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Praise for THE SHERLOCK SOCIETY SERIES


[image: ] “A must-read; Ponti has crafted a delightful tale that combines humor, history, and heart into one captivating adventure.”

—SLJ, starred review, on The Sherlock Society
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—Publishers Weekly, starred review, on The Sherlock Society

“An environmental mystery featuring lots of clever detecting, a bit of danger, and real felonies to investigate.”

—Kirkus Reviews, on The Sherlock Society

“A winning mix of history, humor, and high-stakes sleuthing for returning fans of the series or new readers.”

—SLJ, on Hurricane Heist

“An engrossing caper with a cerebral tilt.”

—Kirkus Reviews, on Hurricane Heist
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FOR MY MOTHER, WHO

LOVED ART, FLORIDA,

AND THE IDEA OF ME

BEING A WRITER





1 Criminal Mischief

LATE NOVEMBER IN MIAMI CAN be colder than most people would think, but my hoodie was still soaked in sweat. That’s how fast I was pedaling. Although I’m sure my nerves had something to do with it too. I was in an industrial part of the city that never made it onto postcards or into travel shows. Windowless buildings and vacant warehouses lined uneven roads that made my bicycle shudder as I raced over them.

It was a cloudy night, and I rode along empty streets until I reached my target, an abandoned soft-drink bottling plant. For decades this was where a “secret blend of lemons, limes, and citrons” was turned into Mandarina soda. Now it was where I jumped the curb onto the sidewalk and took the leap from honor student to outlaw.

“STAMP,” I said aloud as I got off my bike and began pulling supplies from my backpack. Breaking the law didn’t come naturally for me, so I’d devised an acronym to make sure I didn’t skip any steps. (How gangster was that?) “Stencil, tape, air mask, paint.”

The stencil, which featured a cartoon monkey, was large enough that it had to be folded twice to fit into my bag. After flattening it out, I taped it to the wall and put on my mask, which not only protected me from inhaling aerosol chemicals, but also hid my identity in case there were security cameras nearby.

The spray paint was labeled SRA 94 Tangerine. I shook the canister, rattling the ball inside, and shot a blast of colorful mist into the air to clear the nozzle. One deep breath later, I began my career as a graffiti artist. It started poorly, with the can too close to the wall, so the paint was gloopy and dripped. Then I overcompensated by holding it too far away, which painted outside the edge of the stencil and all over my hand and sleeve.

I was still trying to get the hang of it when the police arrived on the scene, and everything was suddenly bathed in a swirl of red-and-blue light.

“Hands in the air and turn around,” commanded an officer.

I dropped the can, which clattered against the sidewalk, and turned to face him. Or rather, them. There were four police cars—strategically parked to block possible escape routes. As if that wasn’t enough, a helicopter arrived and trained a spotlight on me.

A pair of officers—one male, one female—approached me.

“Show your face,” instructed the male officer. Despite the temperature, he wore short sleeves that were snug on his muscular arms. His name tag read Vogel. “Do it slowly. No sudden moves.”

I carefully pulled back my hood and removed the mask. It was obvious from his reaction that he was expecting someone else.

“What’s the matter?” I asked. “Not who you’re looking for?”

That was my first mistake. It sounded more antagonistic than I intended and started our interaction off on the wrong foot.

The female officer, named Higuera, pointed out the obvious. “He’s just a kid.”

Vogel quickly scanned the scene, checking for accomplices lurking in the shadows. “Where’s your spotter?” he demanded.

“My what?” I asked, confused.

“Your lookout,” he explained. “The person who warns you if someone’s coming.”

I laughed. (Also not a good idea.) “I think the fact you got four cars here without me noticing is a pretty good sign I missed that class in graffiti school.”

Higuera had to suppress a smile, but Vogel was not amused. I may not have been who he’d expected, but he’d brought the cavalry and couldn’t just turn to the others and say “Oops.” Instead he started barking orders. “Two of you search the building and make sure no one’s inside. Two of you bag all the evidence and impound his bike.”

“Wait, you can’t do that!” I exclaimed. “I need my bike to get home.”

He scoffed. “You’re not going home.”

I couldn’t believe it. “You’re arresting me? For a little spray paint on an abandoned building?”

“That’s criminal mischief,” he replied, as though it should carry a life sentence. “And just one of the charges you’ll be facing.”

I had no acronym for this situation because I’d felt certain that, if caught, I’d be let off with a warning. At worst I thought I might be assigned a court date to explain myself to a judge. “I’m only twelve years old.”

