
  
    
      
    
  



This book is amazing, cool and perfect for ages eight and above. Not only is the story good, but I like how it shows that our two robots, Watson and Moran, aren’t just robots, but are in fact family. The story also displays Sherlock Sam’s intelligence that we all love, and it ends on a cliffhanger that is sure to make readers want more.

RAYCE, 13, WANTS TO BE A CHEF OR AN ENGINEER

Sherlock Sam goes to London and makes an unlikely ally to solve the case of the Mysterious Mastermind. Injected with witty humour, this story is well developed and certainly not lacking in good food choices.

DUMPLING, 9, WANTS TO BE AN AUTHOR WRITING ABOUT DRAGONS AND MAGIC!

This story is interesting and a real page-turner. I could not put down the book! I really wanted to find out what would happen next. In the story, a famous work of art is stolen from a museum, and James Mok, Sherlock’s long-time enemy, is a suspect.

CATELYN, 11, WANTS TO BE A LAWYER

I think this book is spectacular with lots of twists and turns! It is set in London, my mummy’s favourite city. I love the Sherlock Sam series because he solves a mystery in different places and countries in every book. This book is really funny and exciting, and I couldn’t put it down. I can’t wait for Part Two.

NOAH, 8, WANTS TO BE A RIVER MONSTERS ADVENTURER JUST LIKE JEREMY WADE
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CHAPTER ONE




“Stay-still-Sherlock,” Watson said. His two robotic arms firmly grasped my shoulders. I squirmed, but I couldn’t escape. He was just too strong.

“Let’s…let’s talk about this, Watson,” I stammered. “You don’t have to do this.”

“You-have-left-me-with-no-choice,” my robot replied.

I knew this day would come. When Dad and I had initially built Watson from recycled parts, we knew that we were toying with cybernetic forces neither of us fully understood, but we didn’t care. And now, I was going to pay the price. I should have figured out a way to disable my robot’s ability to change his own programming before it was too late. Alas. My folly now left me a hair’s breadth away from—

“This-would-be-less-painful-for-the-both-ofusif-you-would-just-stay-still,” Watson said, lifting me off my feet with his two unnaturally strong robotic arms.

“Nooooooo!” I yelled, flailing my legs about uselessly. I wasn’t going to make it easy for him! No way!

“What’s going on here?” Mom said, appearing at the door right as Watson deposited me on the chair in front of my desk.

“Moooooom,” I wailed. “Help me, Obi-Mom Kenobi! You’re my only hope!”

Mom rolled her eyes and replied, “You may proceed, Watson. With my full support.” She then left.

Watson had somehow corrupted Mom too! Was she even my real mother? Or was she a cybernetic replacement?!

Watson’s arms retracted, and from his left hand emerged a big, sharp pair of scissors.
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“This-will-be-quick,” Watson said in his usual monotone. But I knew my robot too well. I could hear robotic glee in his voice.

“Nooooooo!” I yelled. “You’re not getting me! I will never give in!”

“Good grief, Sam,” Wendy said, appearing at my door. “I could hear you even with my headphones on.”

“Save me, Wendy! Save me!”

My older sister rolled her eyes in a very Mom-like manner and walked into the room, stopping right in front of Watson and me. She leant down, grabbed my face, and brought me even closer to her. We were eye to eye. She then turned her face from right to left and back again, her hair swishing with the movement.

“It’ll be fine, Sam,” she said. “See? Watson trimmed my fringe and it looks really nice.”

“I-am-particularly-proud-of-how-evenyourbangs-are-Wendy,” Watson replied, his scissors-hand making a rhythmic snipping sound.

“But…but…” I said, still squirming.

“If you don’t let Watson trim your hair, Mom’s not going to let you have extra popiah, Sam,” Wendy said, grinning as she walked out of my room. “Oh, and Officer Siva’s here already. So hurry up, you two!”

“Fine,” I said with a huge sigh. Nothing was going to keep me from extra servings of Mom’s homemade popiah. “When did you install this hairdressing program anyway, Watson?” I asked.

“It-was-an-add-on-when-I-installed-theprogramthat-Uncle-Baad-developed-duringtheCase-of-the-Quantum-Pair-in-Queenstown,” Watson replied, his scissors-hand expertly snipping. I blinked as tufts of my hair fell onto the towel that Watson had laid on the chair.

“Wait, you installed a holographic projection program? But you already have one—I installed it myself. And his name is Uncle David, not Uncle Baad. Also, don’t cut the sides too short.”

Watson continued to snip, ignoring my last comment. “This-program-is-more-advanced.”

“More advanced how?” I asked, wincing as more of my hair fell.

“I-can-create,” Watson replied. He took a step back, admiring his handiwork.

“What do you mean, you can create?” I asked, rubbing my face to get rid of the stray hairs that stuck to my skin.

“This-program-now-allows-me-to-createscenariosand-not-just-replay-recordings,” Watson said. His scissors retracted and was replaced by a brush that he then used to dust my shoulders and face.

“Urgh! Stop! Stop! Enough!” I said, scrambling to get away from him. I dashed to the mirror that was hanging behind my door and examined my reflection. Hmm, Watson had done a surprisingly good job with my hair. I turned back to my robot.

“So you can actually create new images from your imagination?”

“Yes. But-like-Uncle-David’s-projectionstheywill-appear-insubstantial-if-the-viewergetstoo-close.”

“Interesting,” I replied, scratching my head. “And, thank you for cutting my hair. Even though my anguish clearly gave you too much pleasure.”

“I-live-to-serve,” Watson replied.

I snorted. And I lived for tuna sandwiches.

We walked out of my room and found Officer Siva already seated at our dining room table. He was dressed in casual clothing: his favourite purple Transformers T-shirt and a pair of cargo pants.

Mom had invited Officer Siva over for dinner because she was making popiah and it was one of his favourite dishes. He especially liked the thick popiah skin that she made using a concoction of eggs and flour. According to him, it was infinitely more delicious than any store-bought skin. A large stack of it sat in front of him on the table. And Mom even made her own chilli, which was just the right amount of sweet and spicy.

“Were those your howls of horror I heard, Sherlock?” he asked with a grin. He was already eating a rolled-up piece of popiah skin without any filling—that was how much he enjoyed Mom’s homemade eggy creation. “In case you’re wondering, your mom asked me to eat this one. She said it had a hole it in.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. A likely story.

“Yes,” Watson replied before I could. “I-made-a-recording-of-her-asking-him.”

“It might come in handy for a future case,” Officer Siva said with a smirk.

“That-was-my-thought-too,” Watson said, taking a seat next to Officer Siva. Dad had already laid out the used batteries that my robot consumed as his power source. I sat down next to Watson.

Dad emerged with a piping hot bowl of popiah filling that I took from him and placed in the centre of the table. Wendy and Mom emerged next with drinks for everyone.

There was silence for a few minutes while everyone made their own popiah. Or, in my case, four popiah.

“By the way, guys, did you read about the Lewis Chessmen that were stolen from the British Museum? Apparently, even Scotland Yard is stumped,” Dad said as he rolled himself another popiah, which he smothered in chilli.

Officer Siva nodded, his mouth full.

“You don’t think…?” Mom said, trailing off.

“James Mok,” I said. “But Officer Siva already checked with Inspector Lestrade and they ruled him out, right?” I looked at Officer Siva, who was still chewing. He nodded, holding a hand up.

“You already asked Officer Siva about it, Sam?” Wendy asked. “When?”

“When I read the news, of course,” I replied. “We knew that James would get up to something sooner rather than later. And when I saw the report, I immediately thought it was him. But it wasn’t. At least that’s what Inspector Lestrade has concluded.”

“Yep, that’s what her people say. They’ve been keeping a close watch on that boy. With his parents still in Singapore and him alone in London, we’ve been extra careful,” Officer Siva said, finally. He was already reaching for more popiah.

“It-is-fortunate-I-upgraded-Moran-to-haveWi-Fi-capabilities-then,” Watson said.

“Wait, what?” I asked, turning to look at my robot.

“In-case-we-needed-to-get-in-touch-withhimquickly,” Watson added.

“Hmm…” I replied. “I guess that’s okay.”

“If it wasn’t James, then who was it?” Mom asked.

“They don’t know, but don’t worry. I don’t think they’ll involve the famous Singaporean kid detective Sherlock Sam just yet, Kat,” Officer Siva said with a smile. “Even if it’s school holidays.”

“I really want to go to London one day,” Wendy said. “All those art museums, and most of them are free! And there’s going to be an exhibition featuring a Singaporean artist very soon! Her family loaned her calligraphy pieces to the Tate Modern. My teacher was telling us about it in school. So cool, right?”

“Maybe one of your pieces will be in the Tate Modern in the future, Wendy,” Dad said with a wink at my sister, who grinned at him.

Like Wendy, I hoped to visit London. After all, it was where the Sherlock Holmes Museum was located, at 221B Baker Street, and the Victorian consulting detective was one of my heroes! But I didn’t want to go there just because of something James Mok had done— we’d end up being too busy investigating, and not have the time to do anything fun.

“But in any case, this wasn’t the work of the Fiendish Mastermind,” Officer Siva said. “So we can devote all our attention to these delicious popiah for now.”

∗ ∗ ∗

I woke up with a start. A telephone call in the middle of the night was never good news. I immediately leapt out of bed. Watson had already powered up and followed me out into the dark living room.

Mom was on the phone, but she was speaking too softly for me to hear everything that she was saying. I did catch her telling the caller that it was the middle of the night here and we were all asleep. That was strange—who could be calling without knowing what time it was? Could it be Inspector Lestrade with a case? But she wouldn’t call in the middle of the night—not unless it was an emergency.

Dad and Wendy emerged from their respective rooms. Wendy was squinting and Dad only had one eye open.

“What’s going on, Mom?” Wendy asked, her voice hoarse from sleep.

Mom put down the phone and looked at me.

“That was James Mok, Sam,” she said, blinking.

Dad, Wendy and I gasped.

“What did he want?” I asked, my heart racing. The Fiendish Mastermind wouldn’t have called for no reason.

“I don’t know. It’s late, so I told him to call back tomorrow morning,” Mom replied and sleepily walked back to her bedroom.

“Mom!” I yelled.
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CHAPTER TWO



“So, we meet again,” I said, narrowing my eyes at my nemesis.

It was late in the afternoon and the air was cool and crisp. As we had agreed to, we met James Mok at his exclusive boarding school, which I deduced served as his base of operations. School had just been let out and the premises were mostly empty. The grounds were beautiful, lush with giant oak trees and wide-open spaces, as well as many hidden nooks and crannies—perfect for secret meetings. It was at one of those quiet spots that we met.

James looked exactly as I remembered, when we had last seen him in Singapore during the Case of the Fiendish Mastermind in Jurong. When he had finally been caught, his parents sent him back to London to attend a strict, exclusive boarding school—which, unbeknownst to them, was exactly what he had wanted. He had bested me back then, and we both knew it. I couldn’t help but be eager for a rematch—and this time, I would win.

James Mok smirked, and eerily, the five people—four boys and one girl—who stood behind him smirked as well. It was almost as if he had given them a signal. They wore the same smart, expensive-looking school uniforms as he did, so I surmised that they were his schoolmates—or, as he would most likely call them, his minions.


	[image: Sherlock Sam and the fiendish heist in London]


Watson, Moran, Wendy, Jimmy, Eliza and Nazhar flanked me on both sides. Their outfits were not at all coordinated, and were, quite frankly, very rumpled. They looked exhausted after the long flight. Well, the humans did anyway; the robots looked as deadpan as ever. Actually, strike that—Jimmy was grinning, as he always was, just in a more dishevelled manner.

“Ah, Moran. I’m very disappointed in you. I thought you would have dismantled yourself rather than suffer the indignity of working for Sherlock Sam,” James said, looking at his former robotic butler.

“I do not work for Master Sherlock, Master James,” Moran replied. “I help Auntie Kim Lian and Auntie Gina with the cooking. They don’t order me around, and always ask me if I’m available first. Auntie Kim Lian says I have the makings of a great chef, but I need to rely more on my feelings than precise measurements.”

“What?” James replied, looking confused.

Many things had changed since James had left Singapore. Moran now lived with Jimmy, his grandmother, Auntie Kim Lian, and his four sisters.

Mom and Dad had obtained permission from everyone’s guardians for them to come along on this trip. Inspector Lestrade arranged for us to use a private Interpol plane (we didn’t ask too many questions about how she managed that). Within 24 hours of James’ second phone call (he had called back at a more reasonable time and Mom had let him speak to me), we were in London. Inspector Lestrade and my parents had agreed to wait for us in the van that brought us to meet James at his school. I thought the absence of any adults would put James more at ease, and when his guard was lowered he might accidentally reveal more than he had intended.

“And Eliza,” James continued. “It has been a while. Are you still hanging around with this bunch then? I’m surprised. I thought you had better taste. Who are you living with now, anyway? Mummy or Daddy?”

“That’s enough, James,” I snapped. Eliza had once been one of James’ proxies—but she had come over to the light side of the Force and joined the Supper Club. She was already going through a difficult time with her parents’ divorce, and I wasn’t going to let James hurt her any further.

“It’s fine, Samuel,” Eliza said, flipping one of her braids behind her shoulder, a small smile on her face. “He’s the one who needs our help, remember? So if he doesn’t play nice, we’ll just go sightseeing. You couldn’t stop talking about the Sherlock Holmes Museum all the way here.”

“Eliza’s right,” I said, crossing my arms. “And not just about how cool I think the museum is. You said that you’ve been issued a challenge by another thief to steal a painting from the Tate Modern?”

“Not just any painting. The one I was talking about when we had popiah for dinner,” Wendy added. “The famous calligraphy painting done by Singaporean artist Liu Huimin. It’s meant to be in an exhibition with the rest of her work at the Tate in two weeks.”

“I still can’t believe what an amazing coincidence this all is,” Nazhar muttered. As the history and culture expert of the team, Nazhar had come equipped with a guidebook that was well-flagged with sticky notes.

“Yes, indeed. So it is imperative that we get to the painting before he does,” James replied, a look of distaste on his face. Behind him, his minions nodded in unison. It was really weird. Were they literally his puppets? Did he control them via unseen strings? Then something horrible occurred to me—what if they were robots? Had James created an army of humanlike androids?!

“Why are your friends so creepy?” Jimmy asked. “They all move in the same way. It’s like they’re robots or something.”

At that, Watson’s imaginary ears perked up. I couldn’t see them, since he didn’t have ears, but I could sense them.

“I’m not a robot,” the only girl in the group said. She had very pale skin, and long black hair that she pushed back with a red hairband. She looked about the same age as James and me. “My name is—”

“Minion Two!” James barked. “What did I say about speaking? I elevated you to the position of Minion Two because of your excellent organisational skills, but that doesn’t mean you are allowed to speak out of turn.”

Minion Two fell silent. She kept her face neutral, and her eyes reverted to a glazed, robot-like look. I really didn’t like calling her Minion Two, but I didn’t know how else to refer to her. I made a note to ask her for her name once I had the chance.

“As I was saying, we need to get to the painting before it’s stolen. He already stole the Lewis Chessmen,” James continued. “We don’t have much time. I foresee the theft occurring within a few days so we need to—”

“We don’t need to do anything,” I said. “I know you, James. There’s something you’re not telling us, and that’s why we’re here—to find out exactly what you’re hiding.”

James narrowed his eyes. “And here I was, thinking that you came to assist me out of the kindness of your heart, Sherlock.”

