached into it and fumbled around. When he saw me looking, he pulled out a handkerchief. “Hot,” he muttered, wiping the sweat off his face.

“We’re not using any of the rooms in this building,” he continued. “That’s why we didn’t spend the money to make it look nicer.”

“That doesn’t mean that the thief isn’t using it,” I said.

“Thieves-are-notorious-for-not-following-the-rules,” Watson helpfully added.

“Has anyone ever told you your robot has a smart mouth?” Uncle Boon Chong asked. Dad barked out a laugh, which he quickly covered with a well-placed cough.

“I found it!” Jimmy called out. He had run ahead of us and was peeking at us from around the corner. “It’s over here! It’s still not the toilet!”

“Wait, what?” Uncle Boon Chong asked. “Er, wait…these aren’t the droids you are looking for!” He waved his hands in front of us oddly. I noticed he had put another koyok on his left forearm. I was starting to think that my dad’s old classmate was as odd as QT.

“Let’s go!” Nazhar said, giving the director a puzzled look. He and Wendy dashed off after Jimmy.

I was about to run after them when I noticed that Eliza hadn’t moved a step. This was very strange. She was usually the fastest of us all, even faster than Nazhar and his long legs. “Are you coming, Eliza?”

She looked at me and seemed to want to say something, but instead she nodded and ran past me. “Wait up!” she called out.

“Er…Mike, er…I have something to tell you,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “It’s important! Like Death Star plans important!”

“Now?” Dad asked. Uncle Boon Chong nodded furiously. “Okay, okay. Sam, you go ahead. I’ll be right there.”

I nodded. By the time I got there, my friends were gathered around the door. The corridor was dark and smelled musky. The corners had cobwebs and years of dust built up. This building really was the only part of the studio that wasn’t being used. It also seemed like a perfect place to hide something that someone didn’t want anyone to find.

“It-looks-like-the-key-I-found-will-fit-the-lock,” Watson informed me.

I walked forward and inserted the key. We all held our breath. I turned it. There was a click and the door opened. We had expected it to be dark but the room had a window and light was streaming in. It smelled like dust and sweat, and I expected Wendy to have one of her sneezing fits, but she seemed surprisingly okay.

“Is that what I think it is?” Wendy gasped and pointed at the floor in front of her.

“I…think so…” I replied. I was stunned. This was definitely not what I was expecting.

“That-is-exercise-equipment-Sherlock. In-case-you-did-not-recognise-them,” Watson said. I glared at my robot.

“That’s a Pilates mat and ball,” Eliza observed. “My mom uses them.”
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“And this DVD player has a Pilates instructional video in it,” Nazhar said. He pressed a button and a smiling woman came onscreen.

“Now breathe in and clench your lower tummy muscles,” the woman chirped from the DVD player. “Good. Very good. Now lift up your right leg. Good. Very good. Now your left leg. Excellent!”

“Wait. What’s that?” I said. I dashed over to the Pilates mat and pulled out sheets of paper that had been hidden underneath. Everyone gathered around me.

“What’s a contract?” Jimmy asked, reading the top of the first page.

“What’s Food Fight?” Wendy asked. “Is it a new television show?”

“A contract is a legal document, Jimmy,” I replied. “And Wendy, Food Fight does seem to be a new television program. This is a contract to hire a new director for Food Fight.”

“Wait, why would Uncle Boon Chong have a contract to be the director for another show? He already has a show,” Nazhar said.

“Wow, that’s a lot of zeroes there,” Jimmy said as I flipped to the second page.

“Yes, that is a lot of money,” I said. “It’s for an international cable TV network and I think they can pay a lot more than our local TV companies.”

“Sherlock,” Wendy said. “You don’t think Uncle Boon Chong would sabotage his own show would you?” She looked shocked. Eliza was standing next to her with her arms crossed.

“Why wouldn’t he?” Eliza said. “He looks like he needs the money to buy proper grownup shoes.”

“Eliza, that’s not a very nice thing to say,” a voice said from behind us. It was Dad. I quickly hid the contract behind my back. Uncle Boon Chong was hiding behind my dad. His face was red and he looked extremely embarrassed.

“I…I…” Uncle Boon Chong said. “I hear my office phone ringing!” He dashed away.

“What on earth is all this?” Dad asked us glancing around the room.

“And now we’re going to strengthen our buttock muscles!” the lady on the screen said.

“What?” Dad said, as he walked towards the DVD player and leaned down to watch. “Did she say buttock muscles?”

“Sherlock,” Wendy frantically whispered. “What do we do? Should we tell Dad that Uncle Boon Chong is the thief? Do you think he stole the script so that Masters of the Screen would fail and he could get more money directing Food Fight?”

“I think that’s what we’re supposed to think, Wendy,” I replied.

“Seriously, Samuel,” Eliza said. “Have you seen his ratty clothes? He looks like a bum.”

“Eliza,” Dad said, “you really need to be more respectful.”

“To that guy?” Eliza asked. “I can’t respect someone who cares more about himself than how his actions affect the people around him.”

