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  “I-do-not-appreciate-having-my-parts-exposed-in-public,” Watson said.


  It was 8am on Saturday morning and we were at Changi Airport, Terminal One. The week-long March school holidays had just started and our parents were taking us to Penang, Malaysia, for the weekend! Dad had checked us in online, so we didn’t have to check in our bags for another hour. I suggested that we have breakfast as it was the most important meal of the day. Fortunately, McDonald’s served breakfast until 11am.


  “I would be a lot faster if you’d stop complaining about it,” I told Watson. I was holding a screwdriver in both hands, trying to turn a particularly stubborn bolt. Trust Watson to have stubborn bolts.


  “The-temperature-has-decreased-by-0.05%-since-you-started-working-on-me-in-public,” Watson added.


  The air conditioning at Changi Airport was very cold, but I didn’t have a choice. Mom made us rush out of the house and I could not finish my upgrade on Watson in time. And I wasn’t one to leave my work unfinished.


  “Wow! I didn’t know Watson was a thermometer as well, Sherlock!” Jimmy exclaimed. He had on a green baseball cap and a milk moustache.


  Jimmy was my classmate in Primary Five. When Jimmy’s grandma heard that we were going to Penang, she asked if it would be okay for Jimmy to go with us on our trip. Jimmy’s mom travelled a lot for work and was currently in Penang. Jimmy was super excited to see his mom!


  “I’m pretty sure you’re going to damage your robot,” a snooty voice said from behind us.


  I turned my head and looked at Eliza. Wendy, my big sister who was a year older than me, was standing right next to her. Both girls were holding trays filled with food. Wendy did not look particularly happy. She and Eliza were in the same level in school, but they weren’t the best of friends (and that’s putting it lightly).


  “Are those my pancakes, Wendy?” I asked, focused on the most important thing. “You took the maple syrup packets right? And butter?”


  “Please-finish-my-upgrades-before-you-start-eating,” Watson said. “I-do-not-want-ants-in-my-circuits-again.”


  The two girls took a seat at our table. My parents and Nazhar were still waiting for their food. Once it was decided that Jimmy was coming with us, my dad invited the rest of the Supper Club as well! Unfortunately for Wendy, he once again forgot that Eliza wasn’t officially part of the Supper Club and invited her along too. My dad is a genius engineer, but he is a forgetful genius engineer.


  “I think I’m done!” I said, giving the problematic bolt one final twist. I quickly shut the open hatch on Watson’s body and sat back to admire my work.


  “Why-are-you-staring-at-me-strangely?” Watson asked. “Did-you-leave-grease-on-my-face?”


  “Try out your new power now!” I said. I really wanted to eat my pancakes while they were still warm. “Everyone! Look!”


  Wendy and Eliza ignored me and continued eating their breakfast in silence, but Jimmy was so excited he was practically vibrating in his seat.


  A loud popping sound burst out from Watson, startling some of the people around us. I was worried for a second. Had I turned that dastardly bolt too tightly? Just as I was reaching for my robot to make sure all was in order, Watson popped once again and flew! Okay, not so much flew as hovered about fifteen inches off the ground, but still! He was defying gravity!
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  “Watson can fly!” Dad exclaimed. He, Mom and Nazhar had walked up to our table with their trays.


  “Oh wow, Sherlock!” Nazhar said, his dark brown eyes wide behind his glasses. Nazhar was Wendy’s classmate and had become a good friend. I often relied on his knowledge of history to help solve my cases.


  “Watson is Superman!” Jimmy shouted, doing his favourite Superman pose.


  “You guys need to be quiet,” Wendy said grumpily. “Everyone is turning to look at us.”


  Mom, who knew the real reason for Wendy’s grumpiness patted her shoulder before sitting down next to her. Wendy gave a small smile.


  “Watson, come sit down and eat your batteries,” Mom said. Mom was a fantastic cook. She didn’t like us (especially me) eating at fast food places too often, but we managed to convince her that it was okay this time around because it was a holiday treat.


  Watson gently plonked himself back onto the seat and started to consume the recycled batteries that were his power source.


  “Are you guys excited about going to Penang?” Dad asked. He was gleefully biting into his McMuffin. He didn’t get to eat fast food very often either.


  Everyone nodded, even Wendy, who seemed to become less grumpy the more she ate. See, breakfast was truly the most important meal of the day. I was already looking forward to a second breakfast on the plane!


  “Have any of you been to Penang before?” Mom asked us.


  “I’ve been to Kuala Lumpur before,” Eliza said, elegantly taking a bite out of her Egg McMuffin. “But this will be my first time in Penang. My dad’s company has an office there, though.” Eliza’s dad ran an outdoor adventure company.


  “I’ve been to Kuala Lumpur and Malacca,” Nazhar added, “but not to Penang. My dad told me a lot about Penang’s history and I’m really excited to see the Khoo Kongsi.”


  “Gong xi?” Jimmy asked. “Like Happy New Year, Gong Xi Fa Cai?” His milk moustache had grown into a milk goatee.


  “A kongsi is a clan house, Jimmy,” Nazhar said in his big brotherly way. “Maybe we can go see it, Uncle?”


  “Definitely!” Dad said. “We want this trip to be fun for everyone!”


  “And we need to try all the local food,” I added. I had done my research this time around. I knew exactly what I had to eat during this trip. I was particularly intrigued by something they called a pasembur.


  “I want to see the artwork in George Town,” Wendy said. “They have street art and wire art. Did you know that the street artist is from Lithuania? He paints on the sides of buildings, like graffiti. I’ve seen pictures in my books.” My sister was an aspiring artist.


  “Do-we-need-to-check-in-soon?” Watson asked.


  “About that, Watson,” Dad said. He looked a bit nervous. “I’m afraid airline regulation requires that you travel as, erm, well...” Dad stumbled over his words. “You need to, erm...”


  “You’ll need to travel as carry-on luggage, Watson,” Mom said. “But don’t worry. It’ll only be for an hour-and-a-half, and you’ll be in the luggage compartment right above our seats.”


  “I-am-not-luggage,” Watson said. “Even-though-I-have-ten-packets-of-chocolate-Khong-Guan-biscuits-in-my-secret-compartment.”


  “Dad! Mom! Watson isn’t luggage! He’s my robot! He’s family!” I exclaimed. The ten packets of Khong Guan biscuits were emergency rations. You can never be too prepared. Who knows when a snack attack might occur?


  “I know, son,” Dad said sadly, “but as you know, our rules and regulations haven’t quite caught up to our technological advances yet.” He patted Watson on his metal head.


  “But—” I said. It really wasn’t fair!


  “It-is-okay,” Watson said. “I-am-excellent-at-keeping-myself-entertained. I-have-a-Dungeons-and-Dragons-game-in-my-memory-banks.”


  “I’m afraid you won’t be able to do that, Watson,” Mom said. Now she was starting to look a little nervous too.


  “Why-is-that?” Watson asked.


  “The airline is worried that your electromagnetic waves will interfere with their electronic and navigation systems,” Mom said. “You’re going to have to turn yourself off.”


  “It-is-the-curse-of-having-a-magnetic-personality,” Watson said. “Next-time-I-will-be-travelling-First-Class.”


  I grumbled a bit more, but when Mom pointed out that the choices were between turning Watson off or leaving him at home, I had to accept my fate. Well, accept Watson’s fate. On his behalf. Watson, stoic as ever, appeared to be okay with the unexpected turn of events but I was still feeling quite miffed.


  “Erm, Sam,” Dad said, clearing his throat. “There’s something else.” He looked even more nervous.


  “Well...you see. We’re not travelling on a regular airline this time. So...” Dad said, before turning to Mom. “Erm, well...you tell him!”


  Mom sighed deeply and rolled her eyes. She looked at me and said, “It’s not the end of the world, Sam. They just don’t serve food on our flight as they are a budget airline.”


  That was the last straw! Who do I send my feedback letter to?
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  “I still can’t believe they made us pay for our snacks on the plane!” I said, huffing indignantly.


  “Yes-you-were-clearly-the-most-inconvenienced-party-on-that-flight,” Watson said. Mom had turned him on as soon it was safe to do so, and he had not stopped grumbling since.


  “Also, I don’t recall you paying for anything, Sam,” Wendy added.


  We had arrived at Penang International Airport and were waiting for the van Dad had rented for the weekend to take us to our hotel. The airport was at the southern end of the island, and our hotel was all the way at the north end on Tanjung Tokong Beach, between Gurney Drive and the Penang Toy Museum, where Jimmy’s mom was working. George Town was nearby as well, as Wendy would not stop telling us.


  While waiting for the van, we overheard two middle-aged ladies talking about how some street art in Penang had gone missing and how they suspected it was stolen. Wendy was immediately intrigued, mainly because it was about art, and inched closer to eavesdrop. I knew better than to listen to idle gossip, of course. But I made a note to read the local papers, just in case it turned out to be true.


  Nearby, Watson practiced his flying. He was now able to fly higher than before; a good three feet off the ground. He could manoeuvre a little too, though he was no fighter pilot yet.


  “I wanna fly too!” Jimmy said. Watson extended his arms and lifted Jimmy onto his head. While still holding him so he couldn’t fall off, Watson levitated and zoomed about the waiting area, to the delight of all the waiting people. I must admit it had not occurred to me that I could ride Watson like my own personal airplane.


  The van finally arrived and we all got in. The trip to our hotel took slightly less than a half hour, but Wendy and Eliza managed to fall asleep anyway. Wendy’s hair looked like a bird’s nest when she woke up but Eliza’s remained in perfect braids. When we reached the hotel, Dad checked us into our two adjoining rooms: one for Dad, me, Jimmy, Nazhar, and Watson, and the other for Mom, Wendy, and Eliza. There were no extra charges for having Watson in the boy’s room as Dad claimed that he was luggage, which earned him a one-eyed glare from my robot.


  I looked out our window and saw a beautiful beach with lovely blue waters. Then my tummy grumbled.


  “Lunch time!” I announced.


  “Not yet, Sam,” Dad said, trying to figure out how Jimmy had gotten under the bed when there was almost no space between it and the floor. “We have to meet up with Auntie Vivian first.”


  “That’s my mom!” Jimmy shouted, wriggling out the other side.


  “Is she at the Toy Museum now?” Nazhar asked, setting his backpack down.


  “That’s where she told us to meet her,” Dad said. “Everybody put your stuff away and wash your faces so we can get going. And Jimmy, stop crawling under things.”


  “Okay!” Jimmy said, as he climbed out from under the desk and then climbed over a chair.


  We all washed up and waited for the girls in the hall. My tummy grumbled again.


  “Dad, make them hurry up! I’m hungry!”


  Just then, the door of their room opened and Eliza said, “Sam, you do not hurry people when they’re getting ready to go out. It’s rude.” Mom smiled and Wendy scowled, pulling uncomfortably at her now neatly tied ponytail.


  We got back into the van, and Dad drove a short distance from Jalan Tanjong Bungah to the Penang Toy Museum. He parked next to what looked like a moving truck, and we all got out. The entrance was made of dark wood, and had two large red signs: the first, right above the door, said WELCOME TO THE WORLD’S LARGEST TOY MUSEUM! in English and Malay, and the other was a billboard above the building itself that simply said TOY MUSEUM in much bigger letters.


  “Mr Loh, the man who owns the museum and all the toys inside, started the collection with a Popeye doll in 1973,” Nazhar said. “He now has so many toys, he cannot display them all in the museum.”


  “Wow, that’s a lot of toys,” I said. “How did you know all that stuff, Nazhar? Have you memorised the history of everything?”


  “No, I just read this pamphlet,” Nazhar said, holding up a Toy Museum pamphlet.


  “They-are-freely-available-before-you-enter,” Watson said.


  Before I could formulate a proper retort, a short, pretty lady in a light blue dress and black cardigan walked out of the front door, asking two men to go to the truck that was parked next to us. Jimmy immediately ran towards her.


  “Mom!” he shouted, jumping into her arms.


  “Jimmy! My sweet boy!”


  They hugged for a bit, then Jimmy shouted, “Meet my friends! That’s Sherlock, he’s a defective! Nazhar is really good with old stuff! Wendy has lots of crayons and markers and stuff! Eliza knows all the aminals! And Watson can fly!”
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  Smiling at all of us, she replied, “You mean he’s a detective, and Eliza knows animals, don’t you?”


  “Yeah! Detective animals!” Jimmy said.