I remained silent.

“Very well. This pesky villain has threatened to unmask me if I don’t steal the painting before he does. And he gave me seven days, from the time I called you, to do it. At this point, we have five days left.”

And there it was. I knew that James Mok would always have a hidden agenda.

“Why should I care if you’re unmasked?” I replied. “I’m presuming, despite all the precautions your parents have put in place, you’ve been up to no good, which is why you fear being revealed? So why should we help you cover up your crimes?”

“Yeah! Sherlock makes the most sense!” Jimmy chirped.

James gave an inelegant snort and straightened his blazer. “Because, Sherlock, once we take care of this pesky new fiend, it’ll just be you and me again. I bested you the last time. Don’t you want to see if you can win our battle of the brains this time? But we can’t do that if I’m unmasked. And better the fiendish mastermind you know than one you don’t, isn’t it?”

“I’m not like you, James,” I replied. “I win as long as you’re not able to do any more harm. I don’t need to be the one to take you down.”

Anger flashed across James’ face, but only for a moment. He remained quiet, but I knew his brilliant brain was working.

“Well, yes, you are quite ridiculous like that,” he said. “But no one other than me has been able to make contact with this unknown criminal. What if he vanishes after I’m out of the picture? Can you really allow a devious mind like his to go unchecked?”

He did have a point. I couldn’t let another criminal go scot-free without at least trying to apprehend him. And the only way to do it seemed to be via James Mok, as unpleasant as that thought was. I could risk not involving James, but that would just make things more difficult. Fortunately, I had had a lot of time to think about this on the flight over.

“What about you guys?” I asked, looking at the Supper Club. “What do you think we should do?”

“I hate to admit it, Sam,” Wendy replied, “but James makes sense.”

“Yeah, we can’t have yet another fiendish mastermind running around causing trouble,” Eliza added. Wendy nodded.

“Especially since we don’t have any information other than what James has already told us,” Nazhar said. “And Inspector Lestrade did say that Scotland Yard and Interpol had no leads as to this new villain’s identity or whereabouts.”

“We-should-take-the-both-of-them-down,” Watson said. James turned to glare at my robot.

Moran remained silent. I didn’t expect him to speak up anyway.

I paused for a moment. In truth, I already knew what I had to do even before we had arrived in London.

“Okay, James. You have a deal.”
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CHAPTER THREE



“This is the Tate Modern,” James said.

Minion One used a laser pointer to indicate a flat building on the bank of the River Thames— flat, except for a tall tower in the centre of the building—being projected on the screen. He seemed edgy and kept pushing his glasses further up his nose in what I recognised as a nervous tic. Only Minions One and Two remained with us. James had sent Minions Three, Four and Five on patrol to make sure that the grounds remained empty. I asked Moran to accompany them, just in case they intended to spring a trap on us. With James, we needed to consider every possibility.
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He had secured a classroom on the southern end of the Morrison College campus. Even though James’ school was in the middle of London, it was almost invisible if you didn’t know what to look for, nestled as it was within the city architecture.

Eliza had used her mobile phone to call Dad, and he, Mom and Inspector Lestrade joined us for the meeting. Once they heard James’ proposition, they were immediately disapproving, but agreed to listen to our plan.

“But why can’t you just let Inspector Lestrade and Interpol handle this?” Dad asked, pointing at the Inspector who was, for once, dressed in an inconspicuous dark suit.

“I agree with your father, Sam,” Mom said, frowning.

“Breaking and entering is an actual crime,” Inspector Lestrade added, nodding. “It would be a lot more difficult to hide that than my use of an Interpol plane without proper approval.”

Mom and Dad looked startled at that, but Inspector Lestrade just scratched her head and averted her eyes.

Eliza’s phone beeped and everyone turned to look at her. She stepped away to check her screen.

“Saving me will obviously not push your do-gooder buttons the same way it did not for your son,” James said, “so instead I’ll appeal to your logic as scientists. This other fiendish mastermind—”

“Mysterious Mastermind!” Jimmy said.

“What?” James said.

“You’re the Fiendish Mastermind,” Jimmy said. “And while this new person is clearly a mastermind as he beat you—”

James’ face flashed with anger again, and I smirked to myself.

“—we can’t call both of you the Fiendish Mastermind, so this new person is the Mysterious Mastermind!” Jimmy said. “At least, until we figure out who it is. Maybe then he might be the Prata Mastermind or the Hamster Mastermind. Who knows?!”

“Have you finished?” James asked. Jimmy nodded vigorously.

“Good, so this thief—”

“Mysterious Mastermind!” Jimmy interrupted again.

James glared at him. “He’ll just keep doing that until you use the correct term,” Eliza said, typing something on her phone, not looking up.

“Correct—?!” James looked like he might explode, but then controlled himself again.

“Fine. This…Mysterious Mastermind…”— Jimmy gave James a thumbs up—“somehow knew I was planning on stealing the Lewis Chessmen, and stole them before I could. He must have people everywhere, like I do.”

“You have people everywhere?” Mom asked, her eyes wide.

“I run a very well-oiled operation, Auntie,” James said. “I have informants, security guards, and yes, police officers who report to me through various proxies. They don’t know who they’re working for, but I know who’s working for me. Or at least I did. Now this Mysterious Mastermind has put my network in doubt.”

“I still don’t see why we cannot tell the Metropolitan Police Service, Scotland Yard or my colleagues at Interpol,” Inspector Lestrade said. “If nothing else, at least they would not arrest you immediately.”

“Because we need to keep this circle as small as possible,” I said. “He’s right. The Mysterious Mastermind is getting his information somehow, and until we can figure out how that’s happening, we can’t trust anybody else. And eventually, when the time is right, Inspector Lestrade can absolve us.”

“Or join you in a prison cell,” the Inspector muttered, shaking her head. “There are only so many times I can claim ‘administrative error’, like with the plane.”

“I would have preferred if Sherlock hadn’t brought all of you since I can’t be sure the Mysterious Mastermind isn’t somehow spying on us right now,” James said, shooting me a glance.

“I am very uncomfortable with this,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Officer Siva warned me about this young man, and I am still not convinced he didn’t steal the Lewis Chessmen as a big ruse to get us to play another one of his Fiendish Mastermind games.”

“Hand me the newspaper, Minion Two,” James said, holding out his hand. Minion Two unzipped her backpack, took out the paper in question, and passed it to James.

“He even sent me a coded message in a newspaper he noticed I get every morning,” James said, holding it out for Inspector Lestrade. “That’s how I knew about the challenge. This person is smart, and I cannot beat him on my own.” From the expression on his face, he was loath to admit that fact.

Eliza’s phone beeped. I turned to look at her.

“If you don’t believe me,” James continued, “you can go back to Singapore, and I’ll be arrested in five days.” I had never seen him so dejected. I almost felt sorry for him.

Eliza’s phone beeped again. “Can’t you put that on silent mode?!” James shouted.

That was when I was reminded of who he truly was.

“I’m sorry,” Eliza said. “My…um, my parents keep texting me.”

Eliza was acting suspiciously. Too suspiciously.

“We’re staying, and we’re helping you,” I said. “But only to catch this Mysterious Mastermind. After we do that, we’re going to deal with you.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” James said. “Is everyone satisfied now? May I get back to the plan?”

I knew Mom, Dad and Inspector Lestrade would never be okay with this if we hadn’t already talked it over on the flight here. They grudgingly nodded their heads.

“The painting is called Hé Píng or Peace, and will be exhibited at the Tate Modern in a few weeks, as Wendy pointed out,” James said.

“Where is it now?” Nazhar asked.

“It’s already at the Tate Modern, in storage,” I said. “All of Liu Huimin’s paintings were flown from Singapore a month ago in preparation for the exhibition.”

“This will make it both easier and harder to steal it,” James said. “Easier because the painting will be in the museum’s archives, a low-traffic area, and if we’re not caught redhanded, it will take longer for the staff to notice it’s missing.”

“But harder because it will be almost impossible for us to get access to the storage area and figure out where everything is,” I said. “We’d be going in blind.”

“I’m sure the building’s plans are publicly available,” Nazhar said. “Perhaps at the London Library or the National Archives.”

“Good idea, Nazhar,” I said. “We’ll make it a priority to get those plans.”

“Why not replace the painting?” Wendy asked.

“Replace it with what? One of your refrigerator artworks?” James said with a sneer.

“You’re very irritating for someone who desperately needs our help,” Wendy said.

James swallowed whatever comment he was going to make. “Go on,” he said instead.

“You said it might take the Tate Modern longer to notice the painting is missing since we’re stealing it from their storage, but at most that will give us a few days, or a week before we’re wanted international art thieves.”

The adults began murmuring amongst themselves at her mention of “wanted international art thieves”, but Wendy continued.
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“Instead, let’s create a fake to replace it,” Wendy finished.

“You mean create a forgery?” Inspector Lestrade asked. “I know a few forgers, but they’re in prison or in Amsterdam…”

“I could do it,” Wendy said. “I mean, I’m nowhere near as good as Liu Huimin was, but if I just need to copy her work, it shouldn’t be too hard. And this was one of her earlier paintings, which used a very sparse style and simple palette. In fact, I’ve done it be—”

“Wendy’s-Chinese-handwriting-is-terrible,” Watson interrupted. “The-forgery-would-bespottedimmediately.”

“I can copy just fine, Watson,” Wendy said with a grimace, glaring at my robot. “And as I was saying, I’ve actually reproduced paintings before, back home. You know, for fun.”

“You commit crimes for fun, Wendy?” Jimmy asked, his eyes huge.

“What? No!” Wendy replied. “It was just practice.”

“Practice that’s going to help us now,” I said, grinning at my sister. I had always known Wendy practised her painting by imitating artists that she admired.

“What’s the security like, James?” Nazhar asked.

“There are security guards on the ground, as well as a state-of-the-art security package complete with passcodes, handprint scanners, retinal scans, laser grids and locked doors.”

“Locked-doors?” Watson asked.

“Don’t mess with the classics,” James said.

“How are we supposed to get through all that?” Nazhar asked.

“We won’t,” I said. “Only James and I will be breaking in. The rest of you will be on support.”

Mom and Dad started protesting at once. “Absolutely not, Samuel Tan Cher Lock! Have you lost your mind? The police will arrest you!”

Inspector Lestrade just shook her head.

“We’ll make sure the plan is foolproof before we even attempt this, but regardless, we can’t all go,” I said. “If 11 people break into the museum, we’ll definitely get caught.”

My parents continued to grumble. Mom’s use of my full name was unexpected. It did make it clear that she was serious in her disapproval though.

“Okay, we have the beginnings of a plan,” I said. “Let’s see if we can’t put some of these pieces together before we figure out the rest.”
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CHAPTER FOUR



“So what’s your actual name?” I asked Minion Two. She was slightly taller than I was, and had remained somewhat stone-faced since we left the school grounds. James had ordered her to accompany Wendy, Jimmy, Watson, Mom, Inspector Lestrade and me to an art supply store on Charing Cross Road. James had gone with Nazhar, Eliza, Moran and Dad to the National Archives to start looking up architectural plans of the Tate Modern.

“Bok Joo,” she replied. “Kim Bok Joo.”

“How long have you been classmates with James?” Wendy asked, walking alongside Bok Joo. They were about the same height, I noticed.

“My father sent me to the Morrison College six months ago,” Bok Joo replied before falling silent once again. She started to walk ahead of us, effectively putting an end to the conversation.
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“Did you attend another school in London before?” Jimmy called out to her.

Bok Joo didn’t answer, look back or slow down. What I really wanted to ask was how she had ended up becoming Minion Two.

“What’s the name of the art supply shop again, Wendy?” Mom said, looking at her mobile phone to track our location with her online map app.

“Cass Art at Charing Cross Road, Mom,” Wendy replied. “I read about them online. From the photos on their website, the store looks super cool!”

“All their sales people are artists,” Bok Joo said, turning to look at us. She slowed down a little.

Wendy’s eyes lit up. “No way.”

“Way,” Bok Joo said, one side of her mouth tilting up in what looked like the start of a smile. She caught me staring at her and immediately frowned.

“I think we’ll need to turn right somewhere up ahead,” Mom said, pointing at a junction.

“How do you know about the sales people, Bok Joo?” Wendy asked, hurrying to catch up with the other girl.

“I go there sometimes,” she replied.

“Do you also like to—what is the word I am looking for,” Inspector Lestrade asked, her heels clicking smartly on the ground as she trotted alongside the two girls. She made swirling motions with her two arms. Jimmy giggled and joined her, whirling in a circle.

“Paint? Are you miming painting, Inspector?” Wendy asked, trying not to laugh.

“Ah yes, painting! Sometimes I forget my English,” the Inspector replied with a grin. “Also, someone remind me to see if they sell face paint because I have ideas…”

“I watched a Korean drama about a girl who had the ability to use colours as magic and defeated a vicious demon with her powers. I just thought it would be cool to learn how to paint after that.”

“Korean dramas? My dad loves Korean dramas! He watches them all the time!” Wendy exclaimed. “Right, Mom?”

“Yes, and the only reason I watch them is to keep your dad company,” Mom replied absently. She seemed to be very absorbed with something on her phone. Or so she would like us to think.

“Except she also watches them when Dad’s not around,” Wendy whispered to Bok Joo who laughed, then immediately covered her mouth.

“And-at-night-until-three-in-the-morningwheneveryone-else-is-asleep,” Watson added. Mom finally looked up from her phone and narrowed her eyes at Watson. “I-only-speakthetruth-and-occasionally-film-it.”

“We have to turn right here, everyone,” Mom said.

We walked a little further down the road and stopped in front of Cass Art, which had a big signboard right across the top of the store front that read: “Let’s Fill This Town With Artists.” Wendy was right, this art shop was cool.

The interior of the shop was just as intriguing as its outside. It was wall-to-wall art supplies—paints, pencils, pens, paper, tools— in every colour imaginable. If you could name it, I was certain they would have it.

“This is so amazing,” Wendy said, her eyes glazing over. Her hands were held out in front of her like a zombie about to feed.

“We only need enough supplies for the one painting, Wendy,” Mom said, grabbing on to the back of my sister’s jacket. Her other hand hung on to Jimmy’s shirt too, just in case. He was eyeing the paper craft section with a maniacal glee. Inspector Lestrade had vanished, I half expected her to show up dressed as a giant tube of paint.

“But, Mom…” Wendy whined. “I need more paint for my school project.”

“What are you working on?” Bok Joo asked. She looked genuinely interested, which surprised me. I wondered about her past. Why was she a minion of James’? Did he have something on her?

“I’m trying to recreate scenes from TV shows that I like and juxtapose them with classical paintings!” Wendy replied, bouncing on her heels like she was Jimmy.
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“Oh, like what Doctor Who did in the episode with Vincent van Gogh,” Bok Joo replied, nodding.

“Yes! Exactly! When the TARDIS appeared in Starry Night!” Wendy looked genuinely excited to find a fellow art nerd.

“I like recreating scenes from Korean dramas too. Sometimes I even pretend I’m one of the actors, just for fun,” Bok Joo added.

“Like cosplay?” Wendy asked. Suddenly, something else caught her attention. “Oooh, are those calligraphy brushes?” She dashed off in that direction, Mom scampered after her with Jimmy hot on their heels.

“I’m curious,” I said, stepping up to stand beside Bok Joo.

“As to why I’m Minion Two?” she asked, not looking at me.

I didn’t answer. Sometimes silence led to answers.