“Your point?” asked Vogel.

“According to police department regulations, unless there’s a pressing safety issue, which there isn’t, you can’t put a twelve-year-old in handcuffs without permission from a lieutenant,” I replied. There were advantages to being the son of a lawyer.

“He’s right,” said Higuera.

Vogel’s cheeks turned crimson, and he growled, “Then get permission.”

While Higuera reached out to their lieutenant and the others processed the scene, Vogel led me off to the side. So far I’d been unintentionally confrontational, and I was determined to choose my words more carefully.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Alex, sir.”

“What’s in your pockets, Alex?”

“Just my phone.”

He held out his hand, and when I gave it to him, he smiled smugly. I worried that I’d just fallen for some sort of legal loophole trick. Technically, he hadn’t asked for the phone; I’d just surrendered it. While I considered this, he took it a step further by holding the screen up to my face to unlock it.

“Hey, you can’t do that!” I protested. “That’s an illegal search.”

“You seem to know a lot about the law,” he said as he fiddled with the phone. “Is that because you’re always breaking it?”

“No,” I replied. “It’s because my mother’s one of the best defense attorneys in the city.”

This gave him pause, but he quickly recovered and said, “Then she’ll explain that I did nothing illegal. I only used your face to unlock the phone to put it in airplane mode so no one can erase it remotely. We’ll secure it with the other evidence and wait until we get a search warrant before we start digging around.”

I was trying to remember if there were any photos or text chains that might prove embarrassing, when an officer came over to brief him on what they’d found.

“There’s not much here. It’s a Funky Munky stencil, but there’s no lighter or matches in his bag.”

“What about an accelerant?” Vogel asked.

“Just a can of orange spray paint,” answered the officer.

This was when I made my next mistake by failing to resist my lifelong compulsion to correct people when they misstated a fact. “Tangerine.”

“What’s that?” asked Vogel.

“The paint’s tangerine, not orange.”

“You got a smart mouth on you, Alex,” Vogel replied, annoyed.

“I’m not trying to be smart,” I said. “I’m just pointing out that there’s a difference between orange and tangerine. In fact, that difference is a key to solving this case.”

“And what case is that?”

“The one that made you overreact and bring four cars and a helicopter to arrest a twelve-year-old with a can of spray paint,” I answered. (So much for nonconfrontational.)

Vogel looked like his head might explode. Luckily, Higuera came to my rescue before that happened. “Lieutenant says bring him in: back seat, no cuffs,” she informed him. “Why don’t I handle it and take care of the paperwork while you wrap up here?”

Vogel stewed for a moment. “Fine. Get him out of my sight.”

As we walked to her cruiser, I turned to Higuera and softly said, “Thank you.”

She gave me a displeased look. “You strike me as an intelligent kid, but none of what you just did was smart. You realize that, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered, chastened.

“Then act like it from here on out,” she replied. “Just be glad he didn’t recognize you.”

“Why would he recognize me?”

She gave me a don’t bother look. “I saw you on the news and in the Herald. You’re one of those kids who helped solve that cold case about the hotel robbery and the guy who died in Hurricane Cleo. What was his name again?”

“Ignacio Gonzalez.”

“And now you just confirmed it,” she replied with a wink. “You see, I thought it was you, but the fact you know his name tells me for sure.”

“I wasn’t trying to hide anything,” I said. “But I would like to stress that it was never our intention to embarrass the police.”

“The FBI blew that case, not local law enforcement,” she answered. “You can embarrass the feds all day every day as far as I’m concerned.”

This was a relief. “So, you like what we did?”

“Clearing the name of an innocent victim was impressive.” She nodded back at the wall. “Your little paint job, however, is nothing but stupid.”

“Believe it or not, this is the first time I’ve ever done this,” I said.

She looked at my “art” and chuckled. “Yeah, I believe it.”

“I’d just gotten started,” I said defensively. “It would’ve looked like a monkey… eventually.”

“Keep telling yourself that. Now get in the car.”

She opened the back door, and we were greeted by a putrid odor.

“What’s that smell?” I asked with an upturned nose.

“That’s the foul stench of bad decisions,” she answered. “I recommend you breathe it in deeply to help you remember to avoid it in the future.”

I never used to get arrested. In fact, I never used to get into any sort of trouble at all. That changed when I started solving mysteries as a member of the Sherlock Society. The group included my sister, Zoe; our grandfather; and my two best friends, Yadi and Lina. Our motto was “It is our business to know what others do not.” Unfortunately, part of that business meant sometimes finding ourselves in unsavory settings. Like the back seat of a police cruiser.