  After Mom and Dad introduced themselves, Jimmy’s mom—Auntie Vivian—said we could get lunch as soon as she made sure the object the men carried from the truck was safely inside.


  “You can all get a sneak peek before it’s officially unveiled, if you’d like,” Auntie Vivian said.


  We followed her into the museum, which had an Egyptian theme behind the almost innumerable display cases housing more toys than I had ever seen before. We passed a few themed areas, including the Chamber of Comic Book Heroes, the Cave of Dinosaurs and the Star Wars Collection. There were toys as small as coins, to toys bigger than my parents!


  We finally ended up in the Robo Room with more vintage tin robots than I had ever seen in my life! They came in all shapes and sizes, some with rectangular heads, some with triangular heads, some with round heads, and some with no heads at all! Watson flew around the room doing little loop-de-loops.


  “This-is-my-new-favourite-place,” he said.


  The two men set the box down on a pedestal in the centre of the room and opened it. Inside was an amazing tin robot, all shiny chrome with electric blue highlights. It had a pyramidal head and deep blue eyes. Its arms ended in small fists that held ray guns. Its feet looked like tank treads, and there were little wheels underneath that let it roll across a surface.


  “You kids like it?” Auntie Vivian asked. “It took me a while to find this guy.”


  “What do you mean ‘find’?” I asked.


  “I’m an importer/exporter, which means I go around the world looking for interesting things to buy and sell,” she said. “Sometimes, people ask me to find specific things for them, and this robot was one of those things. When Mr Loh, whom I’ve worked with before, heard I had found it for another client, he asked if he could feature it in his museum for a little while. My buyer gave his permission, and here we are.”
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  “It sounds like a really great job, Auntie,” Eliza said. “I would like to jet-set all over the world one day.”


  “Yes, it can be fun, but it means I spend a lot of time away from this little guy and his four sisters,” Auntie Vivian said, ruffling Jimmy’s hair. “I know Mama Kim Lian takes very good care of them, and I’m very grateful she stayed to help me after her son left, but I miss them terribly.”


  “Your husband left?” Wendy asked. “Why?”


  “Sometimes things don’t work out like you thought they would,” Auntie Vivian said. “And I have to work very hard to make sure Jimmy and the girls have everything they need.”


  She looked down at Jimmy and smiled. “But enough about me. Who’s hungry?”


  I immediately raised my hand. The rest of the Supper Club raised their hands as well.


  “I know a fantastic place in George Town where we can get some delicious food, including pasembur. Do you guys know what that is?”


  Everyone turned to look at me. “Not yet, but I definitely want to try it!” I said.


  Auntie Vivian drove the van to George Town because she said it would be easier than trying to give Dad directions. Sure enough, the hawker centre was in an out-of-the-way place, and along with George Town’s sometimes confusing roads, Dad would have had a very hard time finding it.


  The hawker centre didn’t have a name (at least none that we could find), but was unofficially known as the Road 7 Hawker Centre. It was both a hawker centre and a wet market. We found a table big enough for all of us, and Mom, Dad and Auntie Vivian went to order the food. They bought char kway teow, chee cheong fun, mee goreng, popiah, Hokkien mee, rojak, and pasembur, which turned out to be deep-fried vegetables covered in a sweet sauce. Plus, I found out that Penang Hokkien mee was actually our Singaporean prawn noodle soup!


  Midway through the meal, a slender lady with short, dark hair and expensive-looking office clothes arrived at our table. She had a branded bag over her right shoulder, a designer watch on her right wrist, and a charm bracelet on her left wrist. The bracelet charms featured the twelve animals of the Chinese zodiac, but the snake charm was missing.


  “Hello, Vivian, sorry for troubling your lunch,” she said. “I just need your signature on this insurance form as soon as possible.”


  “Hwee Fong!” Auntie Vivian said. “You shouldn’t have troubled yourself by coming all the way here. We were going back to the museum when we were done. But now that you’re here, please join us!”


  “Thank you,” Auntie Hwee Fong said, smiling as she sat down with us.


  “She’s my accountant, and she’s in charge of making sure all the company’s paperwork is in proper order, including the insurance paperwork for that robot you just saw,” Auntie Vivian said, signing the form Auntie Hwee Fong had brought with her.


  “She’ll actually be flying to Singapore at about the same time as all of you tomorrow. But on a different airline, I think.”


  Auntie Hwee Fong nodded. “I have to make sure the company’s other paperwork is filed away properly when I get back.”


  We finished our delicious lunch, and Auntie Vivian drove back to the museum. Auntie Hwee Fong came with us as she had taken a cab to the hawker centre.


  “How much is the robot worth?” Nazhar asked. “It’s an antique, correct?”


  “Yes, it is, and that’s why it’s worth a lot,” Auntie Hwee Fong said. “Vivian took a long time to find it, and had to pay a large amount to the collector who had it. But it’ll be worth it once she sells it to her client. He’s willing to pay ten times what she paid for it.”


  “Yes,” Auntie Vivian said. “And once I complete the sale, I think I’ll take a break and spend some time at home. Would you like that, my sweet boy?”


  “Yay!” Jimmy shouted. “We can go to the zoo!”


  We got back to the museum, and noticed there were a lot of people outside, including the two men who had carried the robot into the museum.


  “Ma’am, we’re so sorry,” one of the men said as we alighted from the van.


  “What’s wrong?” Auntie Vivian asked.


  “Your robot!” he said. “It’s gone!”


  “What!?” Auntie Vivian said.


  “We don’t know what happened,” he said. “It just vanished!”


  “Oh no, oh no,” Auntie Vivian said. She immediately started digging in her handbag for her handphone.


  “Have you called the police?” Mom asked.


  “Yes, they’re already on their way, ma’am,” the other man replied.


  An antique tin robot that had vanished into thin air? It seemed our holiday would have to wait!


  Sherlock Sam and the Supper Club had a mystery to solve!
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  “Could-it-have-walked-out?” Watson asked. “Many-robots-have-independent-thought.”


  “Not this robot,” Auntie Vivian said. “It’s not like you, Watson. It’s an antique and just hollow inside.” Auntie Vivian was very worried and kept checking her handphone for messages. I deduced that she had informed her buyer that the robot was missing and was waiting for his response. I would be going crazy with worry, too.


  We were gathered outside the Penang Toy Museum next to Dad’s parked mini-van. The police had arrived and I was really irritated when they asked us to wait outside while they conducted their investigation. They wanted to question us at first, but Auntie Vivian told them we were having lunch together when the robot vanished.


  “It doesn’t even have a power source,” I added. I had asked for the product details from Auntie Vivian and read up on the antique tin robot’s description. It was extremely rare and worth a lot of money.


  “How could this happen?” Auntie Vivian said. “The security at the museum is extremely tight, isn’t it, Hwee Fong?”


  “Yes, it is,” Auntie Hwee Fong replied. “I have no idea how anyone could get past it.”


  “They even took us on a security check around the building before the robot came,” Auntie Vivian continued. “The museum has a very effective alarm system. I just don’t know how this could have happened.”


  “Maybe someone beamed it away!” Jimmy said. “Like on Star Trek!”


  Despite her worries, Auntie Vivian still smiled fondly at her son.


  “That’s not possible, Jimmy,” I said. “The energy required for that kind of matter transportation would be phenomenal, and not likely to be available to anyone not working at the CERN Large Hadron Collider. On top of that, matter transportation is only theoretical at this stage. Current scientific breakthroughs only allow for the teleportation of small amounts of information through quantum entanglement.”


  “What’s he talking about?” Auntie Vivian whispered to Wendy.


  “We never know. Just smile and nod,” Wendy replied, as she smiled and nodded.


  “I’m so sorry, Vivian,” Auntie Hwee Fong said. “Can you get another one? Is this particular robot very rare?”


  Auntie Vivian nodded.


  Just then, a female police officer stepped out from the front entrance. Auntie Vivian immediately walked towards her with Auntie Hwee Fong and my parents trailing after her.


  “Shouldn’t we follow them, Sherlock?” Nazhar asked, turning to look at me.


  “Why aren’t you yelling for permission to be allowed inside to investigate?” Eliza asked as she flicked her braids behind her shoulder.


  “I will be allowed in. I don’t need to yell,” I replied. I was confident that I would be able to convince the Penang police that I would be useful in solving this case. “But first, I want to draw up a list of suspects.”


  “Aliens!” Jimmy said.


  “We already solved that case, Jimmy,” Wendy said. “Remember the Case of the Alien Encounter?”


  “We need a list of all of Auntie Vivian’s employees,” Nazhar said. I knew I could always count on Nazhar to be the rational member of the Supper Club.


  “Wait, remember we overheard the conversation about the art thieves at the airport?” Wendy said. “Maybe it’s them!”


  “Hold on...Nazhar’s right. We need to use a systematic process of elimination and not randomly assume it’s aliens or art thieves,” I said. I decided to keep the thoughts of alien art thieves to myself.


  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the adults emerge from the building. The female police officer was taking notes in her dark blue notebook and had an intent, focused look. I decided she would be my best chance. I dug into my backpack and pulled out what I needed.


  “C’mon, let’s introduce ourselves,” I said.


  We quickly walked towards the adults and waited for them to finish up their conversation. Getting a bit impatient, I coughed. Loudly.


  “Sam, I don’t think this is the right time,” Mom said. She looked worriedly at Auntie Vivian who seemed close to tears. Jimmy started to tear up when he saw his mom’s expression.


  “I can do this, Mom,” I said. “You have to trust me!”


  Mom looked at me for a while longer before turning to Dad, who smiled slightly and nodded. Mom shrugged and nodded as well.


  “Sergeant Huda, this is my son, Sam,” Mom said, “Sherlock Sam. I think he might be able to help you.”


  The officer glanced up from her notebook in surprise.


  “Hello, Sergeant Huda, my name is Sherlock Sam and I am a consulting detective,” I said as I handed her my name card. It had my contact details where my potential clients could get in touch with me.
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  Sergeant Huda looked curiously at my name card, then peered at me. “But you’re just a little boy,” she finally said.


  “He’s Singapore’s Greatest Kid—” Jimmy started to say.


  “Not-yet-Jimmy,” Watson said.


  Jimmy crossed his arms and sulked. “Mom, Sherlock is a really great detective and you should really let him help! We’ve solved millions of cases together!”


  “Well, not millions, but I—” I said, looking at the Supper Club, “we have a good track record of solved cases. If you need references, please call Officer Siva in Singapore.”


  Auntie Vivian looked unsure.


  Dad gave Sergeant Huda the necessary contact details and she pulled out her handphone to make the call.


  “Hello? Officer Siva?” Sergeant Huda said. “Yes, I’m sorry to trouble you. Yes, that was an overseas ring tone. You see, my name is Huda and I am a police officer with the Penang police force. I have a young man in front of me who goes by the name of Sherlock Sam...”


  “If you say that Sherlock can help, Jimmy, I believe you,” Auntie Vivian finally said, hugging her son close.


  “I see. Well, that is certainly reassuring,” Sergeant Huda said into the handphone. “And you say that he’s been integral in solving these cases?” She glanced at me with her eyebrows raised.


  “If I were Officer Siva, I would pretend not to know you,” Eliza said with a wicked grin.


  Sergeant Huda ended the call. “Well, Officer Siva seems to think highly of you, Sherlock. Of all of you, actually. Though someone needs to explain what a Supper Club is,” she said. “I will need to get approval from my supervisors, but I don’t think it’ll be a problem.”


  “We’ll be around to supervise the children, if necessary,” Dad added, stepping forward. “Though my son and his friends haven’t needed our help yet.”


  Sergeant Huda nodded and walked away to make the call to her supervisor.


  “See!” I said to Eliza. “No yelling involved.”


  She smirked.


  “I-wonder-if-Officer-Siva-told-her-how-much-food-you-eat,” Watson said.


  “I’ve gotten preliminary approval,” Sergeant Huda said, walking back. “For tonight, I can allow you in the crime scene, at least.”


  Jimmy gave a loud whoop and jumped into the air, shocking Sergeant Huda and Auntie Hwee Fong. The rest of us were already used to Jimmy’s loud bursts of enthusiasm.


  “Here’s my contact information in case you need to get in touch with me,” Sergeant Huda said, handing me her name card.


  As we walked into the Penang Toy Museum, the two police officers looked at us suspiciously. I gave them my I-am-a-good-student-and-therefore-trustworthy face in return. Sergeant Huda hurried over to explain. I overheard one of the officers say, “But he’s so short and chubby!” I wasn’t the only one to overhear this as both Wendy and Eliza started to snicker. Even Nazhar had to hide his smile.