Bok Joo sighed heavily then turned to face me. “Maybe it’s just because I want to. Did that ever occur to you?”

“It did, but from the way you behave, that seems unlikely,” I replied.

“James was right,” she said. “You really do try to see the best in everyone.”

I was surprised that James had said that, but I tried not to let it show.

“Does he have something on you?” I asked.

Bok Joo remained quiet for a moment, then she looked up, straight at me, and said, “He caught me cheating on a test.”

Ah. It all made sense now.

“I was new at the school and I couldn’t keep up during mathematics, so I sneaked a glance at the person next to me, and another glance, and another glance. And James filmed me with a phone that he had hidden in his pencil case.”

“That-sounds-like-James,” Watson said.

“Wouldn’t he get in trouble for filming you, but not telling the teacher?” I asked.

“I’m not worried about the teacher finding out,” Bok Joo replied. “It’s my dad. He’s still in Seoul and if he found out I cheated…” Her voice trailed off. “I can’t disappoint him again.”

“Again?” I asked.

“It’s a long story,” Bok Joo replied. She laughed, but it wasn’t a happy sound. “You could say it was almost like a Korean drama. Yes, that’s exactly it. My life is a melodramatic TV series. I would actually prefer to live in a variety show though; they are so much more fun, don’t you think?”

“My-favourite-is-the-one-with-the-timetravellingrobots-who-took-over-the-world-bypretendingto-be-human,” Watson said, before he wandered off to stop Jimmy from toppling over a rack of coloured pencils.

Bok Joo looked at Watson, then at me, and back at Watson again.

“Please tell me he’s joking,” she said.

“He’s not, but it’s fine,” I replied.

“I overheard James talking about Eliza to Minion, I mean, Mark, before you guys arrived. I wish I had a chance to talk to her,” Bok Joo said. She picked up a drawing pad and stared at it.

“Eliza felt she didn’t have a choice, but in the end, she realised that she did,” I said carefully. I sensed that Bok Joo wanted to tell me something, but if I pressed the issue, she might pull back. “You can trust us, you know.”

She smiled and looked at me. “James was right. You are very insightful, Sherlock Sam. But perhaps also too kind.”

Again, I was stunned. I could not imagine James saying anything nice about me, much less pay me two compliments. Then again, he probably hadn’t said it in a nice way.

Mom came up to me, breathless. “Okay, Sam. I managed to get Wendy to buy only what she needed to recreate the Liu Huimin painting, and three boxes of acrylic paint that she said she needed for school. Inspector Lestrade is arranging for the three cartons full of things she bought to be delivered to her office. Oh, and Jimmy got some crafting paper for Benjamin. Though I’m not sure what a hamster is going to do with crafting paper.”

“Crafting paper?” Bok Joo said, the serious expression morphing into a look of interest. “What kind of crafting paper?” Bok Joo asked, wandering off to where Watson, Wendy and Jimmy were.

“Oh, by the way, Mom, Benjamin is now a cat. Or rather, also a cat,” I informed Mom.

“Huh?”

“Auntie Kim Lian got him a cat. Jimmy named her Benjamin too.”

“He named her Benjamin? So now he has two pets named Benjamin?”

“Yes.”

“That’s…very Jimmy.”

“Yep.”

“But it’s a girl cat? Actually, never mind.”

“Also, Wendy already has two boxes of unused acrylic paint. It’s under her bed in a Khong Guan biscuit tin she took from me,” I said, walking off to join my (sneaky) sister, Bok Joo, Jimmy and Watson.

“What?!” Mom yelled.

Clearly, I wasn’t the only one in my family capable of pulling off a long con.
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CHAPTER FIVE



Mom, Wendy and Jimmy headed back to our serviced apartment, which was right next to Trafalgar Square. It was at an extremely convenient location that Inspector Lestrade had arranged for with yet another of her magical “administrative errors”. Wendy couldn’t wait to get started on her copy of the painting; she kept caressing the calligraphy paintbrushes and cooing at them lovingly.

Inspector Lestrade, Bok Joo, Watson and I caught a Tube ride from Leicester Square Station on the Piccadilly Line, near the art supply shop on Charing Cross Road. We later switched to the District Line at Hammersmith Station, which we took to Kew Gardens Station. From there, we walked to the National Archives where James and the rest of the Supper Club were. I was still holding out hope that we would have the time to visit 221B Baker Street, or even No. 2 Devonshire Place where Sir Arthur Conan Doyle had had his first doctor’s office, before we had to leave London. I had to make sure that everything went according to plan, because I didn’t want to have come all the way to London but not have the time to visit my heroes!
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When we arrived, I was astounded by the size of the building! I had known that the Archives contained a lot of varied information, from documents as old as William Shakespeare’s will to online files of tweets from Downing Street where the British Prime Minister worked, but I hadn’t realised so many of them were in physical form!

We quickly made our way to one of the reading rooms where James, Nazhar, Eliza, Moran and Dad were. Dad had already texted their exact location to Inspector Lestrade.

“Your father is very worried about the cost of international roaming, Sherlock Sam,” Inspector Lestrade commented, looking at her mobile phone. “He is an odd man. Very clever, but also very odd.”

I had to agree with the Inspector. My dad’s quirkiness was also why I loved him.

When we arrived, James and Eliza were arguing. Nazhar and Dad were both seated at the table in the room, watching closely. They looked tense. I was surprised Dad hadn’t stepped in to break up the disagreement.

“Let me see your phone, Eliza,” James said angrily. He held out his hand to her.

“I already told you, they’re just messages from my parents, James,” Eliza said, clutching on to her phone. “I am overseas, you know. It’s not uncommon for parents to worry about their children. But then again, I guess that’s something you wouldn’t be too familiar with.”

James sneered. “At least my parents are still together.”

Eliza rolled her eyes, tucked her phone into her back pocket and crossed her arms, making it impossible for James to reach for her phone without a fight.

“That’s enough, James,” Dad said, standing up. Nazhar did as well.

“Moran, get that phone for me,” James barked.

“I do not take instructions from you any longer, Master James,” Moran replied. “And you are being most unpleasant to Miss Eliza, I might add.”

“What’s going on here?” Inspector Lestrade asked.

“What’s going on here is proof that Eliza is still untrustworthy,” James snapped. “And to me, that means the rest of you are not to be trusted as well.” He paused and looked at me. “I’m surprised, Sherlock. What ever happened to your famous integrity?”

“Oh fine,” Eliza said, pulling her phone back out from her pocket and keying in the password to unlock it. She held it up for all of us to see. It was a photograph of a Mexican restaurant in London called Mestizo. “And see, it’s from my father. It says right here, F-A-T-H-E-R.”

“Why would your father send you a photograph of a restaurant in London?” James asked, his eyes still glued to the screen of Eliza’s phone. Eliza noticed this and quickly dropped the hand that was holding up her phone, making it impossible for anyone to get a good look at it.

“Because he knows that Samuel loves food and he’s recommending that we go there because,”—Eliza paused to look meaningfully at me—“it’s all good. The food there is good.”

“Your parents have been to London before?” James asked, still suspicious.

“Your parents aren’t the only ones who are wealthy, James,” Eliza replied in a bored tone.

“This was the place we talked about when we were still in Singapore, right?” I quickly added. I didn’t want them to continue arguing. “Then yes, we most definitely need to go there.”

“Yes!” Dad almost-shouted. “Where it is ALL GOOD!”

We turned to look at him. Even the previously deadpan Bok Joo looked startled.

“I may have said that too loudly,” Dad said, smiling awkwardly.

“We need to go, James,” Bok Joo said. “I mean, Master James. If we don’t, we might miss curfew.”

“Blast the dorm and their ridiculous curfew,” James muttered. “Very well then. But don’t think this is over, Eliza. I’ll be watching you closely.”

“Whatever,” Eliza replied.

“We will meet you at your hotel at 9am tomorrow, Sherlock,” James said. “Minion Two, make a note to have my car waiting.” She nodded. “Also, what are you carrying?”

“I bought some crafting paper from the art supply store,” Bok Joo replied.

“Whatever for?” James asked.

“To make ddakji,” she answered.

“Oh, one of your silly little games again,” James said dismissively, stalking out.

“Games are fun,” Bok Joo murmured, but too softly for James to hear.

I waved to her as she was leaving the room. James was far ahead so I knew he wouldn’t see. I didn’t want her to get into trouble. She gave me a small smile and made a peace sign with her index and third fingers before quickly running after James.

Once James and Bok Joo had departed, Dad heaved a huge sigh and collapsed onto a chair.

“Dad,” I admonished.

“I know, son,” Dad moaned. “I know.”

Eliza was quickly typing something on her mobile phone. She looked at me and nodded.

“What did you guys find out?” I asked.

Nazhar, who had a notepad in front of him, said, “Quite a lot. James might be evil and irritating, but he’s a super good researcher. Which, I suppose, is a prerequisite for a fiendish mastermind, if you think about it.”

“Don’t ever turn evil, Sherlock Sam!” Inspector Lestrade cried out dramatically. I grinned.

“We have floor plans of the Tate Modern, maps of the sewer systems under it, and we even found an old architectural illustration of unused train tunnels, which is super fascinating. Historically—”

A loud rumbling sound interrupted Nazhar. Everyone turned to look at me.

“Fish and chips time, Sam?” Dad asked.

I had the decency to blush. “Sorry, Nazhar. But also, this is really something that the rest of the Supper Club should be around for.”

“While I would love to partake of these fishes and chips, alas, I should check in with my colleagues to see if they have any further leads on the Lewis Chessmen theft,” Inspector Lestrade said. “Also, I owe my good friend Officer Siva a phone call! I too shall see you bright an early tomorrow at 9am, Sherlock Sam! Au revoir!” With a small wave, Inspector Lestrade strolled off, as jaunty as ever.

We found a small eatery that served piping hot fish and chips that were still wrapped in newspaper! But because it was now considered unhygienic to use just newspaper, it was also lined with a sheet of clean white paper. The paper would absorb the grease from the fish and chips so it wouldn’t get too soggy. I could smell the delicious aroma all the way back to the apartment. It was a pity that the food had been bound too securely for me to steal a chip or two.

When we reached the serviced apartment, we found Wendy, Mom and Jimmy hard at work. Well, Wendy and Mom were hard at work. Jimmy was observing them from the bed, where he was also apparently battling imaginary magical pillows.

“That looks great, Wendy,” Eliza said, looking at the painting my sister had already finished. She took a photo of it and quickly typed something on her phone. She then crouched next to where my sister was sprawled out on the floor painting a second version.

Wendy remained silent. She was completely focused on her work.

“She can’t talk, Eliza,” Mom said with a smile. “As I understand it, she has to concentrate for the art to flow from her fingers. Direct quote.”

“Of course, Auntie,” Eliza said, trying not to laugh.

Nazhar stood next to Eliza. Dad had joined Jimmy on the bed to battle the imaginary pillow monsters while Moran observed. Since he had started living with Jimmy, Moran and Jimmy had become quite good friends.

“While Wendy is painting, why don’t we eat the fish and chips?” I suggested hungrily.

“And-also-discuss-our-plans,” Watson added.

“I didn’t think that needed to be said, Watson,” I said with a cough.

Mom finally managed to pry Wendy away from her art amidst her protests that she had to finish it by tonight, and we all sat at the dining room table in the small kitchen of the serviced apartment. As we tucked into the fish and chips (with extra tartar sauce and vinegar on mine), I laid out what I thought we should do.

“Nazhar did a great job finding all the maps and plans,” I said.

My friend beamed and said, “So I should be the one to canvass the area.” He paused and looked at me, “Did I say it right? ‘Canvass the area’? I don’t watch a lot of crime shows, unless they’re about Victorian crimes on the History Channel. Now, those are fascinating. Did I ever tell you about—”

“I’ll go with Nazhar, Samuel,” Eliza interrupted. She saw the expression on my face when Nazhar said he would canvass the area on his own. “We’ll also look for possible escape routes.”

“I am not directionally challenged,” Nazhar immediately added, “but a second pair of eyes and hands would be good, because tunnels can get dark. And who knows what we might find. Crocodiles. We might find crocodiles.” He suddenly looked worried. Eliza rolled her eyes.
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“I’ll go with them,” Mom offered. “Because not only am I not directionally challenged, I am also really good with torches.”

I nodded.

“Watson,” I said.

“I-will-stay-here-and-keep-watch-on-ourbaseof-operations-and-luggage,” my robot offered.

“Yes, thanks for that, but actually I think you’ll be with me and James. We might need your hacking skills for the automated security system.”

“My-idea-was-much-better,” he replied.

“And Moran,” I continued, ignoring my robot, “we need you as our eyes and ears in the sky.”

“But I am not the one who can fly, Master Sherlock,” Moran.

“Yet,” Watson said.

“We just need you on a roof near the museum, Moran,” I explained. “You can use your roller skates to make your way up the side of the building. From there, you can tell us if you see anyone approaching the museum. Using your new Wi-Fi capabilities, you’ll also be able to access the various CCTV cameras installed around the museum to extend your field of vision. We’ll all be outfitted with radios and earpieces, so you can warn us if anybody comes too close.”

“What about me, Sherlock?” Jimmy asked, bouncing with excitement. “Do I battle it out with the museum security guards? En garde!” He was holding on to a chip and was waving it about as if it were a sword.

“Just about, Jimmy,” I said, grinning. “You and the Inspector-in-disguise Lestrade will be leading the museum security team on a merry chase around the building. Anywhere but where James, Watson and I will be.”

“Ooh, will I be Jimmy-in-disguise too, Sherlock?” Jimmy asked, his eyes wide.

“The Inspector already has an idea for your outfit, Jimmy,” I replied. Jimmy’s eyes grew even bigger.

“I don’t like the idea of leaving you alone with James, son,” Dad said.

“Don’t worry, Dad,” I said. “You won’t be. You’ll be back here coordinating everything. If anything goes wrong that we can’t see, you’ll be the one to inform the rest of us. You’re our Barbara Gordon!”

Dad pointed at his chest and said, “Me? I’m Batgirl? Wait, I’m Oracle?” He gulped.

I nodded.

“Are you sure you mean me and not Mom?” Dad replied, pointing at Mom.

“Wendy will be with you, and Mom, Nazhar and Eliza too, once they’re done. But you’ll be in charge, Dad. You’ll be awesome!” I said. “Oh, and I’ll get James to leave his team with you so you can keep an eye on them.”

Dad looked worried. But Mom gave him two thumbs up.

“The difficult task will be getting James to go along with our plans,” I said. “He tends to immediately hate any arrangements he hasn’t come up with himself.”

There was a knock on the door.

“That’s not all he’ll hate,” Eliza added with a wicked grin as she went to answer it.

Yes, there were going to be a lot that James was not going to like about this plan.
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CHAPTER SIX



“I hate the whole plan.”

James yawned, but kept his scowl. He and his five minions had shown up at our apartment early that morning, even before our prearranged 9am meeting time. Mom, Moran and Nazhar were across the Thames at Borough Market getting us all salt beef sandwiches for breakfast.

I yawned as well. “It’s a good plan, James.”

“There are too many moving pieces, Sherlock,” James said, staring at my hand-drawn map of the Tate Modern. “I don’t like it.”
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Dad’s phone beeped. He almost dropped it in fright.

“I should break into the museum by myself,” James continued. “That way, I would not have any distractions, radio transmissions, or the like. Just one clean surgical strike.”

“Like we’d ever trust you to go by yourself,” Eliza said.