It was so cramped, I had to scooch in at an angle for my legs to fit. When Higuera closed the door behind me, the smell got even worse. Yet, as we headed to the police station, I couldn’t help but smile.

Our plan was working beautifully.





2 Lunch

Three Weeks Earlier

THE EVENTS THAT LED TO my arrest began in another foul-smelling location, this one dominated by the unappetizing aroma of mass-produced sloppy joes. The cafeteria was the only place at Carver Middle where students were allowed to use their phones. That meant, during school, lunch was our only chance to go online to see if we had any potential new clients.

Yadi and I took our favorite table in the corner, where I unwrapped my peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich while he started checking emails.

“Four new submissions,” he informed me.

“Let’s hope at least one of them doesn’t involve aliens, alligators, or a government conspiracy.”

“Watch yourself,” he replied with mock indignation. “You’re bad-mouthing some of my favorite things.”

After our last case, a whodunit involving a jewel heist from sixty years ago, we received enough media attention that people started seeking us out to solve mysteries. To help with this, we’d set up a website so prospective clients could submit requests for our services. We hoped it might attract interesting inquiries, but so far the results had been more eccentric than exciting.

“ ‘Unexplained disappearances in Miami Beach condo,’ ” Yadi said, reading the subject line from the first submission.

“So far, so good,” I replied hopefully as I was about to take a bite of my sandwich.

“ ‘Someone has been stealing clothes from the laundry room,’ ” he read.

My shoulders slumped. “Clothes are not exciting, but it still could be promising.”

Yadi swallowed a bite of the empanada his mother packed in his lunch and read, “ ‘It started the day my fortune teller explained that Teddy Roosevelt was trying to contact me.’ ”

“And there it is,” I commented.

Yadi continued reading. “ ‘It’s important to note that Roosevelt “supposedly” survived an assassination attempt in Miami Beach and that the missing clothes are all in his size.’ ” Yadi laughed. “ ‘Supposedly’ is both misspelled and in quotation marks. I think she’s implying that the president was actually killed and replaced by a robot or look-alike.”

“I’m not sure why a ghost needs clothes,” I replied. “Then there’s the fact that the assassination attempt was on Franklin Roosevelt, not Theodore. And that it happened in Bayfront Park, not Miami Beach. But, other than that, it seems plausible. Still, I vote pass. What else do we have?”

Yadi opened another submission and read, “ ‘The Miami Circle hoax.’ ”

The Miami Circle was an archaeological site discovered during the construction of a skyscraper on Brickell Avenue. It was a perfectly concentric arrangement of holes cut into the bedrock by the Tequestas nearly two thousand years ago.

Yadi read the submission. “ ‘The Miami Circle is eerily similar in design to the Oyu Stone Circles in Japan, the Wassu Stone Circles in Gambia, and the Ring of Brodgar on the Orkney Islands. There’s only one explanation for the same design to be built in distant locations by cultures with no interaction or communication.’ ” He looked at me. “Want to guess what it is?”

“Normally, I’d say that from what I learned in geometry, all circles are ‘eerily similar’ to each other,” I answered. “But I’m guessing they think it’s because of aliens.”

“Bingo,” Yadi replied. “But that’s not all. He continues to say, ‘I need help recovering a so-called CIA blue folder containing proof that there’s been a government cover-up.’ ”

“Ooh,” I said. “Aliens and conspiracy.”

“If only there was an alligator, he’d have the big three,” Yadi replied.

“Come to think of it, the Miami Circle is very close to Bayfront Park,” I pointed out. “Maybe it’s a UFO landing spot used by the intergalactic assassins who targeted Roosevelt.”

“Which would explain how they had the necessary technology to create a lifelike robot to replace him in the White House,” added Yadi. “You know, once you get the hang of it, these mysteries practically solve themselves.”

He was just about to open the third submission when an unexpected guest arrived at our table. Jenna Rodriguez was president of the student council, captain of the cheerleading squad, and unquestioned queen of the school. Not surprisingly, she had never so much as looked at, much less spoken to, either one of us. Ever. Until now.

“Hey, Alex, Yadi, how are you doing?” she asked as though we were besties.

At first we were too stunned to respond, but then I managed to reply, “Are you looking for Zoe?” (Sometimes they discussed student council business since Zoe was vice president.)

“No, silly,” she answered. “I want to speak to you two. Can I join you for a sec?”