  Ignoring everyone, I said, “Spread out and look for relevant clues—”


  “Like this?” Eliza said holding up a small scrap of paper right up in front of my nose.


  “That was fast,” I said. “How do you know it’s a clue?”


  “I don’t, but it stuck to my shoe when I walked in, and as I pulled it off, I saw handwriting. Then I thought, a mysterious piece of paper with handwriting—it just so obviously has to be a clue.” Eliza’s expression remained deadpan.


  Glaring at her, I snatched the scrap of paper away. Sometimes, I thought Eliza was actually trying to help, and other times, I wasn’t so sure. Taking a closer look, I realised that she had in fact stepped on something important.


  “Looks like we found our first clue!” I said.
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  “What is it?” Nazhar asked. Everyone had gathered around me.


  “Number 55, Stone Breaking Street, George Town,” I read aloud. “It’s an address.”


  “It must be where the thief went!” Jimmy said.


  “Or somebody totally unrelated to all of this dropped it,” Eliza said. “It’s not just robot thieves that litter.”


  I glared at her again. “Yes, that’s possible, but it’s the only clue we have.”


  “Let-us-ask-a-police-officer-where-this-address-is,” Watson said.


  Wendy and Nazhar went over to a nearby police officer to ask about the address. They came back shrugging their shoulders. “He says he just transferred from Kelantan and doesn’t know the area very well yet,” Wendy said.


  “Okay, let’s just get Dad to drive us around then,” I said, not wanting to slow down our momentum.


  “Or-we-could-ask-another-police-officer,” Watson said.


  “No need,” I replied. “It’s a written address. How hard can it be?”


  I told Dad our plan, and Mom agreed to stay with Auntie Vivian.


  “Will you be going with them, Jimmy?” Auntie Vivian asked, bending down to clean some dirt off Jimmy’s face. He looked at us, then looked at his mom.


  “I have to, Mom,” Jimmy said. “They need me. They wouldn’t be able to figure anything out without me.”


  Eliza snorted, but Auntie Vivian just smiled and patted his head. “Then you go help them find that robot!” She stood and saluted. Jimmy saluted back before giving her one last hug and running over to us.


  “I’m ready!” he said, striking a kung fu pose.


  Dad opened the minivan and we all climbed in. “Where are we going?” he asked.


  “To George Town!” I said.


  Dad started up the car and got ready to pull out of the parking lot, but suddenly turned off the engine.


  “Which direction is that again?” he asked.


  “Mom!” Wendy shouted out of the open window. “We need your navigating skills!”


  She jogged over. “What’s the matter?”


  “Which way is George Town?” Dad asked.


  I’m not sure how she did it, but Mom looked as if she was both surprised, yet completely unsurprised by this situation. She pointed at the big traffic sign on the main road that said George Town was eight kilometres to the east. Dad grinned and started the car back up.


  Wendy pulled out her map of Penang, which happened to have an inset for George Town. She began looking for Stone Breaking Street.


  “Did you guys know George Town is a UNESCO Cultural Heritage Site, along with Malacca?” Nazhar asked.


  “What does that mean?” Eliza asked.


  “It means they’re recognized as being universally important cultural places because of their unique cultural histories,” Nazhar said. “For example, George Town has a mix of British, Chinese and Malay influences in its architecture and townscape that cannot be found anywhere else in East and Southeast Asia.”


  “Does Singapore have any you-nest-cocoa places?” Jimmy asked. “We have British, Chinese and Malay stuff, too, like fish and chips, yusheng and ikan bakar.”


  “You-nes-co,” Wendy corrected, “not you-nest-cocoa.”


  “While you’re right about Singapore being multicultural as well, we don’t have any heritage sites yet,” Nazhar answered. “But the Botanic Gardens has been nominated to possibly become one in the future.”


  This was all very interesting, but it was unfortunately not getting us any closer to Stone Breaking Street. “Any luck with the map, Wendy?” I asked.


  “Maybe my map doesn’t cover all of George Town, because I can’t find any mention of Stone Breaking Street,” Wendy said.


  “Perhaps it refers to a quarry?” I asked. “They break stones in a quarry.”


  “There are no quarries in George Town, though,” Wendy said.


  “I-knew-we-should-have-asked-another-police-officer,” Watson said.


  “It’s fine,” I said. “We’ll just ask the people walking around. Look, there’s one—”


  “Oooh!” Wendy shouted. “It’s some of the wire art I read about!”


  We all looked out of the window and saw five people sculpted in wire on five different pillars. There was a man holding a basket of clothes on his head, a woman in a cheongsam, a little boy, an old lady with a short pole over her shoulder, and a colonial-era British man, complete with pith helmet. The British man was saying, “Obviously, this is less than five feet...” while the explanatory note above the lady in the cheongsam said “The ‘five foot way’ of Wan Hai Hotel is said to be the narrowest in Penang.”


  We were in George Town proper now, and while everyone else was looking at the art, I was looking at the street signs. The street sign said Lorong Stewart, and Stewart Lane in smaller letters underneath. There were also some Chinese characters that I assumed was a Chinese translation.


  Further down, Wendy spotted another wire art piece with a bunch of birds flying down and the words, “Ey! At this hour still play mahjong?” Underneath that, it said “Mahjong (the game of sparrows)– A favourite pastime for the elderly.”


  “Oh, no!” Wendy said. “That one has missing pieces!” Two sparrows were missing from the art.


  “It must be those art thieves we’ve heard about,” Nazhar said. “You know, Sherlock, it’s possible that these guys did steal the robot.”


  I turned to Nazhar while Dad kept driving. “Sure, it’s possible, but it’s a very different crime,” I said. “Why would they suddenly steal a vintage toy robot after stealing nothing but wire art?”


  “Money?” Dad offered. “Auntie Vivian said it was worth a lot.”


  I had to admit that was actually quite a good reason. “Yeah, that motivates many criminals, but how would they even have known about it?” I shook my head. “No, the likeliest suspects are people who work in and around the museum, all those who would have known about the robot being displayed ahead of time. It makes the most sense.”


  “Unless-he-developed-sentience-and-walked-out-of-his-own-volition-as-I-said-earlier,” Watson said.


  “Well, we’re not going to get any closer to solving that mystery while I drive around completely clueless,” Dad said. “I think it’s time to ask some locals about this Stone Breaking Street. I haven’t seen a single sign that might point me in the right direction.”


  Dad stopped the minivan and I asked a passing pedestrian about the street.


  “Sorry,” she said. “I’ve never heard of that street. Are you sure that’s what it’s called?” I showed her the piece of paper with the address on it. She shrugged and kept walking.


  We encountered a few more people who all said the same thing: they had never heard of Stone Breaking Street.


  “Maybe it’s in code?” Nazhar asked.


  “Maybe, but I’m not convinced,” I said. “It seems too specific.” Dad had doubled back, and we were now parked on Love Lane. I looked at the street sign again. It said Lorong Cinta underneath in Malay, and had Chinese characters as well.


  “Wendy, what do those characters say?” I asked, trying to hide my smirk.


  Her head snapped up from the map. “Uh...what?”


  “The Chinese characters under Love Lane, on the sign. What do they say?” I asked again.


  “Uh...I don’t know...uh...” Wendy looked around for help and saw Nazhar shrugging his shoulders, Eliza looking at her nails, and Jimmy and Watson staring at the ceiling. Watson was trying to find what Jimmy was looking at, it seemed.


  “Uh...”


  Dad squinted and said, “I think it says se lan ru...or something. But that doesn’t mean Love Lane at all.”


  “Hi!” Jimmy shouted, startling everybody. An old lady passing by nearly dropped her grocery bag and Watson nearly fell over. “What do those Chinese characters mean?”


  “I...what?” She got a stronger grip on her groceries.


  “The characters on the street sign there,” Jimmy continued, smiling widely.


  “Oh, it means Eurasian Lane,” she said.


  “What?” Dad asked, squinting at the sign. “That doesn’t say Eurasian Lane at all. It says blue milk something.”


  The old lady chuckled. “That’s because you’re reading it in Mandarin. We mostly speak Hokkien in Penang, and those characters read as ‘sek lân ní hāng’. ‘Sek lân ní’ is a transliteration of the Malay word for Eurasian.”


  “I get it,” Nazhar said. “You mean serani.”


  “Wait, I don’t understand,” Wendy said.


  “Serani is the Malay word for Eurasian. They used Chinese characters that sounded like serani—sek lân ní’,” Nazhar explained.
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  “So the same street has different names in different languages...” I stared at the piece of paper we had found, and then back to the street sign for Love Lane, or Lorong Cinta, or Eurasian Lane.


  “How do you say ‘Stone Breaking Street’ in Hokkien?” I asked.


  “Phah chióh ke,” she said.


  “But it has another name in English or Malay, correct?” I deduced.


  “You’re right. You mean Lebuh Acheh! Ya, ya. It’s over there,” she said, pointing southeast. “Khoo Kongsi and the Lebuh Acheh Mosque are both there. Just follow the signs.”


  “Thank you very much, Auntie!” Jimmy said. The auntie waved at Jimmy and then walked away, a big smile on her face. Jimmy turned towards us with a similar smile.


  “Good job, Jimmy!” Wendy said, hugging him.


  “You got all that, Dad?” I asked.


  “Lebuh Acheh, here we come!” Dad started up the minivan again and drove in the direction the auntie had pointed. He had a few issues navigating the streets as many of them were one way, but we made it. When we saw the street sign, I had Dad translate the Chinese characters, after Wendy’s rather feeble first attempt, to make sure the auntie was correct.


  Nestled in between the mosque and the kongsi was 55 Stone Breaking Street, George Town, also known as Ben’s Vintage Toy Museum.


  I turned to Eliza, holding up the written address. “Still think this is unrelated litter?”


  She stared daggers at me while crossing her arms. “I still found it.”


  “Wow!” Jimmy said. “Another toy museum! Penang is the best place ever!”
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  “Do you think this is some kind of toy museum war?” Nazhar asked as we got out of the minivan.


  I thought about armies of PEZ dispensers, dolls, action figures and toy cars facing off against each other. “That would be kind of cool.”


  Dad stayed in the van and asked us to give a shout if we needed him inside. He probably just wanted to take a nap after all that driving.


  We stepped inside the building and immediately noticed it was much smaller than the museum Auntie Vivian was working with. There was a cramped first floor and a staircase leading up to the second floor, and that was it. However, for all its smallness, it still managed to pack a lot of toys in.


  Most of the first floor was devoted to toy robots, so I asked the Supper Club to look around for Auntie Vivian’s robot. I didn’t think we would find it out in the open, but one should never underestimate the stupidity of criminals. I had just heard about a man who tried to rob a store immediately after applying for a job there. He even left his real name and address on the form! Needless to say, he was quickly arrested.


  I divided the many glass cases filled with toy robots among the six of us, but Eliza suddenly decided she didn’t want to help.


  “If I wanted to stare at robots all day, I would have asked to room with Watson,” she said.


  “I-promise-I-do-not-snore,” Watson said. “I-may-occasionally-crackle-however.”


  “I’m going to wait outside with your dad.” Eliza walked back out of the museum.


  “Good riddance,” Wendy said.


  Nazhar turned to me and said, “Is it just me or is Eliza being extra mean today?”


  “What do you mean?” Wendy interrupted. “She’s always nasty.”


  “Her-mean-remarks-have-increased-by-eighteen-per-cent-this-trip,” Watson added.


  “Nazhar should ask her about it later,” I said. “She seems to be the nicest to him. But we should focus on the case right now. We don’t have much time.”


  We looked through all the robots. Watson had to fly up to check the cases that were too high for the rest of us. There were a lot of vintage robots from as early as the 1920s all the way until today. They even had an R.O.B., a Robotic Operating Buddy, which used to come with the original Nintendo video game consoles in 1985.
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  “There’s a lot of neat stuff here, but Mom’s robot isn’t one of them,” Jimmy said.


  “It-is-true-that-Auntie-Vivian’s-robot-is-not-among-them,” Watson said.


  “Yeah, I figured as much,” I said. “We should still try to talk to the owner, if he’s here.”


  Nazhar went up to the front desk and asked about the owner. The boy said he was in a meeting, but we could wait for him.


  We decided to go upstairs and look at the rest of the museum. There were two small rooms, each filled with bigger toys like little red wagons, rocking horses and pedal cars. There was also a glass case full of old comic books in Malay. Watson spotted a Star Trek comic and said, “Semoga-umur-panjang-dan-hidup-makmur.”