“Well if that isn’t the pot calling the kettle black…” Wendy said, rolling her eyes.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Eliza shot back.

“Girls—” Dad started.

“It means you’ve described yourself perfectly!” Wendy shouted. “You care more about how others see you than how your actions affect the rest of us!”

I honestly thought Eliza was going to punch Wendy or scream at her, but instead she abruptly sat down on the Pilates mat. Then Eliza said something I thought I’d never hear her say: “You’re right, Wendy.”

She looked at me, her eyes tearing, and said, “Tell them, Samuel. You already know. I know you know.”

“Tell us what?” Wendy asked. She was still angry, but there was doubt creeping in her voice.

I took a deep breath. My tummy felt funny, and not in the way it felt before I was going to eat something really delicious, or after I’d eaten too much. This was something else entirely.

“Jake’s mom,” I said. “You guys know the calls Eliza has been getting from Jake’s mom? It’s a very simple anagram, but a very clever one. I assume it was his idea?” I looked at Eliza.

Eliza nodded, wiping tears from her eyes.

“I don’t understand,” Nazhar said.

“Switch the ‘k’ with the second ‘m’,” I said. I saw the mental movement in my friends’ faces. Jimmy got it first. He clapped his hands over his mouth and whispered, “No.”

Nazhar and Wendy got it next.

“James Mok,” they said at the same time.

Eliza openly wept now.

“Sam, what is going on?” Dad asked. “Are you accusing James of something else now?”

“No, Uncle,” Eliza said, in between sobs. “Samuel was telling the truth. James faked his disappearance last month.”

“What? How do you know this, Eliza?” Dad asked. “And how do I know you’re not just covering for Sam?”

“Because I helped him do it!” Her shoulders shook with her crying.

The rest of us stood around, speechless.

“I’m so sorry about your ankle, Wendy,” Eliza said, once she could catch her breath. “Nobody was supposed to get hurt.”

“How long has this been going on?” I asked. I dreaded hearing her answer.

Eliza took a deep breath. “Since Pulau Ubin. I was just supposed to observe you while you solved your cases, but then that wasn’t enough.”

“That’s why he knew so much about Penang!” Jimmy said.

I suddenly remembered what happened outside Ben’s Vintage Toy Museum. “He was in Penang! You met him outside the museum before we started following the tattooed thief!”

“Yes,” Eliza said. “He said he was there helping me observe all of you, but later he told me he’d set the whole robot theft in motion.”

“Are you saying he asked Hwee Fong, Jimmy’s mum’s assistant, to steal Vivian’s vintage robot?” Dad asked. “That’s quite an accusation, Eliza.”

“No, he would never be so obvious about these things,” Eliza said. “He gets other people to work on his behalf, sometimes without them even knowing it. He knew you were going to visit Jimmy’s mom, and that Jimmy’s mom had that robot. He studied all of Auntie Vivian’s employees and picked the one that was most likely to steal the robot.”

“Why did he pick Auntie Hwee Fong?” Nazhar asked.

“She owed people a lot of money, apparently,” Eliza said.

“But how did he get her to steal it?” Dad asked.

“He got his butler to make her an offer, and then ‘let human nature run its course’.” Eliza put that last phrase in air quotes. It did seem like something James would say.

“His-butler,” Watson said. “He-was-the-man-at-the-airport-when-Sherlock-tried-to-ride-me-like-a-Pegasus.”

I remembered! He had been at the studio that morning with James, and in the onyx Rolls Royce driving away. That’s why he looked so familiar. And that’s why he recognised Eliza at the airport. It was all falling into place and my brain was swimming. I was still speechless.

“But Officer Siva said the butler was innocent of everything,” Dad said. “That he didn’t know the robot was stolen.”

“And that was true,” Eliza said. “James compartmentalises. He only tells people what they need to know, and his butler only needed to know to make a specific offer to a specific person for a specific robot.

“But…why?” Nazhar asked. “Why is he doing all of this? What for?”

Eliza looked like she was going to cry again. “I don’t know,” she said. “My information is compartmentalised too. For all I know, he set this mystery in motion too, somehow.”

Wendy, who had been quiet this whole time, walked to Eliza and bent down. I was afraid of what she was going to do, but instead she squeezed Eliza’s hands.

“It’s okay,” Wendy whispered. “You don’t have to be his spy any more. You can be our real friend.”

Eliza looked at Wendy and burst into tears again. When she abruptly got up, she accidentally knocked over Wendy, whose injured leg was still slightly weak. Then she looked at Wendy again before running off, sobbing uncontrollably until she smacked right into Mom, who was walking towards us with Auntie Kim Lian. Mom was very surprised. Dad walked towards them, most likely to update them on what had happened.
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“Wendy,” I said. “There is no way this is okay. She’s been helping James for longer than we even knew he was doing anything wrong.”

Wendy was still sitting on the ground. “He must have made her do it somehow, Sam,” she said. “She didn’t want to do it. That’s why she’s been so angry recently.”

I shook my head. If Eliza had ever been a member of the Supper Club, she certainly wasn’t now and she never would be again.