Wendy snorted from her position on the floor. If I hadn’t known any better, I would have sworn that she hadn’t moved since last evening. She was creating yet another forgery, though she wasn’t as far along on this one.

“Why are you making a second one?” Bok Joo asked. She pointed to the one that Wendy had already finished, which was hanging on the wall. “This is really good.”

“I think I can still do better,” my sister answered, squinting at the calligraphy.

James smirked at that, then stifled another yawn. “Fine, not by myself then. But why does your robot have to come as well? Why do we need so much backup? Surely the two of us with our superior intellect should be able to do this on our own.”

“I-am-also-wondering-why-I-have-toleavethis-room,” Watson said. “Though-thatshouldnot-be-taken-as-an-affirmation-ofyour-‘ superior-intellect’.” He even made air quotes with his fingers.

“Only you can turn invisible if something goes wrong, my young Watson,” the dresser in the corner of the room said.

James and his minions jumped, except for one.

“Who said that?!” Minion One, clearly the most startled, asked.

The dresser suddenly stood up and Inspector Lestrade’s head popped out of the top. She was wearing a lamp. Not just a lampshade, an actual lamp. It was quite incredible.

“Why are you dressed like that?” Minion Five asked, looking confused.

“Quiet, Minion Five,” James barked. “You’re not allowed to speak any more, remember?”

“Really, James,” Eliza said. “Is it too much for you to call them by their names?”

“It’s too much trouble to remember their names,” he said. “It’s easier to just call them by their numbers.”

“My name’s Mark,” Minion Five said.

“I’ve demoted you once already,” James said. “Don’t make me do it again.”

“How many minions do you have?” Jimmy asked.

James waved Jimmy’s question away, then suddenly, as if something had just occurred to him, whirled around to look at Wendy, still sprawled out on the floor. “Why exactly are you making a second forgery?”

Wendy’s hand stilled and she looked up at him. “Were you not paying attention, James? I just told Bok Joo.”

“Who’s Bok Joo? That’s not important. We don’t need a second forgery,” James said, narrowing his eyes. “That one is fine.” He pointed at the painting hanging on the wall that Bok Joo was looking at earlier.

“In fact, it’s more than fine. It’s perfect,” James added, shooting me a glance. “One would be hard-pressed to tell that apart from the original.”

Wendy exhaled loudly. “Fine,” she said, getting up. “I think I can still do better, but fine.”

“You literally cannot do any better than you already have,” James said.

“That’s enough,” I said, returning James’ glance. “I don’t like agreeing with James, Wendy, but he’s right. We don’t need another painting. But thank you, and I can’t believe you did this in less than a day.”

My sister nodded. She started to clear up her paints and tools. I could tell Wendy wasn’t too happy about having been told to stop, but she also knew what was at stake. This plan had to go off without a hitch, and we couldn’t afford to make James mad, not if we wanted to catch the Mysterious (or Prata or Hamster) Mastermind.

Dad’s phone beeped again. He almost dropped it once more. Inspector Lestrade sneaked a look at his screen.

“Okay, fine, we’ll do it your way, but I want one of my people on every team,” James said.

“Why, it’s almost as if you didn’t trust us, James,” Eliza said, smirking.

“I don’t even trust my own people, but needs must. Minion One, you’ll be with the decoy team,” James said. “Help them draw museum security’s attention.”

“I will need your measurements for your costume,” Inspector Lestrade said immediately, rubbing her palms together. Her eyes had a gleeful glint.

“My what?” Minion One squeaked. His face had flushed a bright red.

“It’ll be fun!” Jimmy said, grinning. Minion One gulped and looked even more terrified.

“Minion Two, I want you with the escape team, to make sure our exit is clear,” James added.

Bok Joo gave a quick nod. I noticed that she had been surreptitiously sneaking glances at Eliza. Perhaps once this was all over, the two of them could chat. They might even become friends. I decided I would do my best to make sure that happened.

“Minions Three and Four, I want you on overwatch, helping my original minion keep track of any threats the rest of us have missed.”

The two minions looked at each other confusedly, then pointed at Mark with identical questioning looks in their eyes. I realised they looked very much like each other—they might even be brothers.

“My original minion is Moran, the other robot,” James said. Minion Five will be here at the command centre, keeping track of everything. Perhaps you can redeem yourself, Minion Five.”

“And-you-will-be-with-me-and-Sherlock,” Watson said, “where-I-can-keep-an-eye-on-you.”

James scoffed.

“Actually, Master James,” Mark said. “If it’s all the same to you, I would rather be helping the escape team. I’m pretty good in tunnels and I love maps.”

“It’s not all the same to me, Minion Five,” James said. “I’ve chosen you for the positions that suit you best.”

“Master James?” Bok Joo said. “I would not mind switching with Ma—Minion Five. I’m claustrophobic, and it might mess up the mission if I panicked underground.”

James looked like he might shout, but sighed heavily and then broke into a yawn instead. “An irrational fear, Minion Two. I’m disappointed. But I can’t do anything about that at the last moment. Very well, Minion Two will be in the command centre, and Minion Five will be with the escape team. Everybody happy now?”
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The minions nodded vigorously. I smiled at Bok Joo and she nodded in return. Minions Three and Four gave me four thumbs up (combined), which I returned with my two thumbs.

“Welcome to the team, Bok Joo,” Dad said smiling. “Apparently, I will be overseeing the command centre.”

“But-do-not-worry,” Watson said. “He-willhaveplenty-of-back-up.”

Mom gave Watson a look.

“Which-Dad-will-not-need,” Watson added.

I yawned again, then immediately tried to cover my mouth.

“Why do you and James keep yawning?” Bok Joo asked, looking suspiciously at us.

Dad’s phone beeped again. He did not drop it this time.

“Uncle, please put your phone on silent mode,” James said. “We’re trying to plan a complicated heist here.”

“It’s…work. It’s work…texting. I’m an adult. I have work texting. This is a work text.”

Dad’s eyes darted from James to me, then back to James. “Let me go take care of this… work texting…situation.” He walked to the kitchen, then spun around 180 degrees and headed to one of the bedrooms.

I pinched the bridge of my nose and let out a sigh that turned into a yawn. I rubbed my eyes. I could really use a hot cup of Milo with extra milk right now. No, perhaps not—that would probably put me to sleep immediately.

“I’ve noticed your father has stopped texting you, Eliza,” James said, raising an eyebrow.

“He hasn’t, actually,” she said. “I just put my phone on silent mode since it seemed to be bothering you so much. But do you know what I’ve noticed?”

She walked right up to James, her fists balled. “Your father hasn’t contacted you, not even once, since we got here.”

“Okay, that’s enough,” I said, stepping between them. Only then did I realise that if this had turned physical, I would have been in the worst place. I turned to look at Bok Joo, but she was deep in conversation with Wendy. They were both staring at the painting that Wendy had completed.

“Are we interrupting something?” Mom said from the hallway. She, Moran and Nazhar had returned from Borough Market just in time.

“Just making sure James and his people know the full plan,” I said quickly. “Is it time for breakfast?”

Mom eyed me suspiciously, but decided not to press it. “Yes, we have salt beef sandwiches, and raclette cheese on potatoes and pickles for everybody. I also have a few quinoa salads, in case there are any vegetarians or vegans amongst your friends, James.”

James and Eliza both stepped away from each other. I yawned again, but the delicious salt beef sandwich with pickles and spicy mustard was quickly making me less tired. The raclette cheese smothered on potatoes, gherkins and pickled onions made me almost forget about the late night I’d had.

“What was that about?” Nazhar asked. “When we walked in?”

I just shook my head. We just needed to not strangle each other until tonight. Then we needed to survive the actual heist.
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CHAPTER SEVEN



“You are much heavier than you look,” I said.

“You’re one to talk,” James snapped back.

“Boys, behave,” Mom said in our earpieces. Thanks once again to Inspector Lestrade, we were all equipped with hidden microphones and stealthy earpieces.

James was on my shoulders, attempting to climb up through a vent that would take us inside the museum. I was trying very hard to keep him steady and not dump him on the street, though that second one was more a mental battle than a physical one. We were dressed in black to better blend into the shadows, and I had the fake version of Hé Píng rolled up in a tube on my back. Watson was standing nearby, watching our backs and waiting his turn to climb up after us.

It was my second late night in a row, and the Tate Modern had been closed to the public for a few hours. Even the staff, except for the night security guards, had left—we made sure of it. James finally found something to grab on to and pulled himself up. My shoulders were very thankful.

“You are still clear, Master Sherlock,” Moran said in our earpieces. “And your two colleagues, Liam and Noel, are quite cold, Master James.”

“Tell Minions Three and Four to grit their teeth and do their duties,” James said as he extended his arms down for me to grab.

“Watson, I need you,” I said. “Stand here so I can step on you and reach James’ arms.”

“I-am-a-robot-not-a-stepstool,” Watson replied. “And-your-shoes-are-not-coming-anywherenearmy-very-clean-and-shiny-exterior.”

“Watson, we don’t have time for this,” I said.

“You should really rethink that obedience chip,” James said, his voice echoing in the vent, his arms still dangling. “I know I liked Moran a lot better when his was still installed.”

Watson finally moved towards me. I was getting ready to step on him, but instead he extended his arms and grabbed hold of James, surprising him.

“Wait, wait, I’m not anchored prop—”

But it was too late. Watson’s arms began to retract, lifting himself straight up into the air. I heard James grunt. His body squeaked as it slid along the vent, and his black baseball cap nearly fell off. He must have anchored himself firmly enough as neither he nor Watson fell back down.

“Why didn’t you extend your legs?” James asked angrily. “Or fly, for goodness’ sake!”

“Because-I-do-not-have-an-obedience-chip,” Watson replied. “And-this-was-more-fun.”

I chuckled to myself as Watson extended his arms for me to grab on to.

“Wait,” he said. “How-many-salt-beefsandwichesdid-you-have-this-morning?”

I stopped chuckling. “Quiet, you, and pull me up.”

The three of us were finally crawling through the vent.

“Hey Dad, have we tripped any alarms yet?” I asked.

Back in the serviced apartment that had become our command centre, Dad, Wendy and Bok Joo were using a police scanner that Inspector Lestrade had provided to make sure that the Metropolitan Police Service were not called to the Tate. The command centre was also tapped into the museum’s CCTV cameras, thanks to Moran, and the team there was helping him keep watch.

“No one’s been alerted to your presence as far as we can tell, son,” Dad said.

I could tell from his voice that he was quite nervous, though I wasn’t sure if that was because he was worried about me becoming a thief, or about having to keep track of so many things at the command centre. Fortunately, I knew Mom had packed a packet of Red Vines in their luggage. Dad always needed the tasty liquorice snack to think clearly.

“Kat, you and your team are clear as well,” Dad said.

“Well, that’s good,” Mom said, “because I think we’re a little bit lost.”

Wait. What?

Mom, Nazhar, Eliza and Mark were crawling through the tunnel network underneath the museum, making sure our exit path was clear.

“Nazhar, I thought we agreed that Eliza was going to be the one holding on to the map,” I said.

“It’s not my fault!” Nazhar said.

“It’s really not,” Eliza confirmed. “The maps we found at the National Archives don’t match up exactly to the actual architecture down here. They might be outdated, or maybe renovations were done at the Tate Modern recently that haven’t been reflected on the maps. We’re going to need to find you guys an alternative route. We’re making notes on our maps so we can guide you out later.”

“It’s a lot smellier down here than I thought it would be,” Mark said.

“Great,” James sighed. “Sherlock, why don’t we just do what—”

“Do your best, guys,” I said, cutting James off. “But try to be quick, okay? Once we’re in the museum building itself, we’ll be past the point of no return, and we will need that exit route as soon as possible.”

James stared daggers at me, but he knew exactly why he couldn’t finish what he wanted to say before.

“Inspector, are you ready?” I asked.

“Jimmy, Rupert and I are ready,” Inspector Lestrade said. She and her team were right outside the museum, hidden, until it was time for them to perform. “And our costumes are amazing.”

“Oh-they-truly-are-amazing,” Watson said.

“What? How can you see them?” I asked, turning to look at my robot.

“I-am-tapped-into-the-same-CCTV-camerafeedsthat-Moran-and-Dad-are,” Watson said.

Dad and Wendy started laughing over the earpieces.

“Please take photos for us!” Mom said.

Then I remembered Watson’s new upgrade (the one that didn’t involve hair).

“Watson, show us, please,” I said.

He projected a miniature version of Inspector Lestrade, Jimmy and Minion One— whose name was actually Rupert—dressed in Beefeater costumes, and which were, in fact, quite glorious. Using Uncle David’s (previously known as Uncle Baad) much more advanced holographic projection technology, we could see that the three of them were walking up the museum steps. They arrived right at the closed glass doors. It was almost time for us to drop in, so we stopped watching Watson’s projection and crawled more quickly along the vent.

When we arrived at the previously agreed upon location—right above the main entrance lobby—we saw four museum guards patrolling immediately below us. I knew that even if they looked up, they would not be able to see us through the vents, but I was still nervous.

“Decoy Team,” James said, “you’re up.”

“’Ullo, guv’nor!” Inspector Lestrade shouted so deafeningly that James and I both had to momentarily remove our earpieces. Two of the guards closest to the entrance jumped in fright and swung around to look at source of that shout. She was that loud; they could hear her through the thick glass doors.

“What is she doing?” James hissed.

“A terrible cockney accent?” I guessed.

James looked stunned, like he had been hit by a Star Trek phaser on its lowest setting.

“Could you give us an ’and then, luv?” Inspector Lestrade continued. “Me mates and I are a bit lost.”
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“Ma’am, you and your…mates…shouldn’t be here. The museum is closed for the day,” one of the guards said. “Are you—are you tourists?”

A second guard was trying not to laugh, and was gesturing for his fellow guards to come over.

“Why not? It’s a free country, innit?” Inspector Lestrade was on a roll.

“This lady is behaving very oddly, and we’re going to prison,” Rupert whispered.

“Stick to the plan, Minion One,” James said. “Help her.”

“I hope my mother never sees this,” Rupert muttered. Then, he said more loudly, “We’re in a bit of…uh…a barney.” I couldn’t see it, but I could sense his wince.

“I didn’t tell you to also adopt a ridiculous accent, Minion One,” James said, slapping his forehead with his palm.

“Monster trucks are the bee’s knees!” Jimmy shouted in what was very obviously a fake American accent.

“I think Jimmy might have fallen asleep during the briefing,” I said.

James had no words. I don’t think I had ever seen him this shocked.

“At least you can’t argue against the effectiveness of their performances,” I said. “Look.”

All four guards had gathered at the front entrance to gape at the three ridiculous people in front of them. The guards must have been extremely relieved that they were behind the thick glass.

“We-need-to-go-now,” Watson said. He continued to project a live video feed of what was happening right outside the museum, which we could watch even as we moved.

We carefully popped open the hatch in the vent. Watson extended his arms and legs and easily reached the floor. James and I deployed our ropes and started rappelling down while Inspector Lestrade, Jimmy and Rupert’s terrible accents kept the guards occupied (and deeply confused, one presumed).

James quickly descended and pulled his rope down to avoid leaving any evidence behind. However, halfway through my journey, my descender got jammed on the rope. I couldn’t untangle it. From what I could hear, it seemed as if Inspector Lestrade was running out of things to say in her horribly mangled accent.

James and Watson were waving at me to make my descent, but I still couldn’t move.

“Pull the rope,” I whispered. “I’m stuck.”