  I was shocked! Since when did Watson speak a language other than English!?


  “Ha ha! That’s good, Watson,” Nazhar said.


  “What did he say?” I asked.


  “‘Live long and prosper’,” Jimmy replied, wriggling through the legs of a rocking horse. Wendy was trying to get him out before we got in trouble. I stared at my robot. Something was going on in that metal brain of his, but I wasn’t sure what. This wasn’t the first time he’d displayed skills I hadn’t programmed into him. We walked back downstairs as I tried to remember all the times Watson had surprised me.


  As we reached the ground floor, a door opened on the far side of the room and two men stepped out. One was dressed in jeans and a singlet, with geometrically-designed tattoos going up his right arm. The other was dressed in bermudas and a short-sleeved buttoned-down shirt.


  “It’s a really nice piece,” the guy in bermudas said. “I really wish I could afford it. If you gave me a few weeks, I could get the money together.”


  “There are some international collectors interested now, so I can’t give you a few weeks,” the man in jeans said.


  “I’d hate to see the piece leave Penang,” the guy in bermudas continued. “Maybe you can check with Loh and see if he can afford it for his museum.”


  The man in jeans gave a short, derisive laugh. “Sure, I’ll check with Loh,” he said, before leaving the museum. The boy behind the counter quickly said something in Hokkien to the guy in bermudas, who came up to us.


  “How can I help you, my young friends?” he said, smiling.


  “Are you the owner?” I asked.


  “Yes, I’m Ben,” he said. “Would you like to play with some of my toys?”


  “Yes!” Jimmy shouted.


  “Wait—” but before I could continue, Ben had already gone back through the door he first emerged from. He came back carrying a white, bulky robot. It had a square base and body, and a domed head. It was carrying marbles in one cupped hand. As soon as Ben set it down on the floor, it began moving about, beeping and blorping.


  Watson extended his legs to let it pass underneath him.


  “Wow!” Ben said. “Your robot is way better than anything I have!”


  “But he’s not a toy!” Jimmy said, running after the bulky robot. “He’s Watson!”


  “Well, Watson, would you like to play Western Bar?” Ben asked, holding out a bulky handheld game. He turned to us and said, “It’s an old video game your parents probably played when they were young. It was quite popular in Singapore and Malaysia in the eighties.”


  “Wow, that’s a super long time ago,” Wendy said.


  Watson extended his arm and took the game from Ben.


  I cleared my throat. “Excuse me, Uncle Ben. I was wondering if I could ask you a few questions about a toy robot.”


  “Sure, I’d be happy to share my expertise on toy robots!” Ben said. “The first toy robot was probably—”


  “Sorry, Uncle,” Wendy said. “There’s one specific robot we wanted to ask about?”


  “Oh, sorry. Which one?”


  “It’s shiny chrome and—” I started to say.


  “I-have-beaten-your-game,” Watson said, interrupting me and handing back the game.


  “What?” Ben said. “I didn’t even know this game could be beaten. I just assumed it went on forever!”


  “It-had-ten-stages-of-three-levels-each,” Watson said. “It-was-a-simple-matter-of-timing-button-presses-correctly. The-patterns-were-easy-to-figure-out.”


  “For you, maybe,” Ben said. “I’ve been playing this game for 20 years, and I never got past the Wanted Man in Stage 4.”


  “Watson always helps me when I get stuck on video games,” Jimmy said, still running after the bulky robot. It would periodically let a marble out, and Jimmy would scoop it up and put it back into its hand.


  “If you’re done boasting, Watson,” I said, glaring at my robot. “The robot I want to ask about is shiny chrome and has electric blue highlights. The head is shaped like a pyramid, and it has ray guns in its hands. It can roll, too.”


  “What a coincidence!” Ben said. “The man I was just talking to wanted to sell me such a robot, but unfortunately the price he was asking was too high. He showed me a picture that fits your description exactly.”


  Everyone’s heads snapped to attention, even Jimmy’s.


  “The guy that just left?” I asked. “With the tattoo on his arm?”


  “That’s the one,” Ben said.


  We hurriedly thanked a surprised-looking Ben for the information and for letting us play with his toys, then rushed out of the museum.


  I opened the door to the minivan. “Dad!” I said. “Did you see the man with the tattoo?”


  “Snerk! What?” He had been snoring softly, and he woke with a start. “Do what now?”


  He tried to rub the sleep out of his eyes. “I’m sorry, son. I wasn’t as alert as I should have been.”


  “Where’s Eliza?” Nazhar asked. “Maybe she saw something.”


  I looked in the minivan and realized only Dad was inside.


  “Where is Eliza?” Wendy asked.


  “I thought she was with you,” Dad said.


  We looked up and down the street, but didn’t see her.


  “There she is!” Wendy yelled. She was pointing across the street, down Lebuh Cannon, where Eliza was talking to someone. The boy—or girl, I actually couldn’t tell—was wearing a cap that shadowed his or her face.
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  “Eliza!” Nazhar shouted. She turned towards us, her eyes wide. The other boy or girl left immediately, and Eliza was left alone in the street. She turned away from us and smoothed down her pants before walking back to the minivan.


  “Who was that?” Jimmy asked.


  “Uh...just somebody looking for directions.”


  “But you’re not a local,” Nazhar said.


  “That’s what I said!” Eliza snapped.


  Nazhar immediately turned to look at me. My theory of Eliza being nicer to Nazhar was proven false.


  “It doesn’t matter,” I said. “We need to find where that man went!”


  “What man?” Eliza said.


  “He-was-wearing-jeans-and-a-singlet,” Watson said. “He-had-geometric-tattoos-on-his-right-arm.”


  “Oh, that guy,” Eliza said. “Yeah, I saw him when I was talking to...when that kid was asking for directions.”


  “Where did he go?” I asked.


  “He went past me on that street and then turned right,” Eliza said. “Why does it matter?”


  “He was trying to sell the robot to Ben!” Jimmy said.


  Dad immediately started the minivan. “Jump in, kids! If this man really has the robot, we’re not going to lose him!”


  We all got in, and closed the door. Dad drove up Lebuh Cannon, then turned right onto Lebuh Armenian. He slowed down while we quickly scanned the sidewalks for the man.


  “There he is!” Jimmy shouted.


  We looked at where Jimmy was pointing, far up the road. I saw the tattooed man walking slowly, but determinedly on our left.


  Could he have stolen Auntie Vivian’s robot? There was only one way to find out.


  “Dad, follow that man!”
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  “Are-we-going-in-the-right-direction?” Watson asked.


  We trailed the tattooed man walking east on Lebuh Armenian. Nazhar, using a scholarly voice, informed us that an Armenian church used to be located nearby. The man then turned left on Lebuh Pantai, or Beach Street. Again sounding like a history professor, Nazhar told us that there used to be a beach there before they reclaimed the land.


  “That’s the same for Beach Road in Singapore, right?” Dad asked, turning his head to look at Nazhar.


  “Please-do-not-take-your-eyes-off-the-road,” Watson said. “You-might-run-over-the-suspect.” Dad smiled sheepishly and concentrated on his driving.


  “Yes,” replied Nazhar. “My dad said that Beach Road used to be right on the shoreline until the land was reclaimed.”


  “This is all very interesting,” I interrupted. “But do you think we can focus on chasing the bad guy for now? He’s getting into a car!”


  Another man was waiting in the car, and he immediately drove the tattooed man northwards. Dad followed them as best he could, but almost lost them a few times, especially after they got off the main road. We were going too quickly for me to look at the signs, but we passed a few large warehouses, the Little India district (which reminded me of Little India back home), some wholesale shops and then more warehouses.


  The car finally stopped near what looked like a pasar malam, where the tattooed man got out. The car drove off, and Dad parked the minivan so we could follow the man on foot.


  “Okay, we’re trailing a suspect on foot, guys,” I said, “so we have to be very inconspicuous.”


  “Huh? Like a policeman’s nose?” Jimmy asked, looking puzzled.


  “What?” I said, even more puzzled.


  “In cop’s mucus?” he repeated.


  Wendy smiled. “No, Jimmy. Inconspicuous. It means we have to make sure we’re not noticed.”


  “Yeah, we’re just five kids, an adult and a robot,” Eliza said, rolling her eyes. “There’s no reason anyone would even think to notice us.”


  I would have glared at her again, but I was busy tracking the tattooed man. He was going in a relatively straight line, but the pasar malam was very crowded. If we didn’t move faster, we would lose him.
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  “Son, are you sure this is safe?” Dad asked.


  “Of course,” I said. “We just need to keep our distance. And stay inconspicuous.”


  “I-can-help,” Watson said, shimmering and turning invisible. A few shoppers stared at us in surprise. Jimmy giggled.


  “Yup, that totally helped,” Eliza said.


  I walked further into the pasar malam as the others followed. I tried my best to keep the tattooed man in view, but I kept getting distracted by the food stalls. There were some selling Ramly burgers, putu piring, chendol and goreng pisang. We even saw a stall where a man was making tau sar pneah!


  “Dad! Can I get one?” I asked. “Penang tau sar pneah is supposed to be legendary!”


  “Aren’t we in the middle of a chase scene?” Nazhar asked.


  I looked out at the throng of people and saw the tattooed man looking at phone cases, “There is always time for tau sar pneah, Nazhar.”


  “How do you ever solve anything?” Eliza asked.


  Dad chuckled and bought six tau sar pneah, one for each of us. I stared at mine lovingly, until Wendy said, “He just turned off the main road!”


  I quickly stuffed the whole tau sar pneah in my mouth and ran towards the phone case stall. This was a mistake for two reasons: one, I wasn’t a very good runner, and I almost fell down twice; and two, my tau sar pneah was bigger than my mouth. The second one was a common problem of mine, actually.


  I tried to ask Dad and the Supper Club which direction the man had turned, but my tau sar pneah made sure my tongue was stuck at the bottom of my mouth and my cheeks were stuffed. I could barely move my lips.


  Wendy laughed. “Dad, Cher Lock looks like a tau sar pneah!”


  I could not defend myself. I chewed furiously until I could swallow safely without choking, and I finally asked, “Did anyone see which direction the man turned?”


  “He made a left somewhere up ahead,” Wendy said. “But I’m not sure how far up ahead.”


  We walked slowly, looking at every alley and passageway on our left, but didn’t see him again. We made it all the way until the pasar malam ended at a major road.


  “I think we lost him, Sam,” Dad said.


  Foiled by my unquenchable desire for delicious food!


  “I’m sorry, guys,” I said. “This was totally my fault. I shouldn’t have stopped for tau sar pneah, as delicious as it was.”


  “Oh, well,” Eliza said. “We tried to find that dumb robot, but now we can get back to our holiday. The beach looked really nice from our room.”


  “We can’t just give up!” Jimmy shouted. “It’s my mom’s robot!”


  “We’re not going to give up, Jimmy,” Wendy said, giving Eliza a dirty look. “We’ll just have to think of something else.”


  “Maybe we could go back to Uncle Ben and ask him if he knows the guy?” Nazhar said. “Maybe this isn’t the first time he’s tried to sell something?”


  “Good thinking, Nazhar,” I said. I put my arm around Jimmy. “I’m really sorry, Jimmy, but we’re definitely not going to give up. And I promise not to let my stomach get in the way anymore.”


  “Unless it’s a very narrow passageway, in which case no choice,” Wendy said, laughing.


  I ignored her and we started walking back to the minivan.


  “Where-are-you-going?” a disembodied voice asked. We all gasped and looked around.


  “Watson, is that you?” Dad asked.


  “Sorry. I-am-still-camouflaged.” Watson shimmered back into view, in an alleyway off to our right. “The-man-you-were-following-went-this-way,” Watson said, pointing into the alley behind him.


  “You were following him this whole time?” I asked.


  “Yes. I-correctly-assumed-your-gastro-intestinal-proclivities-would-hamper-your-trailing-skills,” he replied.


  “I’m not even going to try to pronounce those words,” Jimmy said.


  “He said he knew Sherlock’s love of food would distract him from following the tattooed man,” Eliza said.


  “Do you know where he is?” I asked, ignoring everything else.


  “Yes-but-not-for-much-longer,” Watson said. “If-we-are-done-wasting-time-perhaps-we-could-catch-up.”


  “You’re the one making jokes at my expense,” I said.


  “That-tau-sar-pneah-had-red-bean-paste-inside-correct?” Watson asked.