“We have a case to solve,” I said, determined. “We should focus on that.”
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We were all very shaken by what we had just learned. When Dad told Mom and Auntie Kim Lian, they were both astonished. Mom called Eliza’s parents, who sent their helper to pick her up. Mom had tried to talk to Eliza, but Eliza just shook her head and stared at her phone until her ride came. Mom then tried to talk to me about it, but I told her I couldn’t think about any of that right now. There was still a missing script to find.

We sat on some chairs we found near the costume racks in the courtyard between the three buildings.

“I know that was…” I didn’t actually know what that was, but I needed to rally the Supper Club. “We need to solve this mystery.”

Wendy sneezed loudly again and Mom immediately took out some allergy medication for her. They had huddled together earlier and I deduced that Wendy was filling Mom in on all the details regarding Eliza’s betrayal. Mom gave Wendy a comforting hug, but my sister still looked miserable. The red eyes and runny nose didn’t help

“Dad, I need to show you something,” I said. I had been thinking about the contract carefully. Usually, with the evidence I had, I would confront the suspect because part of how I deduced a person’s innocence was tied to how they reacted under pressure. Uncle Boon Chong had already looked extremely guilty just now with his nervousness and sweating. However, he was also my parents’ good friend and Dad had told me before that I needed to be a responsible detective and ensure that I didn’t unnecessarily hurt anyone. I finally understood that he meant more than just causing physical hurt—like when I made Wendy and Watson sneak out with me and Wendy fractured her ankle.

“What’s that, Sam?” Dad asked as I handed the contract over to him. He looked at it. I saw his jaw drop when he flipped to the second page and saw the number of zeroes there.

“We found this in the room,” I said. “And based on Uncle Boon Chong’s reaction and also from the way he tried to distract us from the room, I’d say he knows something about this. I didn’t want to accuse him of anything because he might have a reason for doing what he did.”

“OKAY! I ADMIT IT!” Uncle Boon Chong suddenly shouted from across the compound.

We all looked at him, stunned.

“I just couldn’t stand it anymore!” he said as he rushed up to Dad and me. Mom and Auntie Kim Lian quickly joined us. The rest of the Supper Club gathered around as well.

“Everyone keeps asking why,” he continued. “Why Koey could do it but I couldn’t!”

“Koey’s show?” Mom said. “But Masters of the Screen is far more popular than his show.”

“Exactly! He has so much more time! He can focus on directing and nothing else!” Uncle Boon Chong cried. “I spend half my time trying to please the producers and the marketing people. I just don’t have the time to work out like he does.”

“What?” Auntie Kim Lian asked.

“So I thought I would set up a mini-gym here at the studio and when everyone else was having lunch, I would work out.”

“Pilates-is-excellent-for-toning,” Watson said. “But-I-would-suggest-some-cardio-exercises-too. You-are-easily-winded-like-Sherlock.”

“Wait, so you’re admitting to it?” I said. “You did it?”

“Yes. I’ve been doing it for the past month,” Uncle Boon Chong replied.

“You’ve been sabotaging your show for a month?” Wendy asked.

“What? Why would I sabotage my show?” Uncle Boon Chong said, horrified.

“For money!” Jimmy said. “We found the contract with all the zeroes!”

“What are you guys talking about?” Uncle Boon Chong replied, now looking very confused.

I observed Uncle Boon Chong carefully. He had yet another new koyok on the back of his neck. “He doesn’t know, Dad,” I said. “It’s not him.”

“Maybe you should explain, Sam,” Dad replied.

“James wanted us to find the contract there. He thought that I would immediately accuse Uncle Boon Chong of sabotaging his own show so he could leave and start a new show for more money.”

“What new show?” Uncle Boon Chong cried. “Would someone please explain what’s going on? I just confessed to secretly doing Pilates. Do you know how embarrassing that is? Koey lifts massive weights! The size of elephants!”

I handed him the contract for Food Fight. He looked at it and said, “What is this? I’ve never seen it before. Also, seriously, Food Fight? That’s a dumb name for a drama.”

“We found this in your secret exercise room, Uncle Boon Chong,” Nazhar said.

His eyes widened. “So you think I stole my own script?”

“I think that’s what I’m supposed to think,” I said. “But I don’t think that.”

“What do you think then?”

“I think there’s a lot of thinking going on,” Auntie Kim Lian whispered to Mom.

“I think, I mean, I believe that you’ve been set up,” I said. “Have you seen a robot who is a lot more polite than Watson and looks like a British butler?”

“Yes. It belongs to that the other kid. The one with the British accent. I ran into him as I was coming out of the toilet.”

I paused and stared at Uncle Boon Chong.

“Okay, fine. As I was coming out of my secret exercise room.”

“Did you bump into him?” I asked.

“Yes. He even offered me a bottle of mineral water from his stomach. It was chilled. Quite amazing.”

“Indeed,” I replied with a sidelong look at Watson. “And your key to the room, where was it?”

“I put it in my pocket…which is why I was so surprised to find that you had it,” Uncle Boon Chong replied.

