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    Dedicated to every curious child who asks questions, follows clues, and believes that every ordinary day can become an extraordinary adventure. May your imagination always lead you to wonderful discoveries.
— Chinmay

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The greatest mysteries are solved not by the strongest detectives, but by the most curious hearts."
— Chinmay
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Chapter 1: The Case Begins Before Breakfast
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Max marched into the backyard with his detective coat flapping.

“Nothing mysterious ever happens before breakfast,” he announced grandly.

His toast sat on a little plate by the patio.

Max lifted his magnifying glass for a careful look.

It swung forward and bonked straight into the toast.

“Almost nothing,” Max said, brushing off buttery crumbs.
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Barnaby trotted over from the grass, bell jingling merrily.

In his mouth was his well-loved blue yarn ball.

He looked as proud as a sheep holding treasure.

Max crouched and peered through his magnifying glass.

“I name this Exhibit Fluff,” he said very seriously.

Barnaby accepted the title with one thoughtful chew.
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Chloe skipped in, her red sneakers tapping the stones.

“I am ready to detect important things,” she said.

“Crumbs, clouds, and suspicious daisies are my speciality.”

Max nodded, pleased with such sensible detective skills.

Chloe looked at Barnaby, then at the grass.

“Erm, where did Exhibit Fluff go?” she asked.
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Barnaby blinked his big brown eyes at the empty grass.

Then he gave a tiny, worried bleat.

His bell made the saddest little ting.

Max pulled out his worn notebook and licked his pencil.

“Case One,” he wrote, frowning with importance.

“The Vanishing Ball of Woolly Importance.”
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Leo shuffled into the yard, still wearing starry pyjamas.

His yellow magnifying glass bumped softly against his chest.

He yawned so widely that a pigeon flapped away.

Max pointed his pencil like a tiny royal sword.

“Excellent timing, Leo,” he declared with a nod.

“You are our Chief Sleepy Clue Sniffer.”
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Ava wandered over from beside the herb pots.

She looked half-awake, but her ears were clearly working.

“Are detectives allowed snack breaks?” she asked.

Chloe folded her arms and considered the serious question.

“Yes,” she said, “but only after we solve it.”

Ava suddenly looked as serious as a judge with biscuits.
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Max gathered Chloe and Leo near the sunny patio.

He stood on a flowerpot base for extra authority.

It wobbled, so he stepped down with dignity.

“Welcome to the Backyard Detective Club,” Max announced proudly.

They promised to search bravely and think carefully.

They also promised not to step in mud unless necessary.
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Chapter 2: Fluff, Mud, and Tired Flowers
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Barnaby stood beside Ava near the flowerpots.

He stared sadly at the empty patch of grass.

Even his little bell seemed quieter than usual.

Ava patted his wool with a gentle hand.

“Don’t worry, Barnaby,” she said in a brave whisper.

“We are almost professional.”
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Max knelt on the grass where Barnaby's blue yarn ball had last been seen. Barnaby waited behind him, bell tinkling softly. Max lowered his magnifying glass until his nose nearly touched a worm. The worm politely left the investigation.

Then Max spotted a daisy bent almost flat. "Aha!" he cried. "This may be a clue, a witness, or just a very tired flower."
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Near the fence, Chloe searched the twigs with a very serious squint. Max stood nearby, holding the notebook upside down by mistake. Neither detective mentioned this, because clues had feelings too.

Chloe plucked a tiny grey fluff from a twig. She held it up like treasure. "Mysterious, fluffy, and possibly sneezy," she announced, then sneezed so hard the fluff danced.
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Leo shuffled along the garden path, moving as slowly as a sleepy snail. He crouched by a muddy patch and blinked at the ground. Ava yawned beside the flowerpot, trying to look awake.

There, pressed in the mud, sat a tiny hand-shaped mark. Leo leaned closer until his magnifying glass bumped his knee. "Either a clue," he whispered, "or a biscuit print."
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Max hurried over and spread his own hand beside the muddy print. His fingers looked like giant sausages next to it. Leo nodded wisely, although he was nodding mostly because he felt sleepy.

"Much too small for me," Max said. He copied the mark into his notebook with great care. Sadly, the drawing looked like a potato trying to wave hello.
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Ava checked under the garden chair while Barnaby watched hopefully. The chair legs made stripy shadows on the paving stones. Barnaby's bell gave a tiny ting whenever Ava moved.

She reached under and pulled out one lost sock. Then came three crunchy leaves and a lonely button. Ava sighed and showed Barnaby her empty hands. "No yarn ball, but we found a sock with secrets."

13

[image: ]

Chloe marched along the fence, pointing to wisps caught on the wood. "We follow the trail of suspicious fluff," she declared. Max nodded so wisely that his chin nearly became official.

He took one grand detective step. His too-long coat hem caught his trainer, and he wobbled like jelly. "All planned," Max said from the grass. Chloe politely did not laugh for three whole seconds.
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