  “Are you seriously about to make a fart joke?”


  “Not-any-more,” he said. “You-have-ruined-my-punch-line.”


  “You are the worst robot ever,” I said.


  We followed Watson down the alley. It was surrounded on both sides by small warehouses with high walls and no windows. I looked behind me to make sure everyone was following. Watson made a left, and then a right and then another right.


  And then maybe another left.


  I had actually lost count as to how many turns we had made, but we probably weren’t lost. Probably.


  “I think I should call Sergeant Huda,” Dad said. “Do you still have her card, Sam?”


  I handed Dad her card and he dialed her number.


  “Hello, Sergeant Huda?” Dad asked. “This is Sherlock’s dad. Yes, the boy detective from Singapore. We’re currently following a man who tried to sell the stolen robot to another toy museum in George Town.”


  Dad listened intently for a few seconds while we continued to follow Watson.


  “Well, no. I didn’t witness anything myself. I was in the minivan...Uh, I was...guarding it? Maybe you should talk to Sherlock.”


  Dad handed me the phone.


  “Hello, Sergeant Huda,” I said. “We are in pursuit of a suspect who tried to sell the robot to Uncle Ben at Ben’s Vintage Toy Museum.”


  “Did you witness this attempted sale?” Sergeant Huda asked.


  “No, ma’am, but Uncle Ben relayed the information to us when we asked him if he’d seen the robot. He’s your primary witness.”


  “Where are you right now?”


  “That.... That is a very good question.” Okay, maybe we were a little lost. “I haven’t seen a street sign in some time. We’re in a warehouse district of some kind near a pasar malam.”


  “There are pasar malams all over George Town, Sherlock,” Sergeant Huda said. “Are there any other details, perhaps a bit more concrete?”


  “We are somewhere west of Lebuh Pantai and north of Little India,” I said. “Does that help?


  “It does. Let me speak to your father again.” I handed the phone back to Dad. Watson had made a few more turns, and at this point we were completely lost. All the warehouse walls looked very similar to me, and I was afraid the tattooed man knew we were following him and was luring us into a trap.


  “Yes, I understand,” Dad said. “You can be sure the children’s safety is my foremost concern.” He hung up and addressed us. “Okay guys, Sergeant Huda says we can follow the man as long as we don’t go into any private property. And if I feel this is getting too dangerous, we’re leaving immediately and going somewhere with a lot of people.”


  We all nodded.


  “Everybody-should-be-very-quiet-now,” Watson whispered. He stopped as the alley widened into a small courtyard. Beyond the courtyard was the entrance to a small warehouse. There were two men standing around talking—along with the tattooed man!
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  “Oh my gosh!” Wendy said, trying hard not to raise her voice. “Look!”


  I looked where she was pointing and saw what looked like bent and curved steel wire lying on the ground.


  “It’s wire,” Nazhar said. “Why’s that important?”


  “Because it’s not just any wire,” Wendy said. “It’s the stolen wire art!”


  We had stumbled onto the secret lair of the wire art thieves!
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  “Watson, you know what to do!” I said, pointing at the secret lair.


  The group of three men had walked into the warehouse and shut the door. I could see that the warehouse windows were protected by sturdy iron grilles but you could still look inside if you got up close enough.


  “I-am-to-record-their-evil-deeds-from-a-safe-distance-away. Like-from-behind-that-potted-plant-over-there,” Watson replied, pointing to a large plant in a cracked pot at the corner of the courtyard.


  I glared at my robot.


  “No, you are to use your camouflage powers and make yourself invisible and record their evil deeds from inside the lair!” I said.


  “My-idea-was-better,” Watson said, but he shimmered and vanished right before our eyes. A disembodied voice said, “I-would-like-my-displeasure-to-go-on-record.”


  As soon as I was sure that Watson had embarked on his mission and wasn’t just standing around next to us (which involved madly waving my hands about), I turned to my dad. “Dad, we need more evidence.”


  “Isn’t that what you sent Watson in there for?” he replied.


  “Yes, but it never hurts to have more proof, Dad! Besides, what if Watson is discovered?” I said, though I trusted my robot’s sense of self-preservation enough to know that he would not take any unnecessary risks.


  “Oh no! Will they kidnap Watson just like the antique tin robot?” Jimmy said, clutching his face in horror. “We can’t let that happen! Let’s rush in and save him now!”


  Nazhar and Wendy both caught Jimmy’s skinny arms before he ran towards the door and into certain danger.


  “My neighbour has a Jack Russell that behaves exactly like you do, Jimmy,” Eliza said, crossing her arms.


  “Don’t go anywhere, Jimmy,” Dad said. “Your mom would be really unhappy with me if anything happened to you!”


  “Okay, I was just trying to help,” Jimmy said, his shoulders sagging.


  “You’re awesome, Jimmy,” I said. “But this time, we’re up against what looks like professional art thieves. We can’t be too careful. Your mom is going to be so proud of you once we solve this case for her.”


  Jimmy beamed at the thought of helping his mom out.


  “Okay, Dad. We need to use the camera on your smartphone to take photos from the window,” I said. “Particularly of the wire art.”


  Wendy nodded. I could tell from her expression that she was outraged that people would consider stealing art.


  “That’s easily done,” Dad said, fiddling with his handphone. “I even have a new program that allows me to insert emoticons into my photographs.”


  “I don’t think we’ll need that function today, Dad,” Wendy said with an expression that looked remarkably like Mom’s.


  We sneaked up to one of the iron-grille windows of the warehouse and ducked down right beneath it. While still squatting under the window, Dad extended his hand up and used his handphone to take a few photographs of the inside of the warehouse. The rest of us kept watch on the door, ready to make a getaway if the door opened even slightly. As Dad couldn’t see what he was taking, it took him awhile to get the shots that we needed. Finally, we managed to get four good shots of the men and the wire art before creeping back to safety outside the courtyard.
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  “See, with this application, I can lighten the photographs so that we can see what’s inside even without using the flash function,” Dad said, sounding very pleased with himself as we crouched under the window. “And this is what it would look like in sepia.”


  “Focus, Dad!” I said.


  “The photograph is in focus, the app does that automatically,” Dad replied before he realised what I had meant. Then he smiled sheepishly. Dad was a tech-geek and could get all caught up in his toys and gadgets.


  “You should probably send these over to Sergeant Huda so that she has proof to present to her superiors,” I said. I was worried that the art thieves would emerge from the warehouse and find us lurking outside!


  “Good idea, Sam,” Dad said. “But oh dear, the roaming charges are going to be expensive.”


  “You can charge it to the case,” I said, impatiently.


  “That means it’s going to come out of your weekly allowance, Sam,” Wendy said, snickering. “That would probably mean one less chicken wing for recess.”


  “Actually, now that I think about it, perhaps we could take this as your personal contribution to a good cause, Dad,” I quickly added.


  “Okay, sent!” Dad said.


  “So, now we wait, right?” Nazhar asked.


  I nodded. However, we didn’t have to wait for very long as Dad’s handphone vibrated with a response from Sergeant Huda.


  “She says we are to stay put and out of sight, and that she’s gathering a team to come with her,” Dad read. “Also, she says I should have just called her because sending photographs while roaming is very expensive.”


  “She didn’t really say that, Dad,” Wendy said, peering at Dad’s handphone.


  “She should have. It is sage advice.”


  We waited for what seemed like an eternity, but in reality was only about ten minutes. Two police cars and one van rolled up to the front of the courtyard quietly. They didn’t want the art thieves to know that they were about to be invaded by the authorities.


  Sergeant Huda walked up and told us to stay with the police vehicles while she and her team did their work.


  “But Watson’s still in there,” Jimmy said. Sergeant Huda looked startled at that news.


  “It’s okay,” I said. “He’s invisible and he knows not to take any risks.”


  “An invisible robot, eh? Maybe you can loan Watson to our police force one day,” Sergeant Huda said, smiling. “But for now, all of you had better move back.”


  The police crept up to the doorway, then banged on the warehouse door a few times. Sergeant Huda shouted, “Open up, it’s the police!” We heard people yelling and things being knocked over from inside the building. Sergeant Huda and her team broke through the locked door and entered the premises. There was more yelling and crashing sounds. Jimmy looked terrified and clung on to Nazhar who did his big brother thing.
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  “Your mom is probably going to yell at me for letting you kids anywhere near this,” Dad said to me. “But I know she’ll be super proud of you too.”


  We waited for about a half hour near the police cars and soon enough, the police had captured the three men in the building, including the man with the geometric tattoos. They were all in handcuffs with their arms behind their backs.


  “I need to tell Sergeant Huda about the man with the tattoos, Dad,” I said.


  “Wow, his tattoos are really intricate,” Wendy said. “His tattoo artist must be really skilled. I wonder how long it took to get them done.”


  Dad narrowed his eyes and frowned at Wendy, who grinned at him.


  Sergeant Huda walked up to us and said, “I thought you’d like to know that we think we’ve recovered most of the stolen wire art. Unfortunately, we didn’t retrieve the antique toy robot. But things are still a mess now and it might turn up in one of the boxes.”


  “Sergeant Huda, you need to talk to the man with the tattoos,” I said. “He was trying to sell Auntie Vivian’s vintage tin robot to the owner of Ben’s Vintage Toy Museum.”


  “Thanks for the tip, Sherlock,” she said. “I’ll definitely keep that in mind during the interrogation.”


  Sergeant Huda told Dad that she would be in touch with us once all the suspects had been questioned. Then she headed back to her team. The art thieves were put into police vehicles before being taken to police headquarters.


  “What’s an interro—interra—” Jimmy started to ask.


  “An interrogation is when the police question suspects to find out more details of their crimes, Jimmy,” Nazhar said. “Sometimes they even get them to confess to their wrong-doings.”


  “So Sergeant Huda is going to get them to confess to stealing my mom’s robot?” Jimmy asked.


  “We hope so, Jimmy,” I said.


  “Well, now that that’s done, we should probably head back to the hotel,” Dad said. “I have five messages from your mom asking me what’s happening.”


  “It’s also probably time for an afternoon snack,” I said in all seriousness. Detecting was difficult work and a mind is only at its best when the stomach is well fed.


  We walked back to where Dad had parked.


  “Wait! What about Watson?” Jimmy said suddenly as we reached the van.


  I immediately started to dash back to the crime scene—I couldn’t believe I had forgotten about my robot! However, before I got very far I heard a voice behind me say, “What-took-you-so-long? I-have-been-waiting-for-twenty-minutes.”


  “Watson!” I yelled, rushing back to the van. “When did you sneak back into the van? Also, why did you scare us like that?”


  “I-was-bored-and-decided-to-take-a-break-and-rest-my-weary-legs,” Watson said.


  I really needed to talk to my robot about his sense of humour.


  “I-also-believe-I-have-recorded-something-important-and-I-did-not-want-to-continue-to-put-myself-in-harm’s-way.”


  What could be more important than capturing the art thieves?
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  “I don’t understand,” Eliza said. “The police already have the thieves in custody, what else are we looking for?”


  “If Watson thinks it’s important, it’s likely to be important,” I replied, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I ignored Wendy’s grossed-out look as Dad handed me a tissue. “Also, we haven’t actually found the vanished robot yet.”


  We were all gathered in our hotel room, snacking on the goreng pisang that Dad had bought from one of the street stalls on the way back to the hotel.


  “Shouldn’t we get Watson to play the recording instead of snacking?” Wendy asked.


  Eliza smirked and even Nazhar couldn’t hold back his smile. Jimmy continued to jump on the bed in his socks.


  “A full stomach is essential to clear thinking,” I replied, wiping the last bit of grease from my chin. “Watson, please proceed with the recording.”


  “I-only-managed-to-get-a-voice-recording-as-I-was-invisible,” Watson said. A whirring sound emerged from his torso and then we heard two male voices speaking:


  [image: Image] “WE FOUND A BUYER.”


  “MEET AT?”


  “ET TIAM PNUA.”


  “AIRPORT, ISSIT?”


  “YAH, HEH PENG.”


  “BETTER TELL HER WE FOUND A BUYER. QUICK, QUICK. IT’S TOMORROW, RIGHT?”


  “TOLD HER ALREADY.”
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  It ended there. “That-is-the-important-part,” Watson said. “The-rest-of-the-time-they-talked-about-where-to-find-the-best-kopi-susu.”


  “What’s an et tiam pnua?” Nazhar asked, badly mangling the pronunciation.