“Is it possible that it fell out somehow?” I asked. Though I suspected that James Mok had something to do with this, I found it hard to believe that Moran would pickpocket Uncle Boon Chong on his own. I believed that James had sent Moran on an exploration mission around the studio, and that Moran finding the key was an unexpected opportunity that James’s fiendish mind quickly put to use.

“It did,” Uncle Boon Chong mournfully said. “Er, my pocket has a hole. I only realised it just now when I put my hand in to look for the key you guys had found.”

“And James deliberately planted it where you would find it, Sam,” Dad concluded. “Because he thought that falsely accusing Boon would get you into more trouble with me.”

I nodded. I remembered how James had given precise instructions to Moran before he hid. It must have involved the key as well. I was so glad that I could tell Dad everything now.

“Are we…I can’t believe I’m saying this, but are we sure James didn’t steal it himself?” Dad asked. “Eliza said he could have set this in motion as well.”

“She also said he used other people and never got directly involved,” I said. “Even if he is behind this somehow, he didn’t do the actual stealing. Somebody else did.”

“So…I’m not guilty, right?” Uncle Boon Chong said. “Just so we’re clear.”

“Yes, Uncle Boon,” I said. “Your secret exercising also explains why you keep sticking koyok on yourself. You might also want to air the room out a bit. It smells very sweaty.”

“Can I just add that Pilates is extremely tough?” Dad said. “I went with Kat once and I couldn’t walk properly for days after. I support you 100 per cent, Boon!”

Uncle Boon Chong blushed a furious red. “I’m going to wash up a bit. You guys, er… solve the case, okay?” And then he dashed off.

Nazhar scratched his head. “Maybe we should go through our suspects again, Sherlock?”

I nodded.

“Let-us-begin-with-the-man-of-a-million-hats,” Watson said.

“I think it’s safe to rule him out as a suspect,” I said.

“He was acting weirdly when he was going to the bakery, but that was just because he didn’t want anybody to know he likes eating kaya toast,” Nazhar said.

“And-Uncle-Boon-Chong-said-he-was-a-terrible-actor,” Watson said.

“Yep, I think he did write the script, and it did get stolen,” Dad said.

“Okay, what about the other suspects Boon Chong mentioned?” Mom asked.

“Uncle Shukri, the star of the show,” Wendy said in between sneezes. “Uncle Boon Chong told us he wasn’t happy with how P. Ramlee was written in the last episode.”

“Did you learn anything while feeding him rice dumplings, Auntie Kim Lian?” I asked.

“When I asked him about leaving the show, he said that his contract was for another two years, so if he tried to stall by not working next season, the producers could actually sue him! So lucky for me he’ll be on the show for a while! Lucky for all his fans,” Auntie Kim Lian said. “Plus, he was on the entertainment news saying he wanted to be on the show for as long as possible. Remember, Officer Siva also said he was on the news a lot.”

“He could have taken it to force QT to write something different,” Nazhar said.

“I asked him about his character,” Mom said, “and he said that while he wasn’t happy about the direction, he is already working with QT towards a compromise for next season.”

“My Shukri would never steal a script,” Auntie Kim Lian said firmly. “He’s much too respectful.”

“Mama’s right!” Jimmy said. “Uncle Shukri is a very respectable young man!” Auntie Kim Lian ruffled Jimmy’s hair.

“Even if he found a way to break his contract, he wouldn’t have publicly admitted that he wanted to stay if he was really going to leave,” I said. “It would damage his reputation and he would lose many of his fans.”

“So I guess he’s not our thief,” Nazhar concluded.

“What about Lee Swee?” Mom asked. “If Shukri cannot film the last episode, he’ll get a much bigger role, and the show may have to focus on his character in the next season.”

“That sounds like a very good…oh, what do you call it, sayang?” Auntie Kim Lian asked.

“A motive, Mama!” Jimmy replied.

“Thank you, sayang. Yes, it’s a very good motive for wanting to delay production.”

“I-agree,” Watson said, “but-we-are-forget-ting-something-very-important. He-was-not-on-set-when-the-script-was-stolen.”

“You’re right,” Wendy said, sniffling. “He said he was at the doctor’s.” Her eyes were getting very watery.

“And Uncle Boon Chong confirmed he wasn’t at the studio,” I said.

“Then the last suspect is Koey,” Dad said. “I really don’t want it to be him, but…”

“We met him a few times when were in university with Boon Chong,” Mom said. “He seemed like a very nice boy.”

“But we did overhear him try to steal Uncle Lee Swee from the show,” Nazhar said. “He said that there was still a place for Uncle Lee Swee on his series.”

“But-he-changed-his-mind-about-it-just-as-fast,” Watson said.

“That could just mean that he felt guilty about it or that he was worried that Uncle Lee Swee would tell on him,” I replied. “Given all the evidence in front of us, Uncle Koey seems to have had the opportunity and the strongest motive to steal the script.”

I recalled that James had told me earlier about sibling rivalry. Was that really a clue? I didn’t quite believe it. But all the evidence seemed to point to Uncle Koey.