“S-s-sure,” stammered Yadi as he sat up straighter. “There are six free seats at the table. Pick your favorite. Unless I’m sitting in your favorite, in which case I’m more than happy to move.” (Amazingly, of the two of us, Yadi was generally considered to be the smooth one.)

“How about I take this one right here?” she said coyly as she sat next to him, their shoulders practically touching.

“Perfect,” he squeaked in a higher pitch than I’d ever heard him use.

“I saw the clip of you all from the news,” she said. “Very cool.”

“Thanks,” I replied, trying not to blush.

“Are you working on any mysteries right now?” she asked.

“Actually,” Yadi said, his voice halfway back to normal, “we were just discussing a pair of potential cases.”

“How exciting. What are they?”

“Um, one concerns an assassination attempt on a government official,” I offered, skipping the parts about the ghost, the fortune teller, and the missing laundry.

“And the other is more international in scope,” added Yadi. “There’s a chance it could involve NASA, so we have to keep it hush-hush.”

“That’s too bad,” she said. “I was hoping you could help me.”

Yadi and I were in disbelief. The most popular girl in school was asking us for help.

“They’ve only reached the preliminary review stage,” he said. “We haven’t committed to either case.”

“Besides,” I added, “we’d prefer to use our talents to help friends and family first.”

She flashed a dazzling smile. “You consider me a friend?”

“Of course,” I said before nervously asking, “if that’s okay with you?”

“I’m honored,” she replied.

“Tell us about the case,” Yadi said.

“Can you promise to keep it quiet?” she asked in a low voice.

“Confidentiality is essential to our business,” I answered. “Like Yadi said about the NASA situation, ‘Hush-hush.’ ”

“Good, because this involves Tanner Curry.”

Yadi’s right eye twitched involuntarily as he asked, “Tanner Curry, who plays lacrosse?”

“You know him?”

Tanner had tormented him for years and was the primary reason Yadi had never stepped foot in the boys’ locker room at school.

“Yeah, Tanner’s awesome,” he answered. “We go way back.”

They went all the way back to when the third and fourth grades took a field trip to Zoo Miami. Tanner gave Yadi what went down in school lore as the Warthog Wedgie in front of the African savanna exhibit.

“Excellent, because I want you to—”

“Stop bothering them, Jenna,” my sister snapped as she approached the table with Lina.

“She’s not bothering us,” I replied, frantically trying to save the situation. “She wants help with a mystery.”

Zoe looked at Jenna. “It’s not a mystery. Tanner’s just not into you.”

Jenna gave her a pinched look.

“I know the mere thought of that is baffling, but it’s true,” Zoe continued. “Now scram.”

Jenna got up and stormed off without saying a word.

“See you around school… friend,” Yadi called out wistfully.

Zoe turned her attention to him and me. “You two are pathetic. We can’t leave you alone for a minute.”

“What did we do that was pathetic?” I protested. “She sat down at our table and was nice to us.”

“Two red flags right there,” Zoe said. “You should’ve seen your expressions. Dopey grins and puppy-dog eyes.”

I turned to Lina for some help.

“She’s kind of right,” Lina agreed. “You both looked pretty moony.”

Now I was embarrassed, and Zoe realized she may have pushed too far.

“Don’t sweat it,” she said. “You’re hardly the first boys at this school to fall for her act. You’re just going to have to realize that you have a higher profile now. People might pretend to be your friend for ulterior motives.”

“Maybe so, but Jenna can’t be any worse than today’s submissions,” Yadi said. “We’ve got the ghost of Teddy Roosevelt and the alien architects of the Miami Circle.”

“What about the skunk ape?” Lina asked. “I thought you’d be all over that.”

“There’s a skunk-ape case?” Yadi asked, excited. “I haven’t gotten to it yet. Was it a sighting?”

“Yep,” she answered. “An eyewitness puts him in Coral Gables eating a guava pastelito.”

Yadi scoffed. “That’s ridiculous.”

Zoe, Lina, and I shared a look of pleasant surprise. Yadi was all in on the existence of the skunk ape, Florida’s version of Bigfoot. When it came to sightings, he tended to believe first and ask questions later.

“It’s a relief to hear you say that,” I replied. “Whenever the skunk ape is involved, you often have a blind spot with regard to reason.”

“It’s just a matter of common sense,” he explained. “The skunk ape lives in the Everglades, where guava is not an indigenous fruit. He’s completely unfamiliar with it, so there’s no way he’d pick that pastelito. Personally, I think he’d go savory, not sweet.”