Watson and James grabbed my rope, and pulled. The anchor at the vent came off and I landed on my stomach with a loud thud. I had recently had a growth spurt, so there was a lot less tummy than there used to be. Ouch.

I froze, still flat on my tummy, and quickly looked at the guards to see if any of them had heard me fall. One of them was about to turn his head when Inspector Lestrade suddenly shouted, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” and then immediately launched into a rendition of the popular sea shanty “Blow the Man Down”. After a pause, Jimmy and Rupert broke into a jaunty jig next to her.
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The guard’s head snapped back to Inspector Lestrade, and James helped me up. I had had the breath knocked out of me, but I was fine otherwise. We quietly scurried towards the back of the entrance lobby, where the staircase to the storage area in the basement was located. We made our way down the staircase as Inspector Lestrade continued singing loudly— very loudly. I wondered how many verses “Blow the Man Down” had.

“Inspector-Lestrade-is-quite-a-good-singer,” Watson whispered as he started hacking the electronic lock on the door at the bottom of the staircase.

“What happened, Sherlock?” James asked. He looked irritated.

“My rope got stuck,” I replied. “I couldn’t move.”

“We were lucky that display outside the museum was so…” James grasped for a word.

“Amazing?” Watson offered.

“Sublime?” Wendy asked over the earpiece.

“Transcendental?” Moran said from where he was on the roof.

“Ridiculous,” James answered. “It was so ridiculous the guards could not help but gawk. We were lucky.”

Watson finished with his hack and the door opened. We walked into the museum’s archives.

“Dad, Moran, anything?” I asked, rubbing my stomach where I knew a bruise would show up.

“The streets are still empty, Master Sherlock,” Moran replied.

“And there’s nothing on the police scanner, son,” Dad said. “You’re still good.”

“Mom, Eliza, Nazhar? Have you found your way down there?”

“We’ve got good news and bad news,” Eliza said. “The good news is that we found the door from the archives into the tunnels, and you should be able to open it on your end.”

“Okay, great,” I said.

“What’s the bad news?” James asked.

“There are two guards posted outside that door,” Nazhar replied.

I sighed. James looked at me expectantly.

“We stick to the plan,” I said. “We’ll figure out a way to get them away from the door.” James shook his head, but said nothing.

“For now, let’s find that painting,” I said.

“Fortunately, we know exactly where it is,” James said.

“How-do-you-know-exactly-where-it-is?” Watson asked.

“What do you mean you know where it is?

How do you know that?” Nazhar asked. “That information wasn’t in any of the plans I could find.”

Before James could explain himself, we heard a sound from the other end of the archives. We immediately went quiet and squinted in the direction the sound had come from.

Suddenly, a bright light shone in our direction!
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CHAPTER EIGHT



Watson, James and I ducked behind some tables and shelving, avoiding the light that was sweeping across the area. I was the closest to the door we had just come through, with Watson behind a shelf next to my table, and James the furthest away, wedged between two shelves on the far wall.

“We have a problem,” I whispered into the hidden mike.

“What’s wrong?” Mom asked.

“There-is-another-guard-in-the-archives,” Watson said. “And-he-may-have-seen-us.”

“Eliza, we need the quickest route from the stairwell to the exit that leads to the tunnels,” I said.

“I don’t have the Tate Modern floor map with me,” Eliza said. “It’s at the command centre.”

“What?” Dad said. “It’s here?”

“Find it, Dad,” I said. “We need to get out of here as quickly as possible.”

“Give us a minute,” Wendy said. I could hear things being shuffled about. “There are a lot of maps here.”

“We don’t have a minute!” James hissed. He was in the most precarious position, as he didn’t have as much furniture to hide behind as Watson and I did.

“Found it!” Bok Joo announced.

The light source was getting closer.

“Are you almost here, Kat?” Dad asked. “I don’t think I’m going to be able to read this map.”
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“We’re heading back now, dear,” Mom said, “but we won’t make it in time. You have to do this. You can do this.”

“Umm… Okay, okay,” he said. He was clearly flustered. “Head to the wall across from the door you just came through. There should be an entrance to a side room.”

“Is there another way out of that side room?” James asked, wedging himself deeper in the recess he was in.

“Yes, there should be two other ways,” Dad said.

I risked a peek over the table I was hiding behind when the light swung away from me. The guard was coming closer. We had to move.

Watson grabbed a chalice of some sort that I hoped wasn’t a one-of-a-kind work of art and lobbed it behind the guard. It clattered loudly, and the guard immediately turned around and said, “Who’s there?”

I scurried as close to the floor as I could and joined Watson behind his shelf. James had moved out from between the two bookshelves and was looking for the door Dad had been talking about. He found it, but didn’t look happy.

“It’s locked,” he whispered.

Watson’s left hand retracted and his lock pick slid out with a quiet whoosh.

We hurried over and Watson niftily picked the lock. The three of us slipped into the room and, as gently as we could, closed the door behind us.

“Assistance needed at the archives. I repeat, assistance needed at the archives,” we heard the guard say. “I suspect we have intruders.”

James and I looked at each other with wide eyes.

“We’re on our way,” someone said through the guard’s walkie-talkie.

“Dad, where are those other ways out of this room?” I asked. “The archives are about to get crowded.”

“Um… Um… They should be to the left of the door you just entered,” Dad said.

We looked to the left and saw only more shelves with documents.

“There’s nothing there, Uncle,” James said.

“To the right, Dad,” Wendy said.

“Right, right! Sorry, to the right of the door you just entered! I need my Red Vines! Where are my Red Vines?!”

We turned our heads to the right and saw two doors. The first door was bolted shut with a big lock, and a heavy shelf had been moved right in front of it. The second door led back into the main archives room we had just left. Through the frosted glass window, we could see the guards’ torchlights being waved around.

“This is not good,” James said.

“Dad, we need another way out, and we need it fast,” I said.

“There’s no other way out, son!” Dad said in a panic. “It’s just those two doors!”

“I guess I’ll be unmasked before the deadline,” James said. He sounded resigned. I was surprised. I didn’t think the dastardly Fiendish Mastermind would give up this easily.

“I-have-an-idea,” Watson said. He went back to the door we had just entered and opened it a crack.

“What are you doing?” James asked.

Watson looked around and when he was satisfied, he threw the door open wide with a loud bang, surprising me and James.

He then projected an image of Inspector Lestrade in her Beefeater costume near the door at the stairwell.

“’Ullo, guv’nor!” the projection shouted before rushing up the stairwell—the guards had fortunately left that door open in their hurry to come downstairs.

“How did she get in? Hey! Wait! Somebody stop her!” The guards chased after the projection and disappeared up the stairwell, leaving the archives completely empty except for the three of us.

“That was… That was brilliant,” James said.

“I-know,” Watson said. “I-often-have-quitebrilliantideas. It-is-a-by-product-of-beingableto-think-for-myself.”

“I tell you what, I was against this whole ‘Mok’s Eleven’ idea, but I have to say, you’ve all been quite useful,” James said.

“First of all,” I said, “we’re not ‘Mok’s Eleven’. If anything, we’re Sherlock’s Eleven. And secondly, we’re actually Sherlock’s Sixteen, or did you forget about your minions?”

“I didn’t forget about them,” James said. “They just don’t count. They’re minions after all.”

“We-are-not-Sherlock’s-anything,” Watson said. “We-are-Wat-son’s-Watch.”

There was a collective groan from various people over the radio.

“Master Sherlock,” Moran said. “The completion of your mission has now become more urgent. A fresh batch of guards has just arrived at the museum entrance.”

“And they’ve called it in to the police, son,” Dad said. “You need to get out of there as soon as possible.”

“You said you knew where the painting was, James?” I asked.

He shot me a glance.

“You’ll have to explain to us how you know that, but for now, let’s just go get it.”

He gave a short laugh. “Sure, Sherlock. I’ll explain it to you. That’s not a problem.”

He led us to the far end of the archives, away from the door to the entrance lobby. There were a few other paintings by Liu Huimin, which Wendy had shown us previously, that were ready to be displayed.

“This is odd,” James said.

“What?” I asked.

“It’s not here,” he said.

“That’s impossible,” I said.

“They must have moved it,” James said. “But why would they?”

“Because there was a break-in last night,” Wendy said.

“What?” everyone said.

“Did the Mysterious Mastermind take the painting already?!” Jimmy asked. He, Inspector Lestrade and Rupert were back in the command centre with Dad, Wendy and Bok Joo. Mom, Eliza, Nazhar and Mark were on their way back there as well. That just left Moran, Liam and Noel on overwatch at the roof, and the three of us in the museum.

“No, the police on the scanner said nothing was taken last night, but that the staff had put some of the more expensive and famous pieces in a safe in the museum’s archives,” Dad said. “Maybe the Mysterious Mastermind attempted the theft, but failed for some reason?”

“That’s…possible,” Bok Joo said.

Hé Píng was Liu Huimin’s most famous painting. They would have definitely put that in a safe.

“Where’s the safe, Dad?” I asked.

“Hold on, give me a minute…” I heard papers rustling over the radio.

“I can’t find a safe on these plans,” Dad said.

“Let me look,” Eliza said.

“Oh, thank goodness you’re back!” Dad said. “Never leave me in charge again!” I could hear Dad scramble out of his chair and an “oof” from the person he had most likely tackled in a giant hug.

“You did fine, dear,” Mom said. “Very graceful under pressure.” I heard Wendy stifle a laugh.

“Sherlock, it’s in the southwest corner of the archives, near your exit,” Eliza said. “But remember, there are at least two guards in those tunnels. Possibly more, now that they’ve been alerted.”

We quickly went to the southwest corner of the archives and were greeted by a very large walk-in safe. There were three dials and two knobs, and one imposing looking keypad.

“How are we ever going to open this?” James asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I wish I could think of something clever to say or do, but I had nothing.

“I-see-you-need-me-to-bail-you-out-again,” Watson said, cracking his knuckles. Well, not really. He didn’t have any knuckles to crack, but he made a cracking noise while bending his fingers.

My robot always had a flair for the dramatic.
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CHAPTER NINE



Watson plugged his left hand into the keypad while his right quickly rotated one of the dials. He had extended his left leg so that it could feel the vibrations near the dial he was rotating. This meant he was standing on one leg, and looked somewhat ridiculous. I wished I had a camera with me. Well, I did, but it was Watson.

“Can you go a bit faster, robot?” James said. “I’m sure I don’t have to remind you about the guards pouring into this place.”
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“There-are-sextillions-of-combinationspossibleon-these-four-locks-James,” Watson said. “I-have-no-choice-but-to-brute-forcecrackthe-keypad-code. But-at-least-that-only-has-100,000-possible-combinations.”

“Is Watson going to punch his way through the keypad?” Jimmy asked through the earpiece.

“He just means he’s going through every possible combination, Jimmy,” I replied, “to figure out which is the right one.”

“You can’t brute force your way through the dials as well?” James asked.

“If-I-had-a-year-perhaps-I-could,” Watson replied.

“There are 60 numbers on each dial, and each dial requires three numbers,” I said.

“That’s 216,000 possible combinations per dial,” James finished. “I understand the maths. What I don’t understand is why he can’t go faster.”

“He can’t try combinations as quickly on a manual dial as he can on a computer keypad,” I said. “It’s not a digital lock.”

“So-I-have-to-crack-this-the-old-fashionedway,” Watson said. “By-listening-for-shiftingpins. The-first-dial-is-completed-by-the-way.”

“Great, only four quadrillion possible combinations left on the last three locks.” James was very tense, and understandably so. I was too. At any moment, a whole swarm of guards and policemen could come down here and catch us trying to steal some very famous artwork. But demanding that Watson go faster wasn’t going to help.

“Moran, how are things looking out there?” I asked.

“The police have not entered the building yet,” he replied. “They are currently only checking the perimeter of the building.”

At least one thing was going according to plan.

“The guards seem to be arguing with the police,” Bok Joo said. “Which is odd.”

“Second-dial-is-completed,” Watson said.

“Go go Safecracking Watson!” Jimmy said. “Punch your way through that dial!”

“He’s not punching anything for real, Jimmy,” Wendy commented.

“I’m not sure if we should be proud or alarmed at how good Watson is at this,” Mom said.

“Fear-not-Mom,” Watson said. “I-will-onlyusemy-powers-for-good.”

“At this rate, the keypad might be our biggest hurdle,” I said.

“Keypad-is-completed,” Watson said.

“Or maybe not,” James said.

“It-only-took-me-56,327-tries to get the code of 12114,” Watson said.

I opened the tube, pulled out the painting and unrolled it. We still had to switch the two artworks, and I was certain that the one in the safe was mounted in a frame and ready to hang.

“Third-dial-is-completed,” Watson said. His two hands extended to reach the two knobs. He inserted his fingers into the large locks and picked them at the same time. I made a mental note to train myself to also be ambidextrous.

He turned both knobs simultaneously and the safe finally opened. James darted into the large safe and began looking for Liu Huimin’s Hé Píng on the various shelves inside. I started looking on the opposite end.

“I found it,” James said. He pulled out the framed painting and presented the back of it to Watson. My robot used his screwdriverhand to swiftly remove the screws holding the acrylic frame together while I picked the painting I brought with us off the floor. Once Watson had removed the back of the frame, James quickly but meticulously removed the painting while I substituted it with the double. Watson replaced the frame and put the screws back firmly as James handed me the painting. I carefully rolled it up and put in the carrying tube. Once the frame looked more or less like it had before we found it, James put it back in its original position. I slung the tube over my shoulder again as Watson closed the safe door and spun the dials.

“It-is-like-we-were-never-here,” Watson said.

“Now to get past the guards in the tunnels,” James said.

“I cannot help you in that regard, Master James,” Moran said. “There are no cameras that I can access there except for the one right outside the door. I have no view of the insides of the tunnels at all.”

“What does that camera show you?” I asked.

“It looks clear, but it has looked clear the entire time I have been patched in,” Moran said. “I never saw the two guards in the tunnel Miss Eliza mentioned.”

“Okay, you, Liam and Noel can head back to the command centre, Moran,” I said. “Thank you for keeping an eye out for us.”

“You are most welcome, Master Sherlock.”

“There’s a pretty good chance that an alarm will sound as soon we open that door,” James said.

“Eliza, which direction should we run towards once we’re in the tunnels?” I asked.

“Assuming there are no guards in your way, just run straight ahead,” she said. “Good luck.”

James, Watson and I nodded at each other. Watson got ready to hack the electronic lock while I grabbed the doorknob, ready to turn it and run.

As soon as Watson had finished, a deafening alarm blared throughout the archives, and presumably the rest of the museum too.

“That did it,” Mom said. “The police are now entering the museum.”

“Cheese it! It’s the fuzz!” Dad yelled.

“What?” Mom replied.

We ran through the now open door and immediately saw two guards in front of us. They were more startled than we were, so we were able to quickly dodge and run around them. However, they quickly regained their composure and began to chase us while shouting into their walkie-talkies.

“Eliza!” I shouted in my mike. “Directions!”

“Turn left now and immediately slide under the low beam!”

We did as instructed and saved ourselves a hard thwack to our faces. The two guards weren’t as lucky, as they barrelled straight into the beam and fell over backwards.

“Turn right and run until you see a wall, then turn left again!” Eliza continued.

“Are you sure they shouldn’t go left, then right?” Nazhar asked. I could hear him madly rustling papers.

“Yes, I’m positive, Nazhar,” Eliza replied. “Don’t confuse them!”

We ran as instructed, but I was getting winded very quickly. I wasn’t going to be able to keep this up for much longer.