Wendy sneezed again, just as Uncle Boon Chong arrived. “So, have you figured it out?” he asked. “Today’s a bust, but if we can start filming tomorrow, we can still finish before Shukri has to leave.”

He suddenly looked uncomfortable. “I mean, if he isn’t the thief. Obviously, if he stole it, I’ll have to fire him immediately.”

Auntie Kim Lian gasped.

I sighed. “Uncle, I’m not sure how to tell you this.” I got up and started pacing and looking through the costumes.

“Please keep in mind that we don’t have any real evidence, that this is all circumstantial, but…” I didn’t know how to tell him that his own brother may have sabotaged his show.

“What? What is it?” Uncle Boon Chong asked. “Is it the Dark Side?”

Dad got up and put his hand on my shoulder as I rifled through more costumes. “I know it’s hard, son, but you should tell him.”

My eye caught a very familiar costume. I tried to place it when Wendy sneezed again.

“Wait! I know who did it!” I shouted. “Assemble your suspects, Uncle Boon Chong. We’re getting your script back today!”
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Uncle Boon Chong called our four suspects immediately. Uncle Koey had been driving home, but everyone else was still on set. QT had been furiously trying to recreate his script and Uncles Lee Swee and Shukri were in their respective rooms.

When Uncle Koey came back, everybody gathered on the studio grounds to listen to me. Wendy had somehow gotten her sneezing under control.

“Hey, it’s you kids again,” Uncle Koey said. “Wow, you guys must be super fans! Wait, are you the acrobatic boy from the street?” He pointed at Jimmy, who grinned and waved.

“After talking to Uncle Boon Chong this morning, the four of you were our main suspects,” I said.

“Me?!” QT said. “But it was my script that got stolen!”

“Yes, but Uncle Boon Chong was worried that you were faking it to cover the fact that you were late again.”

Uncle Koey laughed. “QT can’t fake anything,” he said. “Wait, I’m a suspect?” He turned to glare at his brother who gave a sheepish shrug.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” QT asked.

“Look, QT, you’re a great writer, but you’re a terrible actor,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “All of Singapore has just seen your terribleness in the episode that just aired.”

Uncle Shukri began laughing as well. “That two-minute scene took us three days to film!”

“Yah,” Uncle Boon Chong said, “I’m never letting you in front of the camera again.”

QT pouted.

“This is the conclusion we came to as well,” I said. “Even though he’d been acting weird this morning, it was for a completely unrelated reason. So, it’s not QT. Also, we just saw that episode and I actually thought you were acting suspiciously on purpose!”

“Was it me then?” Uncle Shukri asked, looking amused.

“You were apparently unhappy with how your character was being portrayed,” Nazhar said.

“It’s true I wasn’t happy with how QT and Boon Chong had been writing P. Ramlee these last few episodes,” he said, “but I didn’t steal the script.”

“No, you didn’t,” I said. “You still wanted to be on the show, in spite of your disagreement with Uncle Boon Chong and QT, and you’re in a contract you can’t afford to break.”

“And you told Mom you were working with QT on a compromise on how P. Ramlee would be written in the second season,” Wendy said, sniffling.

“Wait a minute, you nice ladies were questioning me?” Shukri said, pointing at Mom and Auntie Kim Lian. “So sneaky!”

Auntie Kim Lian giggled. “I knew it wasn’t you,” she said.

“Which brings us to you,” I said, pointing at Uncle Koey. “We overheard you talking to Uncle Lee Swee by the water tanks.”

“What exactly did you hear?”

“That you respect your brother a great deal,” I said. “You couldn’t bring yourself to steal his star actor away.”

Uncle Koey looked at Uncle Boon Chong. “I tried to…”

“But you stopped yourself,” I said. “I admit you were our strongest suspect, but that was only because I didn’t have any real evidence. Also, I think Uncle Boon Chong has something he needs your help with.”

Uncle Boon Chong grinned sheepishly at his brother who looked a little confused.

I walked in front of Uncle Lee Swee. “And then I found it.”

“What? I didn’t take anything,” Uncle Lee Swee said. “I wasn’t even here when the script got stolen.”

“That’s true, Sherlock,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “He had a family emergency.”

“But he told Uncle Koey that he had a doctor’s appointment?” I asked. “Which was it, family emergency or doctor’s appointment?”

“It was both,” Uncle Lee Swee said. “The family emergency was at the same hospital I had my doctor’s appointment.”

“How convenient,” I said.

“Sam!” Mom said. “That’s not nice to say.”

“He wanted everyone to think he wasn’t here, but you actually were, right?” I said.

“Kid, I just said I wasn’t here,” Uncle Lee Swee replied. He was starting to sweat.

“Wendy, can you come over here?” I asked. “Stand in front of him.”

Wendy did so, and immediately sneezed so hard she almost toppled over.

“That’s strong cologne you wear, Uncle,” I said.

“Is that what’s been causing my allergic reaction?” Wendy asked, blowing her nose. “Wait, I started sneezing this morning, before you arrived.”

“Lots of people wear cologne,” Uncle Lee Swee said. “And even if her allergy is to a specific fragrance mix, those mixes are used in a variety of products, from soaps to shampoos to cleaning products. And we use a lot of all of those here.”