Zoe stared at him in disbelief. “That’s your problem with it? The flavor of the pastry?”

“Reason plays a part,” he replied.

I truthfully couldn’t tell if he was joking or serious.

“Luckily, there was one more submission,” said Zoe. “And it’s a winner.”

“Really?” I asked. “What’s the case?”

“It’s for a big-time property-development company called Turner-McGee,” she said. “They’re building a new luxury condo in the Grove and need our help.”

I couldn’t believe it. “No alien. No alligator. No conspiracy. That’s awesome. What kind of help do they need?”

“I don’t know,” she answered. “But a man named Bennett Turner is going to tell us all about it when we stop by the construction site after school.”

“We can’t just go,” I said. “You know the rules. We’ve got to run it by one of the adults.”

“Already done,” Zoe replied. “Grandpa’s picking us up right after school. It’s all arranged.”

“When did you arrange it?” I asked, confused. “Lunch just started, and you can’t use your phone anywhere else.”

“I consider that more of a guideline than a rule,” she replied. “And I haven’t even told you the best part. Turner said they were willing to pay a sizable fee for our services.”

I had no idea what qualified as “sizable,” but I couldn’t wait to find out.





3 Grove Bohemia

IMPOSSIBLE TO MISS AMONG THE SUVs and minivans in the after-school pickup line was a mint-condition aquamarine 1964 Cadillac Coupe de Ville convertible named Roberta. The top was down, and the driver, even at the age of seventy-three, was a human billboard for Miami cool. Grandpa had slicked-back silver hair, aviator sunglasses, and a peach guayabera shirt that he’d no doubt picked because of how well its color complemented the car’s.

As we climbed into our seats, he flashed a toothy grin and crowed, “I told you the website would work.”

“I know, I know,” Zoe conceded.

This had been an ongoing debate between them. She thought websites were outdated and that the best way to reach clients was through social media. He said we’d be overrun by bots, posers, and wannabe influencers. Ultimately, the only vote that mattered was Mom’s. She insisted on the website because it offered more security. Luckily, one of her clients was a web designer who owed her a favor. It had been live for six days.

“Do you know anything about our potential client?” Lina asked from the back seat.

“Just the basics,” said Grandpa. “Turner-McGee develops luxury condos and apartments. They have a dozen or so properties around town, and their next one will be the Grove Bohemia.”

“Any idea why they reached out to us?” Yadi asked.

“My guess is that they were impressed by our very professional-looking website,” he replied.

“You’re never going to let that go, are you?” asked Zoe.

“Never is a long time, but you did call me a ‘digital dinosaur,’ so I’ll probably drag it out for a while.” He punctuated this by mimicking a wailing T-Rex. “Hrrraaawwwrrr.”

The Grove Bohemia was being built less than a mile from our house. Despite the fact that I’d passed by countless times, I’d never paid any attention to it until now. The building was ten stories tall, and the construction site was dominated by a yellow tower crane and surrounded by a fence decorated with artist renderings of “luxury residences that redefine modern elegance.” Parked next to the site was a trailer that served as the temporary office of Bennett Turner, who was overseeing the project for the company founded by his grandfather.

“Amazing,” he said as he greeted us at the door. “You look even younger in person.”

“Thank you,” Grandpa replied with a cheesy grin. “I try to eat right and exercise—”

Zoe poked him with her elbow. “He was talking to us, geezer.”

“Actually, I was talking to all of you,” the man said diplomatically. “Please, come in.”

Turner was in his forties and had the tan of someone who spent a lot of time on boats or golf courses. Probably both. The office was bare-bones: a desk, metal filing cabinets, and folding chairs. Blueprints were stacked on a drafting table, and a rack of hard hats hung on the wall.

“As you can see, we put all the luxury in the building and not the site hut,” he said with the rehearsed rhythm of someone who used this line often. “Try to make yourself at home.”

We got as comfortable as we could.

“Before we get started,” he continued, “I want to tell you how impressed I am that you cracked a decades-old case that the FBI and police couldn’t. When I saw your story in the paper, I just knew you were the ones who could help me.”

“Help you what?” asked Zoe.

“Solve the biggest mystery in Miami.” He paused dramatically, and we leaned forward in our wobbly seats. “I want you to find Funky Munky.”

“The graffiti artist?” Lina asked.

“The cultural phenomenon who exemplifies everything we want the Bohemia to represent,” he said.