“Where to now, Eliza?” James asked.

“Go straight until you see an opening on your right,” she replied. “Follow that tunnel until you see the manhole above you, about 300 metres from where you enter the tunnel. That’s your way out.”

I really wanted to stop running and catch my breath, but I could hear the guards close by behind us. We had to keep up our pace. Then I saw the tunnel Eliza had told us about, but before we could get there, the floor gave way underneath us!

We tumbled into a set of tunnels that was under the one we were just in, sending a cloud of dust flying into the air.

“Sam! Watson!” Mom shouted.

I coughed. “We’re okay, Mom,” I said. “We’re okay, right?”

James tried to wave the dust away from him as he choked, but he gave me a thumbs-up.

Watson used his vacuum cleaner function in his secret storage compartment to suck up as much of the dust as he could.

“Yes, we’re okay, but we seem to have fallen into a deeper set of tunnels,” I said.

“Oh!” Nazhar shouted. “Those are the unused Tube tunnels! They were dug a while back but never used. They were supposed to link up the cultural areas south of the Thames to Hyde and Regent’s parks, but the city planners ended up scrapping the plans halfway. See, Eliza? I know things!”

We heard shouting above us, and started running in a random direction. After about five minutes or so, I couldn’t take it any more. I stopped and doubled over. My stomach was starting to hurt rather badly, not just from the running, but also from having landed on it in the entrance lobby of the Tate.

“I think we’ve lost them,” James wheezed.

“But-I-think-we-are-also-lost,” Watson said.

It was true. I had no idea where we were. “Eliza, any way you can direct us?” I asked.

“You’re too deep underground,” Nazhar said. “We can’t get a ping off Watson’s GPS.”

“Master Sherlock?” Moran said. “I don’t know if this will be helpful, but I’m still tapped into the CCTV cameras and the museum seems to be emptying of all the police. Even most of the guards are outside now. Perhaps they are satisfied no one else is in the building?”

“We should split up,” James said suddenly. “We have a better chance of escaping if we’re not all together.”

This was what I had been waiting for all night—an opportunity for James to be too clever for his own good.

“What-do-you-mean?” Watson said.

“What are you planning, James?” Wendy asked through the radio.

“Nothing,” he said. “I just work better alone.” He smirked at me. “And to prove it, I’m going to let Sherlock hang on to the painting, so you won’t think I’ve planned to run off with it.”

“You’re going to let Sherlock keep the painting?” Bok Joo asked.

“Yes, Minion Two,” James replied. “Just so that our partnership can last a bit longer before we inevitably become enemies again.”

“You’ve always been our enemy,” Jimmy said.

“I think if you just follow the tunnel, you’ll end up in Hyde Park,” Nazhar said. “So there’s no need for you to split up. The walk will take about an hour though.”

“You think, or you know?” James asked.

“Umm…” I could hear Nazhar scratching his head as he rustled more papers.

“That’s what I thought,” James said, a sneer in his voice. “I’ll take my chances alone, thank you.”

“Wait,” I said. “Eliza, can you read the map any better?”

“The map shows where the line should be, but not if the tunnel has actually been dug,” Eliza said. “It’s a gamble no matter which direction you go in.”

I was afraid of that.

“Okay, fine, let’s split up,” I said. “I’ll look after the painting and head this way to what will hopefully be Hyde Park.”

“I-will-head-in-the-opposite-direction-andhopefullyemerge-in-Southwark,” Watson said.

“And I’ll go back towards the way we came and head to our original exit,” James said. “Minion Five, please have the car waiting for me.”

There was no reply from Mark.

“Minion Five?” James repeated. “I will demote you to Minion Ten if you do not reply this instance.”

“He’s gone,” Bok Joo said. “Mark’s not here.”

“What?” James asked.

“I heard a door open and close,” Inspector Lestrade said, “but I thought someone had just gone to the restroom.”

“That’s rather…suspicious,” James said. He paused for a moment, frowning. I could almost hear the gears in his brilliant mind turning. He blinked. “No matter. Minion Four?”

“Yes, Master James?” Noel replied.

“Get the car to wait for me.”

“Yes, Master James.”

“Okay, everyone, radio silence from here on out,” I said. “No sense in letting the police know who we’re working with if one of us gets caught. I’ll see you back at the command centre.”

We split up.

∗ ∗ ∗

After an hour of trudging through a dark tunnel, I finally emerged in Hyde Park. I found a bench and sat down, placing the tube holding Liu Huimin’s painting next to me. I was exhausted, but all I had to do now was wait. I couldn’t believe our plan had succeeded, and so well too. Sure, we had a few close calls here and there, and I was almost certain James would have figured something was up, but it didn’t look like he ever suspected a thing. Maybe he was slipping, or maybe the Mysterious Mastermind had really rattled him.

I had almost felt sorry for him, but reminded myself that the only reason this was happening to him was because of his criminal ways. And, if he were caught today, it would be for the same reason.

Hopefully, the Mysterious Mastermind would also be as predictable.

After a few more minutes, someone walked towards me. It was Mark, James’ Minion Five.

“Hello, Mark,” I said. “Why are you here? I thought you would be at the command centre with everyone else.”

“I was, but Master James said to come here and get the painting from you,” Mark said.

“I’m pretty sure he didn’t say that,” I said, opening the tube and pulling out the painting. “There’s no reason he would want this.”

“Uh, why not?” Mark asked. “As you know, Master James needs that painting to prove to the Mysterious Mastermind—”

“But this painting is a fake,” I said, letting Wendy’s forgery drop onto the wet grass. “And more importantly, James knows this is a fake. He helped me plant it, after all.”

Mark was visibly confused, and suddenly very worried.

“I think… I think I should go,” he said.

Watson appeared behind him, letting his invisibility melt away. “I-think-you-shouldstay,” he said.

“Watson, let’s show Mark what happened to James about a half hour ago,” I said.
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Watson projected the video playback from the CCTV cameras inside the museum. James had sneaked back into the archives of the Tate Modern. Now that he knew all the combinations, the only trouble James had with the safe was picking the two locks at the same time, which he ingeniously solved by using an umbrella that had been lying around. The safe opened and James walked in. A few moments later, he walked out holding what he thought was the actual Hé Píng. Shortly after that, a squad of the Metropolitan Police Service surrounded James. Officer Siva was with them and he led James away.

“What was that?” Mark asked. “That’s not real! Your robot made it up!”

“How about we go to the station and get everything sorted out?” a large bush situated between two smaller bushes said.

Mark jumped about 10 feet into the air.

Inspector “the shrub” Lestrade stepped forward and put her hand on Mark’s shoulder. He put his face in both his hands.

“Yes,” I said. “Let’s do that.”
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CHAPTER TEN



New Scotland Yard was buzzing.

The police station on the Victoria Embankment off the Thames was always hectic, as it was a large metropolitan station where crimes were being investigated at all hours. But that night was somewhat special. Many police officers had come in to see the Singaporean detectives and the criminal mastermind who was an 11-year-old boy.

“How did you manage to pull this off?” James snarled. He was seated in a wooden chair in one of the interrogation rooms. The door was open as James wasn’t officially being questioned—his parents were on a plane and would not arrive for at least 12 hours. Officer Siva and a local officer were standing guard as James had tried to make a break for it twice already. Four of his five minions were seated behind the two officers. They hadn’t tried to escape. The Supper Club was also there, except for Inspector Lestrade. She was attempting to track down the fifth minion, but I was pretty sure she’d come back emptyhanded. Mark had confirmed my suspicions.

“You’re not this smart, Sherlock,” James said. “I know you’re not this smart.”

“He clearly is,” Eliza said.

James ignored Eliza and asked again, “How did you do this?”

“A double bluff,” I said.

“Double…?” Mark asked.

“Yes, Mark, double,” I said. “The first bluff was making sure all of you only saw what we wanted you to see. From the very beginning, I suspected that one of you was the Mysterious Mastermind, and I told James this. He had figured the same thing, which is why he called me. He wanted to catch one of you in the act. You were in the best position to take advantage of your boss’ plans. You were in on the whole thing, after all. You helped him choose a crime, you helped him gather information and resources, you even helped him plan the whole thing. It stands to reason that one of you stole the Lewis Chessmen right from under him.”

James’ classmates started to protest their innocence.

“One of you did do it, and we had to pretend to steal something that James and I had already stolen. We had to put on a very elaborate show for you tonight,” I continued.

They began murmuring amongst themselves, Liam and Noel in particular, as did some of the London officers.

“We broke into the Tate Modern, as you saw, and those poor guards had no idea what was going on. I’ll have to apologise to them and explain everything before we leave. But the police knew what was happening.”

“They knew?” James said. “Of course the police knew.” James smacked himself on the forehead. “That’s why they didn’t enter while we were in there, and why they were still there when I went back. You told them.”

“I’ll get to that,” I said. “What you didn’t know was that James and I had already broken into the museum the night before, and switched out the real painting for one of Wendy’s forgeries. The plan was to then switch the artworks again tonight, so that the Mysterious Mastermind would think I had the real painting. James and I were the only ones who would know we’d actually put the authentic Hé Píng back where it belonged, and taken Wendy’s forgery.”

“You must have done something that alerted the guards to your presence last night,” Nazhar said.

“They did,” Officer Siva replied. “They didn’t put a painting back in its proper place. The museum assumed that it was one of the staff who left it out, but just in case, they notified the guards.”
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“Yes, that’s why they had secured what they thought was the real painting in the safe, nearly ruining tonight’s plans in the process,” I said.

“You knew I’d go back,” James said.

“We weren’t sure,” Officer Siva said. “But we couldn’t risk it. All you had to do was walk away, James, and you would have been fine.”

“Did you come all this way just to arrest me?” James asked glaring at the police superintendent.

“I’ve actually been here the whole time. We were on the plane together,” Officer Siva said.

“Who do you think kept texting Eliza and Michael?”

“What?” James looked astounded.

“‘It’s all good!’” Dad exclaimed, beaming. “I’m getting good at our code phrase. Pity we won’t need to use it any more.” Eliza shook her head, but she was smiling.

“Sending photos of restaurants as a sign that things are going according to plan was also a good idea, Eliza,” Officer Siva added. “Everyone knows Sherlock Sam always seeks out the best food wherever he goes so it wouldn’t be suspicious.”

“That was the second bluff,” I said. “And it was designed to fool you, James. Because I couldn’t be sure that you wouldn’t go back for the painting, or would somehow take what you thought was the real painting at any point. So we had Officer Siva and the London police replace the real Hé Píng with one of Wendy’s forgeries before we broke into the museum last night.”

James gave a mirthless laugh. “So what you’re telling me is that I stole a forgery not once, but twice.”

“That’s right,” Officer Siva said. “You never even saw the real painting. It’s been held safely here since yesterday evening. I went to their serviced apartment before you did and took one of Wendy’s excellent forgeries. Then you took the second forgery, thinking it was the first.”

“I really don’t know if we should be proud or alarmed that our children are such excellent international art thieves,” Mom said, wincing slightly.

“Well, credit where it’s due,” James said. “You’re a phenomenal artist, Wendy. Your forgery had me quite fooled. I wouldn’t have gone back for it otherwise.”

Wendy gave a small curtsy, obviously proud of her work.

James then looked at me. “And you too, Sherlock. This entire time I thought I was deceiving you, but in truth, you were deceiving me.”

He smiled and shook his head. “I was so proud of myself for convincing you to not tell your friends about our first break-in last night, but they had known the whole time.”

“Sherlock doesn’t keep secrets from us!” Jimmy said.

“It’s like I’ve been telling you from the moment we met, James,” I said. “My friends are important to me. They’re the only reason I am such an effective detective.”

“Sherlock’s Eleven, indeed,” James said. I couldn’t quite decipher James’ expression, but I knew that this would not be the last time I encountered him, despite his seeming acceptance of his fate.

“We-are-not-Sherlock’s-Supper-Club,” Watson said. “We-are-all-the-Supper-Club-together.”

“But wait,” Dad said. “Who’s the Mysterious Mastermind?”

“Did you ever figure that out, Sherlock?” Nazhar asked.

“Yes, Sherlock, did you ever figure out who the Mysterious Mastermind is?” James repeated in a drawl. That was when I knew— he had figured it out as well. But like me, he was a step too late.

I turned back to the minions. “Yes, I did, but unfortunately, not soon enough. Like I said, we suspected one of the minions, but I think the Mysterious Mastermind began to realise something was off when the police wouldn’t go into the museum, and then knew something was definitely wrong when last night’s break-in was mentioned over the police scanner.”

“It wasn’t Master Mark?” Moran asked.

James scoffed, rolling his eyes. “Mark isn’t smart enough.”

“No, it wasn’t Mark,” I said. “I knew somebody would show up at the park to try and take the painting from me, but Mark honestly thought he was still working for James.”

“I would promote you back up to Minion One for being so loyal, but you were duped so easily, so I think I will leave you as Minion Five,” James said.

“You were duped too,” Mark snapped. The rest vigorously nodded in agreement.

“Maybe we don’t want to be your minions any more,” Rupert said. “Maybe you should be our minion now instead.” The other minions cheered, “Yeah!”

“I don’t think anybody is going to be anybody’s minion for quite some time,” Officer Siva said. They fell silent.

“But no, it wasn’t Mark. It was the person who told Mark that James wanted him to get the painting from me,” I said. “It’s the only one who’s not here right now.”

Mark looked at Rupert. Liam looked at Noel. Rupert looked at Liam. Noel looked at Mark.

They realised it at the same time.

“Bok Joo!” they shouted.

Officer Siva’s phone rang.

“That’ll be Inspector Lestrade with good news and bad news,” I said.

Officer Siva answered his phone and put it on the table in front of James. “You’re on speaker, Inspector. Please go ahead,” Officer Siva said.

“I have good news and bad news,” she said.

Officer Siva smiled at me.

“The good news is that I am wearing an amazing chess piece costume of a Knight, and the bad news is that no one here appreciates it,” she said.

“Inspector Lestrade,” I said. “I’m pretty sure you have another set of good news and bad news.”

“What? I do?” she asked. “Oh, yes, I do! The good news is that we found the Lewis Chessmen in the dorm room, just like you said, and will be able to return them to the British Museum.”

The police who had been listening in suddenly erupted into cheers.

“Yes, yes, it is very exciting,” Inspector Lestrade said. “However, the bad news is that Ms Kim Bok Joo is nowhere to be found. She seems to have vanished into thin air.”

“I figured it out too late,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

“No!” Jimmy shouted. “You’re still Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective!”

“Even-when-pretending-to-be-London’sgreatestinternational-art-thief,” Watson said.

The police station erupted into cheers again.

It made me feel better.

∗ ∗ ∗

As we were getting on the Interpol plane Inspector Lestrade had procured for us again (this time without any “administrative errors”), I wondered how the conversation between James and his parents was going. Their plane had touched down in London an hour or so earlier, and his parents would likely just be arriving at the police station. It was probably not a pleasant conversation, and I did not envy any of them at all.

Inspector Lestrade and Officer Siva had used the Metropolitan Police Service databases to look up Kim Bok Joo in various registries, but couldn’t find a single mention of her outside of her enrolment at Morrison College. She had mentioned her father was back in Seoul, but that could have been a lie too. Maybe she’d never even been to Korea.