  “What’s a heh peng?” Eliza asked as well. Her pronunciation was a little bit better.


  “Dad, do you know what those words mean?” I asked.


  He shrugged and said, “It’s probably Hokkien, which I don’t really know as we found out earlier. I only studied Mandarin in school like you kids.”
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  “Maybe we can search for the meaning of the words on the Internet,” I said.


  “How do you spell pnua? Does it have an ‘h’ or a ‘w’?” Wendy asked. I didn’t know the answer to that unfortunately. Chinese can be tricky. The way a word sounds can be very different from the way it is spelled alphabetically.


  “Hmm, let’s see what we can understand then,” I said. “They mentioned an airport. Maybe she’s meeting a buyer at the Penang Airport.”


  “How do you know for sure it’s a she, Sherlock?” Wendy asked.
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  “You need to listen more closely, Wendy,” I said. “The man on the recording clearly says ‘better tell her quick’.”


  “Oh yah,” Wendy said.


  “And we know that it’s tomorrow,” Eliza added. I nodded.


  “Isn’t that enough?” Wendy asked.


  “We still don’t know what time they will be meeting, or where,” I said. “Perhaps et tiam pnua is the name of a place at the Penang airport? It’s said in response to the question ‘meet at?’ So that would make sense.”


  “The best way to figure this out would be to let Sergeant Huda and her team listen to the recording,” Dad said. “There has to be someone in the police force who can understand Hokkien.”


  Just then, the connecting door opened and Mom stood in the doorway. Dad waved happily, with one hand still holding onto his half-eaten goreng pisang.


  “Did you let the kids eat goreng pisang just before dinner?” Mom asked Dad, looking disapprovingly at the empty greasy brown paper bags littering the bedroom tables.


  He grinned and shrugged. Mom shook her head and pursed her lips.


  “We have another break in the case, Mom!” I said. “Watson, play the recording again, just so that we don’t miss anything important.”


  Watson played it again while Mom listened intently. “So they’re supposed to meet in the afternoon?” Mom asked. “That’s right after our flight at 11.50am tomorrow.”


  “How did you know that?” I asked.


  “It says so on the recording,” Mom replied. “They say ‘et tiam pnua’.” Mom’s pronunciation was pitch perfect.


  “That means afternoon?” Nazhar asked.


  “Well, it means 1.30pm to be exact,” Mom replied.


  “What about heng peng?” Eliza said, continuing to mispronounce the words.


  “You mean ‘heh peng’, and I believe it means ‘there’,” Mom said. “My Hokkien is rather rusty. What does that mean to this case?”


  “Over at the Penang Airport one presumes,” I said. “Thanks, Mom! You might have helped us catch the buyer! How come you could understand what they were saying?”


  “I’m Peranakan-Hokkien, Sam,” Mom replied. “I grew up listening to your grandparents speak Hokkien. But nowadays, most children use English or Mandarin and not that many understand dialect. And unfortunately, my Hokkien isn’t that great any more.”


  “I-think-it-would-be-interesting-to-learn-Hokkien,” Watson said.


  “Me too!” Jimmy said.


  “Ugh, more Chinese,” Wendy said.


  “Maybe you should practice your Mandarin first,” Mom said, but she was smiling. Wendy wrinkled her nose. Chinese was her weakest subject in school.


  “Okay, so this is what we know,” I said. “We know that the thieves have arranged to meet the buyer at the Penang Airport at 1.30pm tomorrow. What we don’t know is if they were intending to sell just the wire art or if they also intended to sell the antique tin robot.”


  “Wait, how do we know that they are the same thieves who stole the robot?” Eliza asked.


  “Did you forget?” I said. “Uncle Ben said that the tattooed man tried to sell him the robot.”


  “Eliza wasn’t there, Sherlock, remember?” Nazhar said, giving Eliza a sidelong glance.


  “Yeah, she got bored and left,” Wendy said, making a face. Eliza frowned and looked down at her feet.


  “Well, anyway,” I continued. “I think this is definitely important enough to give Sergeant Huda a call, right, Dad?”


  Dad nodded and made the call. Once he put down the phone he turned to us and said, “Sergeant Huda says that she’ll meet us at the airport tomorrow to say goodbye.”


  “But what about the case?” I asked.


  “She says that she’ll have her team patrol the airport from early morning until the evening,” Dad said.


  “I think you’ve done enough here, Sam,” Mom said. “Maybe we can do something fun tonight? We are on a holiday after all.”


  Everyone nodded and Jimmy cheered though he still looked a little worried.


  “Jimmy, your mom said she would meet us for dinner, okay?” Mom said. “She just needs to settle some accounting and insurance paperwork before her accountant leaves for Singapore tomorrow.” That seemed to cheer Jimmy up a bit more and he grinned his silly Jimmy-grin.


  I didn’t like leaving a case unresolved. I really wanted to find Jimmy’s mom’s stolen tin robot before we left Penang.


  “I wish my mom’s robot would turn up soon though,” Jimmy said. “I know she’s super worried.”


  “Don’t worry, Jimmy,” Nazhar said. “It’s just a matter of time before the police find it hidden with the rest of the stuff they found in the warehouse.”


  I hoped that would be the case, but I really wanted to be the one to do it. And why did I still feel like I had missed something important?
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  “Perhaps-Sherlock-can-travel-in-the-overhead-luggage-compartment-this-time,” Watson said.


  “I doubt he would be able to fit,” Wendy said, snickering. “Or that the compartment would be able to take his weight.”


  I glared at both my robot and sister and wisely refrained from commenting. Those overhead compartments did look really small and I wouldn’t put it past Wendy to dare me to try to fit myself in.


  We were at the Penang airport and had already checked in. Sergeant Huda had met us at the departure gate and was giving us an update on their progress in the airport.


  “Unfortunately, none of the thieves would reveal who their buyer was,” she said. “All we know is what you managed to get from the recording--that a woman is making the sale.”


  “Then how will you be able to apprehend the suspect at the airport?” I asked.


  “Chances are that we won’t be able to, Sherlock,” Sergeant Huda said. “At least not until we obtain more detailed information from the thieves. They are being interrogated as we speak. We did manage to get one to reveal that this mysterious woman was the mastermind behind the robot theft though.”


  “Can’t you just arrest the suspicious-looking people?” Jimmy asked, holding on to Auntie Vivian’s hand. His mom had come to see him off and she had lines under her eyes from what looked to be a sleepless night.


  “I don’t think the police can do that, my sweet boy,” Auntie Vivian said. “But you don’t worry about it anymore. The police will help Mommy find the robot. You go back to Singapore and help me look after Mama and your sisters, okay?”


  Jimmy nodded and hugged his mom fiercely. It wasn’t hard to see that it was really tough for him to be apart from her for such long periods. Even Eliza seemed a little sad as she looked at them.


  “And there’s still no sign of the vanished robot?” I asked. There was little I could do to change Jimmy’s home situation, but I was hoping that we could at least help his mom get her robot back!


  “No, unfortunately not,” Sergeant Huda replied. “However, we found out from the art thieves that they have more than one warehouse so we fully expect to recover the antique tin robot soon.”


  “Please do let me know once you find it,” I said. “You have my name card.”


  “Of course,” she said with a smile. “You’ll be the first person to know after Vivian.”


  “I wanted to thank you all for your help, Sherlock,” Auntie Vivian said to me and smiled at the rest of the Supper Club. “From what Sergeant Huda has told me, all of you were integral in helping the Penang police capture the art thieves.”


  “We just wanted to do as much as we could,” I said. I wished we had more days in Penang so that I could find the vanished antique tin robot. Plus, I was very troubled by the fact that the mysterious buyer might get away scot free. Any case that was not fully resolved would have to go under my “Unsolved Cases” files and at the moment that file was empty, but maybe not for much longer.


  “Sorry, everyone,” Dad said. “But I think we have to board the plane very soon. We should probably go through customs now.”


  Jimmy hugged his mom tightly again. She bent down and wiped away his tears before wiping away her own.


  “I’ll see you next month when I’m back in Singapore, okay?” she said to her son. “We will go to the zoo!”


  Jimmy sniffed and nodded. Wendy gave him a tissue to blow his nose and Nazhar put his arm around Jimmy’s shoulders as we walked into the departure hall.


  It wasn’t long before we were all on the plane and in the air. Watson was safely stowed in the overhead luggage compartment, but not before giving us all a long lecture on the legal rights of sentient beings.


  Most of the journey back was spent in silence. Nazhar took a nap. Wendy drew in her sketch book. Dad, Mom and Eliza buried their noses in books and Jimmy stared morosely out the window. Before we knew it we were back in Singapore and walking to the customs area. It was about 1.10pm and I was famished.


  “I can’t believe they still don’t serve snacks on this flight,” I complained. “I already sent them a feedback letter. How long does it take to change their company policy?”


  “Did you send a feedback letter about Watson’s predicament too?” Nazhar asked.


  Oops.


  “Clearly-I-need-to-send-in-my-own-feedback-letter,” Watson said.


  “I really wish we could have found your mom’s antique tin robot, Jimmy,” I said, quickly changing the subject.


  “Smooth, Sherlock,” Eliza said, smirking. “Very smooth.”


  I ignored them but not before I saw Mom and Dad try to hide their smiles.


  “It’s a really good thing you can understand Hokkien, Mom,” I said. “Maybe you should give Dad Hokkien tuition!”


  “I think your Dad needs to improve his Mandarin before he tries to learn Hokkien,” Mom said, pinching Dad on the arm teasingly.


  “Nazhar! Say that funny Hokkien phrase again,” Jimmy suddenly burst in. It looked like he was trying to cheer himself up.


  “What? You mean et tiam pnua?” Nazhar said, once again horribly mangling the pronunciation and causing Jimmy to giggle. Nazhar grinned in return.


  “What was the other word?” Wendy asked. “Heh piah?”


  “Heh peng,” Mom replied. “That’s actually still bothering me.”


  “What do you mean, Mom?” I asked.


  “Now that I think about it, in the context of the recording, it could be ‘there, at the airport’ or ‘at the airport over there’,” Mom replied.


  I frowned. This seemed like it could be important, but I wasn’t sure how.


  “Do you think Sergeant Huda has already captured the buyer at the Penang Airport?” Nazhar said.


  “Let me check my handphone,” Dad said, taking out his phone and turning it on. After a short while, it beeped. “I have a voice mail,” Dad said.


  “What does it say, Dad?” Wendy asked.


  “It’s from Sergeant Huda’s number,” Dad said. “Let me put it on speakerphone.”


  “Hello, Mr Tan. I assume you’re still on your flight home, but I just wanted to give the Supper Club a quick update. We haven’t found anybody who looks like they’re going to buy or sell an antique robot at the airport, but my forensics team finished cataloguing the various items at the hideout. These items include the museum layout with updated security plans, a lot of the stolen wire art, many bootlegged DVDs, a television and VCR, a charm of some kind, branded handbags that are likely knockoffs and a food cart, which was apparently used to sell tau sar pneah. But no antique robot.”


  “Oh no! Do you think we bought the tau sar pneah from them?” Dad asked. “Are we accomplices now?”
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  We all ignored him. Except Mom, who patted him on the shoulder.


  “The museum plans were either stolen or given to them by this mysterious seller, who likely has the robot with her if she’s trying to sell it quickly. We’ll likely find that on top of stealing the wire art, this syndicate was also selling bootlegged DVDs and knockoff branded bags. I will call you again if there is any other information. We’ll be sending the plans for fingerprint analysis. We might get lucky.”


  “Maybe they should look for a woman who looks like she would be mean to robots,” Jimmy said.


  And then everything clicked into place.


  “That’s it!” I yelled. “I know who it is! Mom, call Officer Siva immediately and have him meet us at the arrival hall!”


  “What, son?” Dad said. “Call Officer Siva?” Mom looked just as perplexed as Dad (and that didn’t happen very often). However, she quickly whipped out her handphone.


  “Dad, I need you to call Sergeant Huda and ask her a very important question. We’re going to catch the mastermind in the act!”
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  After clearing immigration and customs, I quickly rushed to the big screen that showed all the arrivals. Her plane had arrived five minutes before ours, but it was still slightly before 1.30pm, so she should still be here if she was going to make the sale.


  “Mom, take Wendy and Eliza and check the southern end of the hall!” I said. “Dad, you, Jimmy and Nazhar keep looking here. Watson and I will head to the north end of the hall.”


  “If you see her, call us immediately,” Mom said, handing me her handphone. “Use it to call your father and Eliza’s phone.”