“Did I miss something here?” Grandpa asked. “Is Funky Munky some kind of new slang?”

“Funky Munky is an activist and street artist,” Lina answered. “They paint graffiti monkeys alongside quotes protesting everything from real-estate developments to environmental issues to accusations of government corruption.”

“It’s big,” Zoe said. “Every time there’s a new piece of graffiti, it blows up on social media. People pose for selfies in front of the artwork, which spreads the message more.”

“Which explains why I’ve never heard of it,” Grandpa replied. “Who’s the artist?”

“No one knows,” Lina answered. “There is a ton of speculation online. There’s even a podcast, called Munky Business, all about the art and trying to figure out who’s behind it.”

“There’s merch, too,” said Yadi. “T-shirts, hoodies, stickers for water bottles and skateboards.”

“And hopefully a giant mural on the side of the Grove Bohemia,” Turner said.

“Wait, what?” asked Lina. “You want the graffiti?”

“You bet I do,” he replied. “In Miami, the high-end real-estate business is ultracompetitive. To get the right tenants, you need more than a great location and luxury amenities. You need to create buzz. Something that attracts attention on social media.”

“Really?” Zoe asked pointedly. “Can’t you just put pictures on a website?”

Turner laughed. “Maybe if I wanted to open a senior center.”

Zoe shot Grandpa a look and held her hands up like a T-Rex.

“But we want the Grove Bohemia to be the next big thing,” Turner continued. “To do that we need to appeal to hip young professionals.”

“No offense, but aren’t luxury developments like this exactly what Munky typically protests?” Lina asked.

“Yes,” Turner admitted. “Munky’s artwork has certainly skewered some of our other properties. But the Bohemia is different. Not only is it eco-friendly, but we’re also building quality low-income housing in conjunction with this development. We’re hoping that this along with a blank ten-story canvas will be too tempting to pass up. Plus, there’s the fact that we’re offering two hundred thousand dollars for the artwork.”

“Wow,” said Zoe. “That’s a lot.”

“And how much are you offering us?” I asked.

Turner smiled. “You’re direct. I like that. You’d get a standard ten percent finder’s fee.”

“Am I doing my math right?” Yadi asked, excited. “Is that twenty thousand dollars?”

“It is,” answered Turner. “But there’s a catch.”

“Always,” Grandpa replied.

“Four weeks from tonight, our company is sponsoring a gala as part of Miami Art Week. It will be filled with artists, influencers, and media. We need to make the announcement there to maximize the exposure and buzz. If we don’t have Munky under contract by then, we’ll have to go with another artist.”

“In which case we’ll get nothing,” Yadi said.

“Not nothing,” replied Turner. “I’ll pay you a thousand dollars a week as long as you’re making headway. But you only get the rest if you’re successful. So, what do you think?”

I was about to blurt out, We’ll do it, when Grandpa asked, “Can I have a moment to confer with my associates?”

“Of course,” Turner said. “I’ve got a phone call I need to make. Why don’t I step outside and do that while you talk it over.”

The moment he exited the trailer, I turned to the others and said, “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Definitely,” added Yadi. “Twenty thousand dollars split five ways is four thousand dollars each.” We traded a high five.

“Not only that, but the Sherlock Society would get a huge reputational boost,” said Zoe. “No one’s been able to figure out who Munky is.”

“Which is why I don’t think we should do it,” Lina said, to our surprise.

“I don’t understand,” I replied. “Isn’t solving a baffling mystery a good thing for us?”

“Not if Munky doesn’t want to be found,” she answered.

“My thoughts exactly,” Grandpa concurred.

“Don’t get me wrong,” Lina said. “I’d love the money. But for more than a year, Munky has done everything in their power to hide their identity. There’s probably a good reason. Who are we to ruin that?”

I felt bad because I had only thought of the financial reward. “That’s a good point.”

“Okay, but let me play devil’s advocate,” Yadi replied. “Munky has no idea that someone wants to pay them two hundred thousand dollars for a mural. That could make a huge difference in their life. Who are we to keep that offer from them?”

“I hadn’t considered that,” Lina admitted. “But it’s tricky. There’s no going back once we expose their identity.”

“So what do we do?” Yadi asked.

We thought for a moment before Zoe answered, “We become a firewall.”

“In what way?” said Yadi.

“It’s a legal procedure my mom told me about,” she explained. “If a lawyer takes a case that needs to be kept from the rest of the firm in order to protect confidentiality and prevent a conflict of interest, they create what they call a firewall that information
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