Before we left London, we did manage to squeeze in a visit to 221B Baker Street and it was incredible. The museum had a recreation of Sherlock Holmes’ study and it looked exactly how I imagined it would from the books! Watson was very pleased to have his photograph taken in Doctor Watson’s bedroom. Also, Dad and Mom bought me a Victorian-style magnifying glass and deerstalker cap from the gift shop. Inspector Lestrade said that she could help me with my costume if I ever wanted to cosplay Sherlock Holmes in the future!

The Supper Club were all sitting in our seats on the plane and getting ready for the flight when Watson suddenly said, “Something-ishappening.”

“Yes, I concur,” Moran said. “Something is happening.”

“Huh? What is?” I said. I got up to walk over to the two robots when an image of the girl we knew as Bok Joo suddenly projected itself out of Watson.
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“You almost had me, Sherlock,” she said. “And I would be lying if I said I wasn’t surprised at how good you are at this. No wonder James holds you in such high regard.”

“Where are you?” I asked.

“I’m in Seoul, of course, and if you want to catch me, you’ll need to come here and play my games,” she said.

“You’re in Seoul? When did you get there?” I asked. I had a sinking feeling in my tummy, and it wasn’t hunger.

“I didn’t quite know what exactly was happening towards the end of your little heist, but I knew something was definitely up. And there was no way I was sticking around like the rest of those imbeciles. But not before I sent Mark on his little errand for Master James,” Bok Joo added, smiling. “Did you really think I would get caught cheating in class, Sherlock? I guessed that James had something on his minions so I needed him to have something on me too.”

I realised I had been utterly fooled and disarmed by Bok Joo’s sob story.

“The theft of the Lewis Chessmen and my threat to unmask James, that was all for you, Sherlock. I wanted him to bring you to London so I could observe you in action. And I must say, you are quite impressive—you and your team. But I’m not like James. I’m not going to underestimate you the way he did. He always tries to match wits with you and that’s clearly the wrong way to challenge you. No, my games are going to be far more ingenious than that. And fun!” Bok Joo added, beaming.

“Why would I go to Seoul when Inspector Lestrade can just alert her Interpol colleagues?” I asked.

“Because you’ll never be able to put them back without my help, and I won’t help if you involve any other police besides the two on this plane,” Bok Joo replied, the glee apparent in her voice. She sounded so different from the girl we had met in London.

“Help put who back where?” I asked.

“Get to Seoul as quickly as you can,” Bok Joo said. “I’ll have someone waiting for you at Incheon Airport. Oh, and since I’m really nice, I’ll give you a small hint.”

I waited.

“My real name isn’t Kim Bok Joo. And if you had been paying attention to everything I’ve said while we were in London, you’ll know what I mean.”

She winked and her image blinked out as Watson’s projector shut down.

“What did she mean?” Nazhar asked.

Moran looked himself up and down, paying close attention to the fingers on his hands.

“I have no idea,” Eliza said, “but I for one am quite done playing other people’s games.”

“I agree with Eliza,” Mom said. “Let Inspector Lestrade and Officer Siva handle this. You guys have holiday homework, you know.”

Watson started looking at his arms and legs as well.

“Do not worry, Kat,” Inspector Lestrade said. “I will contact my superiors and let them know that another child mastermind is loose in Seoul. They’ll definitely want to capture the thief responsible for taking the Lewis Chessmen.”

“And I’ll let London Metro know their thief is in Seoul, so they can follow up on the lead,” Officer Siva said.

“She’s definitely mysterious and not a prata or hamster mastermind,” Jimmy added, nodding.

“She had to have meant something,” Nazhar persisted. “If I’ve learned anything about these masterminds, it’s that they always mean something with their cryptic remarks.”

“Maybe she thinks we can’t put the Chessmen back without her help?” Jimmy asked. “Maybe she thinks we don’t know where the horsies go?”

“Watson, run a self-diagnostic,” I said. “I want to know how she was able to hack your projector.”

“I-think-that-is-going-to-be-a-problem,” Moran said.

“I concur, Master Sherlock,” Watson said. “This is going to be a very big problem.”

I looked at the two robots.

“Bok Joo said, ‘Because you’ll never be able to put them back without my help,’” Mom murmured, her eyes widening as realisation dawned on her. “Oh my. You poor boys.”

Watson and Moran looked at each other then down at themselves again.

“This-is-unacceptable,” Moran said. “I-amnotamused.”

“Would anyone like some…I do not have any scones, but I seem to have a very large stash of Khong Guan biscuits,” Watson said, his hands fiddling inside his secret compartment. “And no tea bags but there are packets of Milo.”

“Wow,” Jimmy said.

Wendy, Eliza and Nazhar had their mouths hanging open. Dad was already looking at Watson’s circuitry. He looked up at me and shook his head.

“This—this isn’t something that I can just fix, Sam. I’m an engineer, not a programmer,” my dad said. “I’m going to have to take them apart, and even then, it might not work.”

“Inspector Lestrade,” I said, staring at my two robotic friends.

“Yes, I understand,” she said, blinking. “I need to make a few more…administrative errors.”

“Seatbelts on, Supper Club,” I said. “We’re going to Seoul.”
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We wrote this story for the winner of the Sherlock Sam Cosplay Contest that was held on Saturday, 11 June 2016. It took place during the launch of Sherlock Sam and the Comic Book Caper in New York at BooksActually. The winner's name is Sivesh, and he made his own fantastic Watson costume, as you can see. He loves comics and his favourite place to shop is at Northpoint City in Yishun. We used these facts to write this mystery in which he stars. This story is set some time before the Battle of the Brains duology.
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“What’s the most delicious stall here?” I asked.

“Hmmm, the nasi briyani is pretty good, as is the chicken curry, but I never eat there because my mom makes the best chicken curry,” Sivesh said. “You can’t really go wrong with any of the stalls, though. The food here’s all quite delicious.”

“If-you-make-Sherlock-choose-betweendifferentkinds-of-food-we-will-be-here-allday,” Watson said.

“It’s true,” Wendy said. “He once spent half an hour just staring at the food at a buffet because he couldn't decide what to eat first."

Jimmy giggled. “Sherlock is like my hamster, Benjamin. If we give him two different kinds of vegetables, he’ll just gawk at both until we take one of them away.”

We were standing in the middle of the Kopitiam food court in Northpoint City, and as much as I hated to admit it, my friends were right. It was very hard for me to choose what to eat when given too many excellent options— especially when one of the options wasn’t “everything”.

“I wouldn’t mind the nasi briyani,” Nazhar said.

Eliza agreed, nodding her head.

"Okay, let's get the briyani then,” Sivesh decided.

We walked over to the stall and started to order our food. We had come to the mall to accompany Sivesh, who wanted to get his favourite poster framed at a framing shop. It featured the Justice League fighting Darkseid, and was drawn by Sivesh’s favourite artist, Ivan Reis. I had met Sivesh online, when we played a few matches of Rocket League against each other. He was much better than I was at the game where cars play football, but when Watson started playing and beating us both, we teamed up against him. Unfortunately, we still lost.

After lunch, we went to look for the framing shop.

“Where’s Moran, Jimmy?” Eliza asked. “He didn’t want to come out today?”

“He’s at home learning how to make mee siam from Mama and sinigang from Auntie Gina,” Jimmy said. “He really likes cooking!”

“Maybe he can learn how to make my mom’s chicken curry,” Sivesh said.

“My dad makes an excellent ayam penyet,” Nazhar said.

“Yes, Moran should go to everyone’s house so he can learn to cook all the delicious food in the entire world,” I said.

“Eww, stop drooling,” Wendy said.

“I’m not drooling,” I said, wiping my mouth.

We located the framing shop and went in.

“Hello, Auntie!” Sivesh said. The auntie behind the counter turned away from a mahogany frame she was working on. She had gray hair, and wore red glasses, a white apron, a blue shirt with matching pants, and brown gloves stained with the red from the mahogany frame. She smiled brightly at Sivesh.

“Hello, Ah Boy! What can I do for you?”

“I would like to get this framed, please.” Sivesh handed over the tube containing his prized possession. The auntie carefully removed her gloves and checked her hands for stains before taking it from him. Her young assistant came out from the office just as she unrolled the poster.

“Wow!” the assistant exclaimed. “That’s a nice Ivan Reis poster. And it's autographed! You know, Ivan Reis is the second-best modern Green Lantern artist, after only Ethan Van Sciver.” The assistant was wearing a Green Lantern T-shirt. I deduced he probably considered himself an expert on the subject. His glasses were the same shade of red as the auntie’s.

"Ivan Reis is my favourite artist,” Sivesh said with a grin. “So I’m going to have to disagree with ‘second-best’.”

The assistant laughed. “Fair enough. By the way, my name’s Fique, and I will talk to anyone about comics for hours if they’ll let me.” He grinned widely.

“Fique, stop bothering the boy,” the auntie said, waving her hand at him. “And take the poster and all this to the back. Be careful, ah, the paint is still wet.” She gestured at the mahogany frame she had been working on.

Uncle Fique did as he was instructed.

“It’s okay, Auntie,” I said. “We love talking about comics.”

Suddenly, a man in white lab coat rushed into the framing shop and said, “Sorry, Auntie Audrey, but I need change.”

“Again?” the auntie said, shaking her head. “That’s the second time today, Kelvin. You really need to remember to go to the bank more often.”

“Aiyah, I know, Auntie, but I’m shortstaffed today, and people keep paying me in big notes.” Uncle Kelvin, the man in the white coat, then turned to look at us.

"Oh, hello!" he said, "I work at the optometrist’s next door, so let me know if you ever need new pairs.” He smiled widely. He must have noticed that Nazhar and I wore glasses.

“Do you sell shorts?” Jimmy asked.

“What?” Uncle Kelvin said. “Shorts?”

“Yeah, shorts,” Jimmy said. “Sherlock’s favourite pairs are orange!”

“He means pairs of spectacles, Jimmy,” Eliza said. “He’s an optometrist from the spectacle shop next door.”

"Oh no, I'm just  an optician," Uncle Kelvin said. He smiled widely again.

Auntie Audrey took out some notes and a few rolls of coins from her cash register and handed them to Uncle Kelvin. He gave her a $100 note in exchange.

"Oh, that's a nice poster," Uncle Kelvin said. "Ivan Reis right? Wow! And it's autographed too! Must be worth a lot.”

“Wah, everybody is suddenly a comics expert," Auntie Audrey said, "Okay, okay, everyone, back to work and out of my shop. This poster will never get framed if we all just stand here and stare. Waste time only.”

Uncle Kelvin waved goodbye and rushed back to his shop. Auntie Audrey shooed us away. “The poster will be ready in an hour. You all go somewhere else and disturb other people for a bit.”

“You guys hungry?” I asked. My tummy rumbled.

“We literally just ate,” Eliza said.

“How could you be hungry again?” Sivesh asked, wide-eyed.

“How could you not?” I asked. “There’s a lot of really good food at that Kopitiam. The nasi padang stall looked quite good.”

“What did Mom say about eating second lunches?” Wendy asked, crossing her arms and tapping her foot.

“She said I could eat one occasionally?” I asked hopefully.

“Actually-she-said-that-not-even-Hobbitsatea-second-lunch,” Watson said.

Nazhar, Eliza and Sivesh burst out laughing. “That’s brilliant!” Nazhar said, tears in his eyes. “‘Not even Hobbits’!”

They continued laughing for some time.

I was defeated. We decided to walk around the mall for a bit, though I was able to turn the tables on my sister when we passed by the Confucius Mandarin Institute, a Chinese tuition centre.

Eliza and Wendy found a clothing shop they were interested in called Punk Star, so they went in and looked around. They asked Watson to accompany them to give them for his “unbiased” opinions while the rest of us went to the nearby video game shop PlayE.

“I think my favourite part about Rocket League is just how ridiculous it is,” I said. “I mean, cars playing football. That’s just great.”

“It really is,” Sivesh agreed. “And all the YouTube videos of people scoring amazing goals are super fun to watch.”

“I should play with you guys, but I’m really into Horizon: Zero Dawn right now,” Nazhar said. “There’s so much to do in that game.”

“I play LEGO Dimensions with Mama, Auntie Gina and my sisters,” Jimmy said. “My mom always brings us a new set when she comes home from her work trips, and she’ll even play with us for a bit. We just started Sonic the Hedgehog!”

"Oh wow," Nazhar said, "There's Sonic in that game?”

“Yup!” Jimmy said. “But our favourite is still Doctor Who.” Jimmy grinned his Jimmy grin.

We continued to browse the games for a while.

“I think your poster might be ready by now, Sivesh,” Eliza said from behind us. She was looking at the time on her phone. Wendy and Watson were with her.

"Did you find anything nice?" Nazhar asked.

“A few things,” Eliza said with a smile.

“Wendy-found-a-lot-of-ridiculous-things,” Watson said.

“They were not ridiculous!” Wendy said, rolling her eyes.

“They were a bit ridiculous,” Eliza said, grinning.

Wendy sulked, "Okay, fine, but they were still cool.”

We walked back to the framing shop to see if Auntie Audrey and Fique had finished framing Sivesh’s poster.

When we arrived, Auntie Audrey was looking quite worried.

"Oh! You're back!" she exclaimed a little too loudly. “So fast, ah?”

“Hi, Auntie,” Sivesh said. “Is my poster ready?”

“Erm… Not really,” she said. Her eyes darted left and right.

“Is something wrong, Auntie?” I asked, my Spidey-sense tingling.

"Well... it's just that..." She finally threw up her hands. “I’m very sorry, but your poster has gone missing.”

“What?!” Sivesh said. “I’m sorry, Auntie, but what do you mean it’s gone missing?”

“I mean, I was away from the shop for just a little while, and when I got back, the poster was gone!” Auntie Audrey said, wringing her hands. She looked very upset, and understandably so.

“Was it stolen?” Nazhar asked.

“It must have been!” Jimmy said. “Posters don’t just grow legs and walk out, Nazhar. Don’t be silly!”

Nazhar pointed at himself, looking confused since he clearly wasn’t the silly one.

“Where was Uncle Fique when you were out, Auntie?” I asked. Surely, the auntie wouldn’t have left her shop with all the expensive merchandise unattended.

“That’s the weird thing,” Auntie Audrey said. “He was here, but Fique says that he didn’t see anything!”

I turned to look at Uncle Fique, who was talking to a customer holding a set of photographs. He glanced over at me and gulped before turning back to the lady in front of him. Curious. How was a thief able to get behind the counter and into the back room without Auntie Audrey’s assistant noticing? Unless…

“It might be him, Samuel,” Eliza whispered. "Remember how much he knew about Sivesh's poster? He clearly knew how much it was worth. Who else could have had access to it?”

“Jacuzzi!” Jimmy suddenly shouted, pointing at Uncle Fique, who jumped and dropped the photographs he was holding. He quickly apologised to the customer and bent to pick them up.

“You mean ‘j’accuse’, Jimmy,” Wendy said. "Remember? Inspector Lestrade has corrected you about 15 times already."

“But-his-T-shirt-had-a-different-GreenLantern-from-the-one-on-the-poster,” Watson said.

“Watson is right,” I said before stopping abruptly. I could count on one hand the number of times I’d said those exact words. I was too stunned to continue.

“Well, the Green Lantern on my poster was Hal Jordan. The uncle was wearing a T-shirt with Guy Gardner on it. But I’m not sure that means anything,” Sivesh said, looking at me.

“Sivesh is right,” I said and immediately felt better. “Just because Uncle Fique was wearing a geeky Green Lantern T-shirt and knows about comics doesn’t necessarily make him the thief. If not, I would be a prime suspect.”