  I took her phone and rushed off with Watson.


  “You-should-install-wheels-so-I-can-be-faster,” Watson said, loping beside me.


  “You already run faster than me,” I said, panting.


  “That-is-not-a-very-big-achievement.”


  When we reached our end of the arrival hall, Watson and I looked at every person walking by. Any one of these people could be the buyer, but I knew exactly who the seller was.


  We kept our three eyes peeled for our quarry, and spotted Auntie Hwee Fong heading towards the restroom. She was carrying her branded bag and rolling a blue suitcase behind her. We followed her as discreetly as a robot and a boy detective could. She walked past the restroom and went around a corner. We saw her waiting around the corner, in a quiet area of the airport, looking around furtively.


  I didn’t want to spook her, so I quickly called Dad and Eliza, and told them where I was. As soon as I hung up with Eliza, a bald and portly Caucasian man walked towards Auntie Hwee Fong. He was wearing what looked like a butler’s uniform, and had a thin moustache.
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  “Hello, you must be Hwee Fong,” the man said in a British accent. “Do you have it?”


  Auntie Hwee Fong quickly glanced around.


  “I do,” she said.


  The man handed over a briefcase, and Auntie Hwee Fong put her luggage down to count the money in the briefcase. It looked like a lot! I looked around for the rest of the Supper Club and my parents, but I didn’t see anybody. I had to stall them or they might get away!


  “Watson, get ready,” I said.


  “For-what?”


  “Action!”


  “I-would-really-rather-not.”


  I grabbed his arm and we rounded the corner together! Well, I went first as I sort of had to drag Watson behind me. “Auntie Hwee Fong! How could you!?” I shouted.


  The man was startled. “What is the meaning of this?” he asked. “Who are you?”


  “But how—?” Auntie Hwee Fong started.


  “Look here, young man!” the man said, walking towards us. “It is the height of rudeness to come upon a private conversation and start yelling at people!”


  He continued walking towards us, so I jumped on Watson’s back. He pitched forward, and had to extend his arms towards the floor to break his fall.


  “What-are-you-doing?” Watson asked.


  “Fly, Watson, fly!” I shouted.


  “I-do-not-think-I-can-support—”


  “Why do you always argue? Just do it!”


  I heard a popping sound coming from Watson, and then he flew into the air...


  ...a measly six inches off the ground. He slowly moved away from the man, who stopped in mid-stride and looked at us strangely. He looked back at Auntie Hwee Fong who, having forgotten how much trouble she was in for the moment, merely shrugged her shoulders.
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  “What are you doing?” I asked. “We need to fly away!”


  “I-cannot-fly-any-higher,” Watson said.


  “What are you talking about? I saw you fly much higher than this multiple times!”


  “Yes-but-I-did-not-have-to-carry-this-much-weight-before.”


  “One day I will delete your smart-aleck subroutine.”


  “If you are quite done, young man,” the man said.


  “That’s up to you, I guess,” I said. “Am I—gulp—done?”


  “Do not worry, dear boy, I am not going to hurt you,” he said. “But you do need to apologise for your rudeness and be on your way so we can finish our discussion.”


  Auntie Hwee Fong must have suddenly remembered that she had broken the law because she picked up all her bags, and ran in the opposite direction!


  “Watson, fly us after her!”


  “We-have-been-over-this.”


  “Sherlock!” somebody shouted from behind. I turned and saw Officer Siva and two airport security guards!


  “After her!” I shouted. “She’s the mastermind!”


  Officer Siva sprinted after Auntie Hwee Fong while the guards stayed with the man. I realised I had never actually seen him move very much before. He mostly walked, drank kopi and arrested people, but now he was running faster than anyone I had ever seen. His incredible speed along with the fact that Auntie Hwee Fong was laden with her various bags meant he caught up to her in no time.


  By the time he walked her back, Mom, Dad and the Supper Club had joined us. The man seemed to recognise Eliza for a split second, but I could have been mistaken. I had more important things to focus on.


  “Auntie Hwee Fong!” Mom and Dad said simultaneously.


  “Okay, Sherlock, it’s time,” Officer Siva said.


  I cracked my knuckles. “First things first, look inside her luggage.”


  “No,” Watson said. “First-things-first-get-off-me.”


  I sighed and climbed down. I had forgotten Watson was still six inches off the ground, so I ended up falling off and landing on my backside. Wendy and Eliza laughed, while everyone else pretended not to.


  “Really?” I scowled at Watson, who flew up to the ceiling before coming down for a landing.


  “It-is-much-better-now,” he said. I didn’t think Watson could sigh in relief, but somehow he did.


  Officer Siva had started going through Auntie Hwee Fong’s luggage. He held up the vanished robot!


  “Is this what we’re looking for?” he asked.


  “That robot belongs to me,” the man said.


  “No, it doesn’t!” Jimmy shouted. “That’s my mom’s robot!”


  “Why did you steal it, Auntie?” Nazhar asked.


  “Money,” I said, rubbing my bottom. “Dad was right. This has all been about money.”


  “Hold on a minute, the robot is stolen?” the man asked. He turned to Auntie Hwee Fong and said, “You never said it was stolen!”


  Officer Siva motioned for the guards to take the man in for questioning. His face was flushed and he continued to protest as they walked away.


  “Auntie Hwee Fong did the insurance paperwork for the robot,” I said. “She knows how rare and valuable it is since she was the one who drew up the paperwork. Yet when the robot was first stolen, she asked Auntie Vivian if it was rare. Her feigned ignorance coupled with her airtight alibi meant we would never think to suspect her.”


  “Her airtight alibi?” Wendy asked


  “She was eating lunch with us during the time of the robbery, remember?” I said. “She could have asked Auntie Vivian for her signature at any time before or after lunch, but she needed to make sure Auntie Vivian saw her specifically during that time.”


  “So she hired the art thieves to steal it for her,” Nazhar said.


  “Are you really going to listen to these children?” Auntie Hwee Fong said, glaring at Officer Siva.


  “You know you were caught selling the stolen goods, right?” Officer Siva replied.


  “Yes,” I said, ignoring Auntie Hwee Fong. “I first suspected someone who worked at the museum or for Auntie Vivian because they would know the layout of the museum and have access to the security plans. I never seriously considered the art thieves as suspects because I didn’t think they’d have this knowledge. Plus it didn’t make any sense to me that they would steal something so different from what they normally do. I mean, if they’re already making money selling wire art to collectors, why would they bother doing anything else?”


  “Money,” Dad said, grinning.


  “Yeah, money,” I agreed. “When we caught that tattooed man red-handed—”


  “First, we didn’t catch him, the Malaysian police did,” Eliza said. “And second, he wasn’t red-handed. He only had a picture.”


  “Fine, when we realized the tattooed man was trying to sell the robot and was part of the group stealing the wire art, I obviously had to take them seriously,” I said. “But it still didn’t make any sense. At least not until Sergeant Huda told us there was a mastermind.”


  “The money,” Dad said again. Mom elbowed him in the ribs, but I don’t think anything would have tamped his pride at having helped solve the mystery.


  “They were paid to steal a specific object, which meant museum employees were suspects again,” I said. “Whoever hired them to steal the robot would also have given them the security plans of the museum, which Sergeant Huda found in their lair.”


  “But how did you know it was her specifically?” Mom asked.


  “Play it again, Watson,” I said. A whirring sound preceded the dialogue:


  [image: Image] “WE FOUND A BUYER.”


  “MEET AT?”


  “ET TIAM PNUA.”


  “AIRPORT, ISSIT?”


  “YAH, HEH PENG.”


  “BETTER TELL HER WE FOUND A BUYER. QUICK, QUICK. IT’S TOMORROW, RIGHT?”


  “TOLD HER ALREADY.”
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  “Et tiam pnua was easy enough to translate, but heh peng proved trickier. It could mean either ‘there’ or ‘over there,’ and because Hokkien is not our first language, we assumed it was ‘there’ due to the context,” I said. “After all, there’s only one airport in Penang.”


  “But that was bugging me,” Mom said, “because I wasn’t sure I translated it right.”


  “As the only Hokkien speaker in the group, Mom was the only one who realised it might actually mean ‘over there’, and why would anybody say the ‘airport over there’ if they’re talking about their only hometown airport?”


  It was Dad’s turn to elbow Mom in the ribs. They both grinned.


  Auntie Hwee Fong looked like she was thinking about running again, but then probably remembered Officer Siva’s amazing speed.


  “And 1.30pm was too specific a time to be a coincidence,” I said. “It makes sense that she’d want to sell as soon as possible, so she wouldn’t be holding the stolen robot.”


  “If you knew all this, why did you have me call Sergeant Huda back to ask about specifics?” Dad asked.


  “Because Sergeant Huda found something even more important at the thieves’ lair, and nobody realised it,” I said. “Plus, I wanted to know what kind of movies these guys were watching. I had assumed they would be into arty films, like The Seventh Seal, but no, they were watching Fast and Furious 5. Sigh.”


  Everyone stared at me. I cleared my throat. “Officer Siva, can you check Auntie Hwee Fong’s left wrist?”


  Auntie Hwee Fong’s eyes flew open, but before she could hide her arm behind her back, Officer Siva tugged on her sleeve and revealed the Chinese zodiac charm bracelet. “Can you see which one is missing, Officer Siva?” I asked.


  “Let’s see, tiger, rabbit, dragon, horse, goat... wait, the snake is missing,” Officer Siva said.


  “And what kind of charm did Sergeant Huda say they found at the thieves’ lair?”


  “Snake!” Mom and Dad shouted at the same time.
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  “And I would have gotten away with it too, if not for you kaypoh kids,” Auntie Hwee Fong said as Officer Siva handcuffed her.


  “Good job, Sherlock,” Officer Siva said. “This case seems like your most dangerous yet.”


  “My mom is going to be so happy!” Jimmy said. “Thanks, Sherlock!”


  “Isn’t there something else you’re supposed to say?” Wendy asked.


  “There is...?” Jimmy started thinking. Then he started counting on his fingers for some reason. “Oh yeah! Sherlock is Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective!”


  “But-he-needs-to-warn-people-before-he-jumps-on-them,” Watson replied.


  “Everybody else got to fly on you!” I shouted.


  “Everybody-else-eats-a-salad-once-in-a-while.”
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  A few days later, Mom came into my room as I was looking up tin robots on the Internet.


  “Did you see this in the papers, Samuel?” she asked.


  I turned in my chair to face her, and saw an article about how the Penang Toy Museum had a great vintage robot exhibition after the jewel of the collection was retrieved, thanks to the efforts of one Sherlock Sam. Many people came from around the world to see it. There was a picture of Auntie Vivian holding the robot.


  “You’ve also got a letter, Samuel,” she said.


  “From who?”


  “From Sergeant Huda, in Penang.” She handed me the letter.


  “About the Case of the Vanished Robot,” I said, “Officer Siva called to let me know the man trying to buy the robot was completely clean. It seems he really didn’t know anything about it being stolen. He works for a rich family in Singapore, and the man who employs him is just someone who likes robots.”


  “I feel sorry for him,” Mom said. “He got caught up in something illegal without meaning to.”


  I opened the letter and read it aloud:
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  “It seems you’re becoming quite famous, Samuel,” Mom said. “What’s going to happen when police all over the world want you to help them?”


  “I’ll tell them I can only travel during school holidays, and that I have to be home by bedtime,” I said.


  Mom laughed. “I’m going to frame these and put them next to the other letters and newspaper clippings on the wall.”


  “You don’t have to, you know,” I said. “I can just keep them in my desk drawer.”


  “Are you kidding?” she said. “How will I prove to the auntie next door that I have the smartest little boy in the world?”


  She kissed me on my head. “I’m very proud of you, Sam, and I want everyone to know how proud I am.”


  I smiled, but not for long. When Mom bent back down to sniff my head, she said, “But right now, you should go bathe. You’re smelling a little stinky.”
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  GLOSSARY


   


   


   


   


   


  Ben’s Vintage Toy Museum—A two-storey toy museum in the heart of George Town that features space toys, robots, battery-operated toys and tin toys. Watson’s heaven.


  CERN Large Hadron Collider—The world’s largest and most powerful particle accelerator, located in Switzerland. Its main purpose is to study the particles that may have appeared when our universe first began. It is highly unlikely that these experiments will cause a black hole to sprout in the middle of the planet.