“Nazhar, can you get that cleaning uniform costume hanging there?” I asked. Uncle Lee Swee looked suprised.

Nazhar brought out the Qīng Qīng Cleaning Services costume I had seen earlier. “Is this the costume QT wore in the most recent episode?” I asked.

“Yeah, actually,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “I had completely forgotten what it looked like, QT’s acting was so bad.”

“I’m standing right here,” QT said petulantly.

“But didn’t I see it this morning?” Uncle Koey asked.

“You did,” I said. “Uncle Lee Swee was wearing it as a disguise.”

“Oh, snap,” QT said, rubbing his hands together. “This is brilliant. I need to work this into the script somehow.”

Uncle Lee Swee was sweating now. “That is ridicu—”

“Take the costume to Wendy, Nazhar,” I said, interrupting Uncle Lee Swee. I wasn’t in the mood for any more denial.

Nazhar took the costume over to Wendy and she sneezed violently, three times in a row.

Uncle Lee Swee paled visibly.

“Why would you do this?” Uncle Boon Chong asked. “You put the whole show in jeopardy.”

“Because this was supposed to be my show!” Uncle Lee Swee shouted. “I was supposed to be the star! And then Shukri comes along and wows everybody and then other directors are trying to steal him! He’s getting Hollywood calls! He’s getting all the fans! And me, I get nothing! I thought if I could somehow get more screen time on this show, I could prove I was the better actor! I’d get more focus, and then I’d be the famous one!”

All the adults were taken aback, especially Uncle Shukri.

“I initially took the script just to see how many more lines QT had given Shukri!” Uncle Lee Swee shouted. “It’s been growing exponentially every episode!”

“I highly doubt that,” I said. “Even if he’d started with only one more line than you in the first episode, and it only doubled after each episode, after ten episodes he’d have 512 more lines than you. I think you meant it grew arithmetically.”

“Really, Sam? Now?” Wendy said, rolling her eyes.

“I think I could use you on my show too,” Uncle Koey said thoughtfully. “And the grumpy robot.”

Uncle Lee Swee deflated just as suddenly as he had exploded. “I only wanted a chance to shine again, without Shukri in the way,” he said. “Even my friends’ son knew I was very good when I went to their house for dinner last night, and that I was simply being eclipsed by Shukri.”

“Who was this boy?” I asked; my Spidey sense was tingling.

“I don’t remember his name,” Uncle Lee Swee said. “But when he asked me how tight Shukri’s schedule was since he had to leave for Hollywood, I realised that if production was delayed for just a few days, Shukri wouldn’t have enough time to film the final episode before he left. That’s when I started thinking about how to actually do it, and I remembered what happened the last time QT turned his script in late. So I stole it and destroyed it.”

“What are your friends’ names?” I asked.

“Who cares?” he replied.

“Answer him, Lee Swee,” Uncle Boon Chong said.

He sighed deeply. “Henry and Jane Mok, but they had nothing to do with this. It was my idea.”

Dad and Mom looked at each other.

I remembered what Eliza had said earlier. “He just let human nature run its course,” I whispered.

“And I would have gotten away with it too, if it wasn’t for these kaypoh kids,” Uncle Lee Swee said. He sighed again. “I guess I’m fired now.”

“You betcha, but not before you finish this last episode,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “Or I will sue you for breach of contract until you’ve got nothing left. Koey, could you—”

“No worries, Boon,” Uncle Koey replied, “I got it.”

Uncle Koey led Uncle Lee Swee away, yelling at him the whole time.

“Kid, I’m gonna turn you into the greatest TV show I’ve ever written,” QT said to me.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “You need to rewrite this episode first. I’m pretty sure we’re gonna have to somehow write Run Run Shaw out and focus exclusively on P. Ramlee, if that’s okay with you, Shukri.”

“Yah, I’m just…I don’t know what to say to that, to all this,” Uncle Shukri said.

“Don’t worry about that,” Uncle Boon Chong said. “That guy will never work as an actor again. And thank you, Sherlock. That was truly amazing!”

“Yay!” Jimmy shouted. “This means Sherlock is Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective again!”

I looked at Watson expectantly.

He shrugged. “I-have-nothing.”

Jimmy laughed. “Even Watson agrees this time!”

Dad and Mum both gave me a big hug. Wendy and Nazhar were beaming.

It felt really good to get back in the saddle.

* * *

After we went home that night, Uncle Boon Chong called to tell Mom that QT had very quickly come up with a script that would write Run Run Shaw out of the show. They were going to focus on P. Ramlee, and move the show to Kuala Lumpur, where P. Ramlee went after he left Shaw Studios. The show would still be shot in Singapore, but the producers were willing to pay for a few trips north for research and scouting purposes.

We also had a big family talk. Mom and Dad now believed me about James faking his disappearance at MacRitchie, and that he was likely responsible for the theft of Auntie Vivian’s robot and the script, but we all agreed that we couldn’t tell his parents about this. We had no real proof, after all.