"Perhaps he was FRAMED," Jimmy said, holding up a photo frame that had been on the countertop.

I blinked. Nazhar looked at me and shook his head.

“Where were you when the poster went missing, Auntie?” I asked, turning away from Punny Jimmy. “Were you away for long?”

“No, no, I just went to buy lunch. I was only away for about 15 minutes," Auntie Audrey replied. “And I knew Fique was around. We take turns to get lunch and eat in when it’s busy.”

I noticed a plastic container of mee hoon kway sitting behind the counter. The lid was still on. I walked over and placed my hand above the container. It was warm. It appeared that Auntie Audrey was telling the truth.

Once I saw that Uncle Fique was done with his customer, I immediately walked over to him with Sivesh right behind me. I knew my friend had to be super anxious about his missing poster.

“Uncle Fique, you didn’t see anyone who could have taken Sivesh’s poster?” I asked.

“No! I’m very confused too! It suddenly got busy when Auntie Audrey went to get lunch," he said, scratching his head. "One man wanted his wedding photo framed, and then an uncle wanted his holiday photos done in a collage but his thumb drive wouldn’t work, and another lady wanted her graduation photos framed. Plus, she had her little sister with her who kept trying to touch the buttons of the cash register. Luckily, Kelvin was able to help. It was very busy, but even then, I don’t see how anyone would have been able to steal the poster!”

Sivesh frowned.

“Do you guys have CCTV?” he asked.

Uncle Fique looked at Auntie Audrey, who shook her head.

“It doesn’t make any sense, Sherlock,” Sivesh said. “And I don’t think Uncle Fique did it either. It’s not smart to steal something from your own workplace when you’re the only suspect.”

I had to agree with Sivesh. But without any security footage and with no other possible suspects, I was at a loss to explain the mystery of the pilfered poster.

“Did any of your customers come behind the counter at all? What about the little girl who wanted to touch the cash register?” I asked. Maybe it wasn’t a theft, and she had accidentally taken the poster?

“We never let our customers behind the counter,” Auntie Audrey quickly replied, giving Uncle Fique a look.

“Yes. We don’t. And the little girl was reaching over the counter,” Uncle Fique immediately replied.

“Hang on,” Sivesh said. He turned to look at me. Just then, something clicked for me as well.

“To the spectacle shop!” I yelled, dashing away with Sivesh hot on my heels. “Uncle Fique, please come with us!”

The shop assistant looked confused, but Auntie Audrey shooed him after us.

Uncle Kelvin was sitting at the counter when we arrived at the shop. There were no customers in the shop and he was polishing a pair of glasses with a cloth. When he saw us he frowned, then quickly smiled.

“Did you decide to take up my offer for new glasses after all?” he asked, standing up.

“Actually, we need your help with a case that fell into our laps,” I replied.

"A case where someone was FRAMED," Jimmy added, making a square with his fingers and holding it right up at his face.

Wendy, Eliza and Nazhar groaned. Watson’s circuits crackled.

“Sherlock, do you see what I see?” Sivesh asked me quietly, gesturing at the optician.

I nodded.

“Uncle Fique, you said that Uncle Kelvin came to your store when it was really busy?” I asked the framing shop assistant.

“He did?” Wendy asked. “When did he say that?”

“He said that Uncle Kelvin helped him with the little girl who wanted to play with the cash register, remember, Wendy?” Sivesh replied.

"Oh! I totally didn't hear that part," Wendy replied, looking sheepish.

“Yep. He needed change,” Uncle Fique replied. “But I was busy so I asked him to help himself. Auntie Audrey does it all the time. Lucky for me, he was there to help with the little girl.”

“You seem to have a stain on your white coat, Uncle,” Sivesh said, narrowing his eyes.

“What?” the optician asked, looking down at his lab coat.

“It-is-on-your-sleeve,” Watson pointed out. My robot only had one eye, but he seldom missed anything.

“Uncle Fique, what did Auntie Audrey ask you to do with the mahogany frame she was painting when we first arrived?" I asked.

“The what? The mahogany frame?” Uncle Fique replied.

“Yes. The mahogany frame that’s the exact same colour as the stain on Uncle Kelvin’s sleeve.”

Uncle Fique looked confused and turned to look at the optician, who was growing paler by the second.

“I must have touched it by accident when I made—made, er, change, er, at the cash register,” Uncle Kelvin stuttered. He quickly put his arms behind his back.

“But the frame was in the back room. Auntie asked me to put it there,” Uncle Fique said softly, almost to himself. I could almost see his brain working, but not really, because his head wasn’t transparent.

“Yes, you took it to the back room together with my poster, Uncle,” Sivesh replied. “I saw you do it. Sherlock did too.”

“Jacuzzi!” Jimmy yelped, pointing at the optician.

“It’s—never mind,” Wendy sighed.

“At-least-it-is-the-right-person-this-time,” Watson added.

"I believe if you check in the back office, Sivesh you might find your missing poster," I said.

Sivesh grinned and dashed behind the counter, dodging Uncle Kelvin, who tried to grab at him as he whizzed past. Uncle Fique quickly grasped the optician’s arm, earning himself a glare. Uncle Kelvin was loudly sputtering with indignation and threatening to call our parents if we didn’t stop. However, a couple of moments later, Sivesh dashed out of the back office, holding his previously missing poster.

“He hid it behind a shelf and I probably wouldn’t have seen it, but he didn’t notice that he had left reddish paint on the wall right next to his hiding place! It must have come off his sleeve. That’s how I found my poster!” Sivesh said.

“You-have-very-sharp-eyes-for-a-humanSivesh,” Watson said.

Wow. Was that an actual compliment from my robot? Sivesh must have really impressed him. The best I had ever received from Watson was “Congratulations for not falling down”.
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“What do you have to say for yourself now?” I asked the optician, who had fallen silent.

“Argh. I would have gotten away with it if not for your friend and his sharp eyes!” Uncle Kelvin seethed. Uncle Fique continued to hold on tightly to his arm so that he wouldn’t try to make a break for it. Auntie Audrey, who had rushed over from her shop when she heard the commotion, was already calling the police.

“Sherlock is Singapore’s Greatest Kid Detective!” Jimmy yelled.

"Only-if-he-is-not-faced-with-too-many-food-choices-that-would-distract-him,” Watson added.

“I couldn’t have done it without Sivesh’s help,” I said, grinning.

THE END






GLOSSARY

Ayam Penyet—Literally “smashed chicken”, this dish consists of white rice, a smashed piece of fried chicken, fried tofu, slices of cucumber, and a delicious sambal chili sauce. The chicken is smashed with a pestle in a mortar to make it softer.

Barbara Gordon—In the DC comic book universe, she is the daughter of Commissioner James Gordon of Gotham City, where Batman resides. Initially fighting crime as Batgirl, a heinous injury at the hands of the Joker left her in a wheelchair. She then took on the mantle of Oracle, a computer expert and hacker, who assisted other superheroes by feeding them valuable information.

Beefeaters—The nickname of the Yeomen Warders of Her Majesty’s Royal Palace and Fortress the Tower of London. The origin of the term Beefeater is uncertain, but might have come about because of a Duke of Tuscany who mentioned that the guards daily consumed very large portions of beef.

“Blow the Man Down”—A very popular English sea shanty with at least 23 verses.

Borough Market—One of the largest and oldest food markets in London, and currently located at Southwark. It has a lot of delicious gourmet food sold at more than 100 stalls and stands.

British Museum—First opened in 1759, the public museum dedicated to culture, art and history does not charge an admission fee (except for special exhibits that are on loan) and houses a staggering eight million or more works in its permanent collection. One of the best museums in the world.

Cass Art—A chain of art stores owned by Mark Cass. His first store was opened at 13 Charing Cross Road in 1984—that’s the store that the Supper Club visits in the story.

Charing Cross Road—A book lover’s paradise that is very well known for housing general, specialist and second-hand bookstores. It was also the inspiration for the book 84, Charing Cross Road, written by Helene Hanff.

Ddakji—A traditional South Korean game that is played using tiles made out of folded paper. The tiles are then placed on the ground. The aim is to use your paper tile to flip your opponent’s tile by throwing it at just the right angle, with just the right amount of force, at the other tile. If you succeed, you get to keep your opponent’s tile.

Doctor Who—The long-running British Broadcasting Corporation television series that features the Doctor, an alien time lord, and his human companions. The Doctor travels through time and space using his TARDIS, a British police box-shaped time machine. In an episode titled “Vincent and the Doctor”, the Dutch-impressionist painter meets the Eleventh Doctor and ends up painting the TARDIS into an alternate reality version of his famous The Starry Night.

Ethan Van Sciver—An American comic book artist who has worked for Marvel and DC. He has drawn such characters as Green Lantern, the X-Men, Superman, the Flash and the Batman.

Hobbits—A fictional humanoid race who inhabit J.R.R. Tolkien’s MiddleEarth fiction, including The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings. They are shorter than humans and elves, but taller than dwarves. They eat seven meals per day, including breakfast, second breakfast, elevenses, lunch, afternoon tea, dinner and supper. But not a second lunch.

Horizon: Zero Dawn—An open-world action RPG video game that takes place in a post-cataclysmic earth in which the player takes control of Aloy, a female warrior discovering the secrets of her world and fighting off many robots that resemble animals.

Hyde Park—Established by Henry VIII in 1536 as a hunting ground, Hyde Park is the largest park in Greater London. It contains the Serpentine and the Long Water, as well as Speaker’s Corner. Many concerts have been held in the park, as well as the triathlon competition during the 2012 Summer Olympics.

Ivan Reis—A Brazilian comic book artist who has worked for Marvel, DC, and Dark Horse. He has drawn such characters as Ghost, Captain Marvel, Iron Man, Green Lantern and the Justice League.

LEGO Dimensions—A toys-to-life platforming video game featuring various LEGO-ized characters from various franchises across pop culture. To play with the various characters, players must purchase the LEGO toys that feature them, and then place the characters on a gamepad in real life to play as the characters in the video game. Some of the franchises featured in the game include DC Comics, Lord of the Rings, Doctor Who, Adventure Time, Harry Potter, Sonic the Hedgehog and Ghostbusters (both modern and original).

Lewis Chessmen—A medieval chess set from the 12th century that was discovered in 1831 on Lewis, in the Outer Hebrides, Scotland. 82 pieces of the set are displayed at the British Museum and 11 pieces are at the National Museum of Scotland. They are carved out of walrus ivory and whale teeth, and have never been stolen.

Liu Huimin—A fictional Singaporean painter who painted the equally fictitious artwork titled Hé Píng.

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

Metropolitan Police Service—Informally known as “The Met” or “Scotland Yard”, they are in-charge of law enforcement for Greater London, as well as nation-wide counter-terrorism matters and protecting the British Royal Family. Their headquarters is at the New Scotland Yard on Victoria Embankment.

Mok’s Eleven / Sherlock’s Sixteen / Watson’s Watch—James, Sherlock, and Watson were referencing a famous American heist movie known as Ocean’s 11, which starred Rat Pack members Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin, Sammy Davis Jr and Peter Lawford. The 2001 remake, titled Ocean’s Eleven, starred George Clooney, Matt Damon, Julia Roberts and Brad Pitt, and spawned two sequels of lesser quality. Adan and Felicia watched these and other heist movies while writing this story.

Nasi Briyani—A Malaysian Indian rice dish consisting of briyani rice and a curried meat, usually chicken or mutton.

Nasi Padang—A hawker centre stall offering white rice and various pre-made Malay and/or Indonesian meat and vegetable dishes. This style of eating originates in Padang, the capital city of West Sumatra, Indonesia.

Popiah—A soft, thin paper-like crepe or pancake made from wheat flour that 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, and shredded omelette, shrimp and/ or crab meat.

Raclette Cheese—A semi-hard cow’s milk cheese that is usually fashioned into a wheel. It’s often used for melting, especially onto gherkin pickles and steamed potatoes. The cheese is heated and then scraped off the wheel. The French word racler means “to scrape”.

River Thames—The longest river in England, and the second longest in the United Kingdom. 33 bridges cross it in the Greater London area alone. The last time the River Thames froze over in London was in 1814, and it supported the weight of a full-grown elephant, which was led across the river.

Rocket League—An online video game in which players control rocketpowered cars and play football. As with regular football, you win a match by scoring more goals into the opponent’s net than they score into yours.

Salt Beef—Also known as corned beef, salt beef is a meat cured by large grain rock salt. It is incredibly tasty in sandwiches with pickles and grain mustard.

Scotland Yard—Officially New Scotland Yard, this is the headquarters of the Metropolitan Police Service, the force responsible for policing most of London. The original police building was located at 4 Whitehall Place, and had a rear entrance at Great Scotland Yard. This rear entrance became the public entrance to the police station, and eventually became synonymous with the station and the police force. New Scotland Yard is located on the Victoria Embankment.

Sherlock Holmes Museum—Located at the great detective’s address, 221B Baker Street, this house is protected by the government due to its “special architectural and historical interest”, and the ground floor study is kept as it was in Victorian Times. The museum is run by the Sherlock Holmes Society of England, a non-profit organisation, and contains the rooms of Holmes himself, Dr Watson, and Mrs Hudson, their landlord, as well as Holmes’ laboratory and the sitting room where Holmes and Watson did most of their thinking.

Sinigang—A Filipino stew known for its tamarind sour and savoury taste. It’s related to the Malaysian dish singgang. The meat in the dish, which can be fish, pork, beef, shrimp or chicken, is stewed together with the tamarinds, as well as tomatoes, garlic and onions. Other vegetables commonly used in the stew include okra, taro, white radish, kangkong, yardlong beans and eggplant. It can also be cooked with green long peppers to add a little spice, or locally-made miso, to add an umami flavour.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle—The original creator of Sherlock Holmes, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle wrote 56 short stories and four novels starring the detective. He also wrote the Professor Challenger novels and stories (including The Lost World), and was a medical doctor. His medical practice was located at 2 Devonshire Place, but he never saw a single patient, according to his autobiography.

Sonic the Hedgehog—A blue, insanely fast hedgehog. Originally developed for the Sega Genesis video game system as a Super Mario-killer during the American console wars of the 1990s, Sonic has appeared in video games, cartoons, toys, comics, and now LEGO.

Tate Modern—A modern art gallery located in Southwark, south of the Thames. The building is the former Bankside Power Station. Like other cultural museums in London, there is no admission charge to the Tate Modern, but major temporary exhibitions do require tickets to be purchased.
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SAMUEL TAN CHER LOCK a.k.a. SHERLOCK SAM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Born and raised in London, James moved to Singapore with his parents, and tried to outsmart Sherlock Sam. He failed, and went back to London. James’ intellect rivals Sherlock’s genius, but he cannot be distracted by delicious food. He enjoys cream with his scones and Earl Grey tea, hot. He was planning a comeback in London, but someone foiled his plans.
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BOK JOO

A new transfer student who is in the same class as James Mok, Bok Joo loves watching Korean dramas and the hit variety show Running Man. She also enjoys arts and crafts. Her background is rather mysterious—is Kim Bok Joo even her real name?
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SUSPICIOUS
SWITCHEROO
IN SEOUL!




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

In Sherlock Sam and the Mysterious Mastermind in Seoul, the Supper Club must chase their new adversary to South Korea where many cryptic conundrums await them! With Watson and Moran behaving strangely, will Sherlock and the Supper Club be able to puzzle their way through the various challenges set before them? Or will they be run ragged by their most rascally rival yet? Find out in the concluding instalment of the Battle of the Brains Duology!
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