  Changi Airport—Opened in 1981, Changi Airport is Singapore’s only commercial airport. It won the Best Airport Worldwide award three years in a row, from 2009 to 2011.


  Char kway teow—In Hokkien, it literally means ‘stir-fried rice cake strips’. The dish is made from flat rice noodles, stir-fried over very high heat with light and dark soy sauce, chilli, belachan, whole prawns, cockles, bean sprouts and chopped Chinese chives. It is said to have been invented in Penang, but some might dispute this. (In Hong Kong, however, the dish is often referred to as Penang char kway teow.)


  Chee cheong fun—A Cantonese dish from southern China and Hong Kong. It literally means ‘pig intestine noodle’ because the rice noodle used resembles a pig’s small intestine. It’s a thin roll made from a wide strip of rice noodle, and can be filled with shrimp, pork, beef or vegetables. Sweet soy sauce is poured over the dish when served.


  Chendol—A popular Southeast Asian dessert made from coconut milk, short green jelly noodles, shaved ice and palm sugar. Other ingredients include red beans, grass jelly and creamed corn. The name chendol is believed to originate from the word jendol. In Javanese, Sundanese and Indonesian, it means ‘bump’ or ‘bulge’, in reference to the sensation of drinking the green worm-like jelly.


  Cheongsam—A body-hugging one-piece Chinese dress for women, and is also known in Mandarin as the qípáo. The stylish cheongsam that we see today was created in the 1920s in Shanghai and was made fashionable by socialites and upper-class ladies.


  Chinese zodiac—An astrological plan originating in China that some believe can tell your future, depending on which lunar year one was born. It is on a 12-year cycle, and each year is represented by a different animal.


  Dungeons and Dragons—A fantasy tabletop role-playing game (RPG) that was first published in 1974. Players can play various classes and races (like a warrior dwarf or a mage elf). It helps to build imagination as there is usually no visual component to the game. It all happens with stats written on paper, dice rolls and players’ storytelling abilities.


  Fast and Furious 5—The fifth installment in a long-running movie franchise in which car races and car chases are the centrepiece. Most of the films in the series star Paul Walker and Vin Diesel.


  Fish and chips—A British dish featuring deep-fried fish and chips. Often comes with tartar sauce on the side.


  George Town—The capital of the state of Penang in Malaysia. It was named after Great Britain’s King George III, and is located on the northeast corner of Penang Island. It is the second largest metropolitan area in Malaysia, after Kuala Lumpur. The inner city part of George Town is a UNESCO World Heritage Site.


  Goreng pisang—A battered and deep-fried banana fritter snack food sold and eaten throughout Southeast Asia. It literally means ‘fried banana’ in Malay and Indonesian. Usually sold by street vendors.


  Hokkien—A Chinese dialect originating in southern Fujian, a province in southeastern China. It is spoken by many Chinese in Southeast Asia and Taiwan.


  Hokkien mee—A prawn noodle dish served in Penang (with a variant served in Singapore). It consists of egg noodles and rice noodles in a soup made from both fresh shrimp and dried prawns, as well as pork or chicken. It also contains fish cake, leafy greens, pork ribs, squid, crisp deep-fried shallots, spring onions and fresh lime. It’s garnished with sliced red chili, light soy sauce and sambal.


  Ikan bakar—A generic term that refers to various kinds of charcoal-grilled fish from Southeast Asia. The term literally means ‘burned fish’ in Malay and Indonesian.


  Kaypoh—Nosy or meddling. A busybody.


  Khoo Kongsi—A large Chinese clan house in Penang with elaborate and highly ornamented architecture. It is also the grandest clan temple in the country and one of the city’s major historic attractions. The clan temple has retained its authentic historic setting, which includes an association building, a traditional theatre and the late 19th century rowhouses for clan members, all clustered around a granite-paved square.


  Kopi susu—A Malaysian coffee drink made with only coffee and condensed milk. It is similar to the Singaporean kopi c, which also contains added sugar.


  Live Long and Prosper—A Vulcan’s usual farewell in the Star Trek television series and movies. Mr Spock used it often, accompanied by the hand salute.


  Mee goreng—A spicy dish made with thin yellow noodles fried in cooking oil with garlic, onion or shallots, fried prawn, chicken, chili, Chinese cabbage, tomatoes, egg and acar. It literally means ‘fried noodles’ in Malay and Indonesian.


  Pasar malam—A type of street market (like a flea market or swap meet) in which many people set up stalls to sell food, clothing, household items and many other things. It means ‘night market’ in Malay and Indonesian. A pasar malam tends to open in the evening, usually in a residential neighbourhood. They are popular in Singapore, Malaysia and Indonesia.


  Pasembur—A Malaysian Indian salad consisting of shredded cucumber, potatoes, beancurd, turnip, bean sprouts and prawn fritters, served with a sweet and spicy nut sauce. The term pasembur is unique to northern Peninsular Malaysia, especially Penang where pasembur is most common. In other parts of Malaysia, the term rojak mamak is more often used.


  Penang street art—There are two kinds of art on the streets of Penang: wire art and painted art. The wire art was drawn by many cartoonists, including Julian ‘Lefty’ Kam, Tang Mun Kian and Baba Chuah, and then made into wire art by Sculpture at Work. The painted art has been mostly painted by Lithuanian artist Ernest Zacharevic in 2012.


  Penang Toy Museum—The largest toy museum in the world, it contains 110,000 toys, dolls and other collectible items. Mr Loh Lean Cheng owns the museum, and started it in 2005, though he bought his first toy, a Popeye doll, in 1973. Since the writing of this book, the Penang Toy Museum has relocated to Teluk Bahang from its original location on Jalan Tanjung Bungah.


  Popiah—A soft, paper-thin crepe or pancake made from wheat flour which is then filled with a variety of ingredients: turnip, bean sprouts, lettuce leaves, grated carrots, slices of Chinese sausage, thinly sliced fried tofu, chopped peanuts or peanut powder, fried shallots, shredded omelette, and shrimp, chicken or crab meat.


  Putu piring—A round, steamed rice cake with a centre of melted gula Melaka.


  Ramly burgers—A burger consisting of a beef or chicken patty, margarine, onions, an egg, cabbage, mayonnaise, Worcestershire sauce and Maggi seasoning. The first Ramly burger was sold in 1979 by a family-owned stall in Kuala Lumpur. The burgers can now be found all over Singapore and Malaysia, especially in pasar malams.


  Road 7 Hawker Centre—Also known as the Cecil Street Market Hawker Centre, it’s the biggest hawker centre in George Town, though difficult to find for tourists. It was built as part of the Cecil Street Market.


  Rojak—A traditional fruit-and-vegetable salad dish. There are many versions available throughout Malaysia, Singapore and Indonesia, including maman rojak, fruit rojak, Penang rojak and many more. The term literally means ‘mixture’ in Malay.


  The Seventh Seal—A 1957 film written and directed by Ingmar Bergman. It is set in Sweden during the Black Death, and it tells of the journey of a medieval knight and a game of chess he plays with a character representing Death.


  Singapore Botanic Gardens—A 74-hectare botanical garden that features all the plants, trees and flowers native to Singapore (and many that are not). It is the only botanic garden in the world that opens from 5am to 12 midnight every day and does not charge an admission fee. In December 2012, an application was made for it to be listed as a UNESCO World Heritage Site.


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


  Tau sar pneah—A cookie filled with red bean paste, most famously prepared in Penang. The red bean is cooked with sugar until it becomes mushy and turns a shade of dark magenta. It is then put inside a biscuit-like confection. The term literally means “red bean biscuit” in Hokkien, but can also refer to biscuits filled with green pea paste, mung bean paste or lotus bean paste.


  Transliteration—The conversion of a text from one script to another. For example, hanyu pinyin transliterates Chinese characters into the Latin alphabet.


  UNESCO Cultural Heritage Site—A forest, mountain, lake, island, desert, monument, building, complex or city that is listed by UNESCO as being of special cultural or physical significance.


  Western Bar—An old LCD game published by Casio. It was very popular in Singapore in the 80s and featured western shooting gameplay. It is now available as an app on smartphones.


  Yusheng—A Teochew-style raw-fish salad that usually consists of strips of salmon, shredded vegetables and a variety of sauces and condiments. The term literally means ‘raw fish’ in Chinese but since the word for ‘fish’ sounds like the word for ‘abundance’, yusheng can also mean an increase in abundance. Yusheng is considered a symbol of abundance, prosperity and vigour within the Chinese communities in Malaysia, Indonesia and Singapore, where it is tossed communally during Chinese New Year dinners.


  ABOUT THE CHARACTERS
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  SAMUEL TAN CHER LOCK a.k.a. SHERLOCK SAM


  Ten-year-old Sherlock Sam’s heroes are Sherlock Holmes, Batman and his dad. Extremely smart and observant, Sherlock loves solving any and all mysteries—big or small. He loves comics and superheroes!
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  WATSON


  Built by Sherlock to be his trusty, cheery sidekick, Watson is, instead, a grumpy ‘old man’ who is reluctantly drawn into Sherlock’s adventures; or as Watson perceives them, his misadventures. Watson is environmentally friendly.
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  WENDY


  Sherlock’s older sister. A year older than him, Wendy is a very talented artist but she is terrible at Chinese. Sherlock would like to be taller than her soon. She doesn’t like wearing dresses or skirts.
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  JIMMY


  Sherlock’s classmate. Jimmy is the only boy in a Peranakan family with four sisters. Seemingly much younger than his actual age, everything is exciting and magical to Jimmy. He has terrible handwriting.
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  DAD


  An engineer, Sherlock’s dad is a scientific genius, but is rather forgetful and bumbling in real life. He has never stopped reading superhero comics—a love he’s passed on to his son.
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  MOM


  A homemaker, Sherlock’s mom is half-Peranakan and is constantly experimenting in the kitchen. Sherlock often wonders why she tempts him with food, then does not allow him to eat his fill.
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  NAZHAR


  Usually shy and quiet, Nazhar will stand up for his friends when they are threatened. Sherlock admires him for his knowledge of history which Nazhar learned from his dad. Nazhar believes in the supernatural much to the dismay of Sherlock.
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  ELIZA


  One of the prettiest and most popular girls in school, Eliza often bullies kids she sees as weird or geeky, for example, Sherlock Sam and his friends. Eliza spends a lot of time in front of the bathroom mirror, making sure her hair is neat.
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  OFFICER SIVA


  A Deputy Superintendent in the Singapore Police Force, Officer Siva is an experienced policeman who is extremely impressed by the intelligence he sees in Sherlock Sam. He loves kaya toast and coffee from Chin Mee Chin, a bakery in Katong.


  ABOUT THE AUTHORS


  The writers behind the pseudonym A. J. Low are the husband-and-wife team, Adan Jimenez and Felicia Low-Jimenez. Born in California to Mexican immigrant parents, Adan became an immigrant himself when he moved to Singapore after graduating from New York University with an English Literature degree. He previously co-wrote a children’s book, Twisted Journeys #22: Hero City. He loves comics, LEGO®, books, movies, games (analog and video), Doctor Who and sandwiches, and one day hopes to own a store that sells all these things. Felicia was born and raised in Singapore. She spent most of her childhood with her head in the clouds and her nose buried in a book, and now daydreams of owning her own bookstore. She has a graduate degree in Literary Theory, and the Sherlock Sam series is Felicia’s debut writing effort, after accumulating years of experience buying, selling and marketing books.


  You can contact the authors at sherlock.sam.sg@gmail.com or by visiting sherlocksam.wordpress.com and facebook.com/SherlockSamSeries.


  ABOUT THE ILLUSTRATOR


  Andrew Tan (also known as drewscape) is a full-time freelance illustrator and an Eisner-nominated comic artist. He illustrates for print ads, magazines and also enjoys storyboarding and illustrating for picture book projects. During his free time, he’s always creating his own comics for the fun of it. In his home studio you’ll find an overflow of art tools of all kinds as he loves experimenting with them. He has already too many fountain pens and tells himself that he will stop buying more. Andrew published his first graphic novel, Monsters, Miracles & Mayonnaise, in 2012.


  MAYHEM AT MACRITCHIE!


  Look out for Sherlock Sam and the Cloaked Classmate in MacRitchie as the adventures of Sherlock Sam continue!


  Sherlock Sam encounters his most important mystery yet! His classmate has gone missing at MacRitchie Reservoir, and no one can find him. Fearing the worst, Officer Siva refuses to let the Supper Club help, but there’s never been a mystery Sherlock, Watson and their friends could ignore!
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