The following day at school, I told Jimmy and Nazhar that Wendy, Watson and I were still grounded. Mom and Dad were sorry that they didn’t believe me about James Mok, but the fact remained that we had insisted on sneaking out without permission. They reminded me how dangerous that had been and even though Wendy’s ankle had mostly healed, it could have been much worse, for all of us. We were definitely still in trouble, but with one important difference: we were allowed to investigate again! As long as we never did it without their knowledge and permission, of course.

We had gladly agreed to that stipulation. Plus, now I understood why Dad was so disappointed in me before—he didn’t just want me to be a great detective, he wanted me to be the best person I could be.

I didn’t see Eliza the whole day, not that I wanted to. Wendy was insistent that James had somehow coerced Eliza to work for him. And anyway, my sister said Eliza didn’t technically betray us, as she was never officially a member of the Supper Club. I wasn’t in the mood for technicalities.

After school, I was surprised to see that my dad had come to pick us up.

“Why are you here, Dad?” Wendy asked. “I thought you would be working late again.”

“I would have, but my notebook with all the notes that I’ve been scribbling down seems to have gone missing,” he said. “I think it happened yesterday during all the excitement at the studio.”

Something scratched at the back of my brain, but before I could explore that thought, Dad asked, “Where’s Watson?”

I whirled around. Where was Watson? The last time I saw him he was informing me how many calories there are in a cream roll from Chin Mee Chin.

Jimmy and Nazhar came out of school. “Have you guys seen Watson?” I asked, getting worried.

“I saw him in class earlier today,” Jimmy said, “but not after that. That’s really strange! Doesn’t Watson know that he’s supposed to go home with you, Sherlock?”

Then I saw Eliza coming out of school, and I walked straight towards her.

“What have you and James done with Watson?” I asked.

“What are you talking about?” Eliza asked. “I didn’t do anything.” She seemed genuinely surprised.

“Sam, let’s not jump to conclusions,” Dad said. “Watson may have gotten held up. Remember that time you thought he’d been kidnapped and he was actually just helping Mr Lim tidy up the classroom after you all rushed out?”

I then saw Moran walking towards us. “Special delivery for Master Sherlock,” he said.

His chestplate opened and a box slid out on a tray. Moran picked it up and handed it to me. “Have a nice day, Sir!”

Using his rocket-powered skates, Moran left as I opened the box. There was a note inside:
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There was something else in the box, underneath the note. I didn’t recognise it at first, but Dad did.

“Oh, no!” he said.

Nazhar and Wendy both gasped.

“He wouldn’t,” Eliza said. “I swear I don’t know anything about this, Sherlock!”

“I believe you,” Wendy said, putting her hand on Eliza’s shoulder.

Jimmy jumped up and down, trying to look inside the box. “What’s in the box?” he asked. “What’s in the box? Tell me what’s in the box!”

I let Jimmy look inside the box. He almost passed out. Nazhar had to catch him.

It was one of Watson’s hands! James had cut it off!
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AUTHOR’S NOTE:

INVESTIGATING A TV SERIES!

Lots of TV shows are made all over the world, and lots of different people work on each one. There are writers, directors, actors, and producers like we’ve mentioned in this story, but there are also a lot of technical people who don’t get mentioned very often. They are just as important. Some examples are: camera operators, costume designers, and sound and lighting technicians.

The production of a TV show usually starts like this: producers, the people who finance the show, hire artists and writers to create the story and the characters. Often, the original producers need to look for other producers because it takes a lot of money to make a television show. Once this has been settled, the writers start writing scripts, the casting directors start hiring actors, and all the artists and craftspeople start creating the set and designing the costumes. These are just a few things that need to be done before the actual filming can start. Very importantly, once the scripts are done, the actors read through them and “get into character” so that they can start behaving like their characters.

Then the actual filming starts. The director is in charge of making sure the actors do a good job, and rewriting the script if necessary. The director also makes sure that the camera operators get the best shots for all the scenes to be filmed. Once filming is complete, sound technicians then add in music and sound effects.

Only after all this work (and a lot more that we have left out!) can a show finally be aired on television. Every one-hour episode that is shown on TV could take weeks to create!
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GLOSSARY

Anagram—A word or sentence formed by rearranging letters from another word or words.

Artisanal Bread—Bread hand-made by a craftsperson using traditional methods. The opposite of factory-made bread.

Atas—A Malay word meaning “upstairs” that is commonly used in Singapore as slang for snobbish.

Asimov’s Laws—Also known as the Three Laws of Robotics, Asimov’s Laws are rules developed by famed science fiction author Isaac Asimov. The three laws state:

1. A robot may not injure a human being or, through inaction, allow a human being to come to harm.

2. A robot must obey the orders given to it by human beings, except where such orders would conflict with the First Law.

3. A robot must protect its own existence as long as such protection does not conflict with the First or Second Law.

Chin Mee Chin—An old-fashioned bakery located in Katong, famed for its traditional pastries, cakes and kaya toast.

Dos Mujeres, Un Camino—A popular Mexican television drama starring Erik Estrada.

Food Fight—A television series made up by A.J. Low, where people throw food at each other and then run away.

