
“Just-admit-that-you-ate-it,” Watson said.

“I didn’t!” I said.

We were at a kopi tiam across the street from 

Punggol Park with our new friend Ian, a six-

year-old boy from Upper Serangoon Road. 

We had been eating our lunches, and when 

no one was looking, the fried egg from Ian’s 

dan dan rice went missing! The Supper Club 

was blaming me for taking it, but I had been 

happily eating my own lunch.
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“Samuel, your face is all greasy,” Eliza said, 

wrinkiling her nose. “You’re clearly not telling 

the truth.”

“That’s from my chicken wing!” I said. “And 

it’s not that greasy,” I added as I wiped my 

face.

“Sam, are you sure?” Wendy asked, wiping 

her own face just in case. “Sometimes you eat 

something and later you don’t remember you 

ate it.”

“That only happened once!” I said.

Wendy lifted an eyebrow.

“Okay, maybe more than once.”

“ M y - m e m o r y - b a n k s - s a y - t h i s - h a s -

happened-a-total-of-389-t imes,” Watson 

said. “And-this-has-only-been-in-the-past-

few-months-since-you-have-built-me. If-we-

multiply-that-by-the-number-of-four-month-

intervals-before-you-built-me—”

“Alright, alright! We get the picture,” I said.

“Maybe it fell down?” Jimmy asked, looking 
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underneath the table. “I drop things all the 

time, and then I can’t find them.”

“In your hurry to eat your food, perhaps 

you didn’t realize the dan dan rice was Ian’s?” 

Nazhar said, poking at his mee rebus with his 

fork. “Then you didn’t do it on purpose.”

“For the last time, I didn’t eat the egg!”

“I believe you,” Ian said.

Eliza scoffed.

“If Sherlock says he didn’t eat my egg, then 

he didn’t eat my egg,” Ian insisted.

“Thanks, Ian, but the question remains, who 

did?” I asked.

I looked at all of the members of the Supper 

Club in turn, but quickly ruled them out as 

suspects. I believed they wouldn’t do such a 

thing, even if they apparently didn’t think the 

same of me.

“Look!” Ian shouted. “Over here!”

I rushed over to his side of the table and 

noticed some rice grains.
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“Ian, since you’re new to the detective 

business,” I said, “let me tell you what that 

is—”

“It’s a clue,” Ian said. “I know what clues 

are, Sherlock. I read a lot of Geronimo Stilton.”

“Right. Sorry.”

“We should follow it!” Jimmy said.

“Why? It’ll just lead back to Sherlock’s 

mouth,” Eliza said. “Plus, it’s very hot out. I 

would like to move as little as possible.”

“Eliza, Sherlock didn’t take my egg,” Ian 

said.

“Okay, how about this?” I said. “If you still 

believe I ate the egg, then you can sit here. If 

you don’t, then you can join Ian and me hunt 

down the true culprit.”

Almost everybody got up, leaving only Eliza 

seated.

She sighed. “Fine, you didn’t take the stupid 

egg,” she said, getting up. “But it’s still really 

hot.”
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Ian took the lead and followed the rice grain 

trail. It went out of the kopi tiam and across 

the street. Nazhar waited while the rest of us 

crossed at the nearby zebra crossing. When we 

got to the other side, Ian picked up the trail 

again. He was directly opposite Nazhar. We 

waited for Nazhar to cross the street safely as 

well, then continued following the trail into 

Punggol Park.

Once we got to the really grassy areas, it got 

harder to follow the trail. And then we lost it 

completely.

“The trail stops here,” Jimmy said. “Did the 

grass eat the egg?”

“Doubtful, Jimmy,” I said. “There are only 

thirteen kinds of carnivorous plants native to 

Singapore, and two of them are extinct. The 

plants still in existence are mostly bladderworts 

and tropical pitcher plants, neither of which 

are very interested in eggs. Also, they are 

stationary.”
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“Like pencils and rulers?” Jimmy asked.

“No, Jimmy, he means they stay in place,” 

Wendy explained.

“Found a rice grain!” Ian shouted.

Sure enough, he had picked up the trail 

again. We followed it all the way to the pond 

in the middle of Punggol Park, where it 

suddenly disappeared near the edge, in an area 

surrounded by trees.

“Did we lose it again?” Nazhar asked.

“Maybe a fishy took it?” Jimmy asked.

“Or a frog, which makes a lot more sense,” 

Eliza said.

“No, a frog wouldn’t have been able to get to 

the kopi tiam and back so fast,” I said.

“Maybe a squirrel?” Wendy asked. “Maybe 

it went up one of these trees instead of into the 

pond?”

“Anything walking would likely have been 

run over while crossing the street,” Ian said.

“Unless it was a human,” Nazhar said. “A 
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human would use the zebra crossing.”

“No,” I said. “Whatever took the egg didn’t 

use the zebra crossing, or else it would have 

left a rice trail leading us to it, and directly 

away from it.”

“What if the human jaywalked?” Eliza 

asked.

“Mama says that’s dangerous,” Jimmy said.

“Of course it is, but people still do it,” 

Nazhar said.

Ian suddenly looked up. “I don’t think it 

was a human.” Then he pointed at a branch. 

“There.”

I looked where he was pointing and saw a 

bird’s nest.

“Watson,” I said, “go take a look up there, 

but try not to disturb the bird.”

Watson extended his legs and peered into 

the nest. Then he came back down.

“There-are-three-baby-birds-eating-a-fried-

egg,” Watson said.
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“Of course!” I shouted. “A bird is the only 

animal that would be both fast enough to grab 

the egg without our noticing and get across the 

street without getting hit by a car! Ian, you’re a 

genius!”

“Does this mean Ian is now Singapore’s 

Greatest Kid Detective?” Jimmy asked.

“For today he is,” I said.

“Until-Sherlock’s-own-food-goes-missing-

anyway,” Watson said.

THE END
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