Golden Age of Malay Cinema—Spanning the end of the 1940s to the early 1960s, this period saw more than 300 films made by two prolific local studios—Shaw Malay Film Productions and Cathay-Keris Studio. It was also during this period that the actor P. Ramlee’s career really took off.

Kopi-O—The local way of ordering black coffee.

Koyok—A medicinal plaster used to treat muscular aches and pains.

Loy Kee Chicken Rice—Started as a small stall located at Raymond Market, Loy Kee now has two branches: one in Balestier and the other in Woodlands. It is one of the best places in Singapore to eat traditional Hainanese chicken rice.

Masters of the Screen—A television series made up by A.J. Low. The title is inspired by Singapore’s very first full-length TV series that was produced locally in 1994, called Masters of the Sea.

Mee Siam—A Malay and Peranakan dish made with thin rice vermicelli. Usually served with spicy, sweet and sour gravy, but can also be served dry. Felicia’s mother makes the best dry mee siam this side of the multiverse.

My Little Pony—Created in 1983 by toy company Hasbro, the property was turned into an animated TV series. Its most recent version, My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic, has become very popular.

Nash Equilibrium—In simple terms, players in a game are in a Nash equilibrium if all players are making the best decision they can, by themselves. They need to do this while keeping in mind the decisions other players are making.

Nasi Lemak—A Malay dish of rice cooked with coconut milk and pandan leaf, commonly served with ikan bilis, roasted peanuts, a hard-boiled egg and chili paste.

P. Ramlee—A beloved Malaysian actor, director, singer, songwriter, composer and producer who is often seen as an icon in the Malay entertainment industry. P. Ramlee’s grandmother’s house, where he grew up, is a popular tourist attraction in Penang.

Pilates—A type of exercise developed by Joseph Pilates. Pilates is supposed to improve flexibility, strength and endurance, and requires a lot of focus.

Run Run Shaw—A Hong Kong entertainment giant and philanthropist who founded Shaw Brothers Studios alongside his three older brothers. Together with his third eldest brother, Runme Shaw, he also founded Malay Film Productions (MFP). MFP produced over 160 films, many of which were directed by P. Ramlee at the 8 Jalan Ampas studios.

Sambal Belachan—A Malay and Peranakan chili paste that is made with chillis, shrimp paste, lime, salt and sugar.

Sayang—An affectionate term meaning ‘dear’ or ‘sweetheart’ in Malay.

Script—The written text of a television show that includes dialogue and stage directions. It is what the actors study from while performing.

Shaw Brothers Studios—In 1925, Runje, Runme and Runde Shaw founded Tianyi Film Company. They then established a base in Singapore to distribute films. This company later became known as the Shaw Brothers Studios, and was run by Run Run and Runme Shaw.

Sing Hon Loong Bakery—A traditional bakery on Whampoa Drive that is also known as Ghee Leong. One of the oldest bakeries in Singapore, it makes delicious bread on a daily basis. They also supply bread to coffeeshops around Singapore.

Star Trek—A long-running television series and movie franchise, it has also spun into other mediums, including books, comics and radio. The property has been revamped for the big screen using the characters from the original series, including Captain Kirk, Mr Spock and Dr McCoy.

Star Wars—A sci-fi film trilogy from the late 1970s and early 1980s about a rag-tag group of strangers who join a rebel alliance and fight against an evil galactic empire. Some people claim that there are six movies. Ask your parents for more information.

Teh-C-siu-dai—The local way of ordering tea with evaporated milk and less sugar.

Telenovela—A type of soap opera that is popular in Spanish-speaking countries. The word combines tele, which is short for ‘television’ in Spanish, and novela, the Spanish word for ‘novel’.

“Wonder Siblings powers, activate!”—The Wonder Twins were Zan and Jayna who appeared in the 1980s animated TV series Super Friends. In order to activate their powers, they would bump fists and say, “Wonder Twin powers, activate!”


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 licorice 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’ 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.
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	MORAN

Not much is known about Moran other than the fact that he is very polite and obeys orders without question. Unlike Watson’s robotic voice, Moran sounds almost human. He also has an amazing moustache.






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, bookstores, 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 and 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


JEOPARDY IN JURONG!

Look out for Sherlock Sam and the Fiendish Mastermind in Jurong as the adventures of Sherlock Sam continue!

Sherlock Sam and the Supper Club have reunited. With their combined powers, no mystery is too big or too small for them to handle. But one of their own has been abducted and is in grave danger! With the Fiendish Mastermind always a step ahead, will Sherlock Sam be able to decipher the nefarious riddles his arch-nemesis has set in front of him...before it’s too late? Or will Sherlock’s trusty teammate be lost forever? Discover what happens in the exciting conclusion of the Fiendish Mastermind Trilogy!
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“What's not to love about a savvy kid with pluck,
prepared to step outside humdrum routines
to solve mysteries? Young readers everywhere
dream of pushing limits in pursuit of adventure...
A.J. Low has conceived a series sure
to have long-term appeal.”

—KEN SpiLLMAN, author of the Jake series
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