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Comic Con is coming to Lakeside, and Theo Tanner and his friends couldn't be more excited. This year’s convention promises to be the biggest yet, featuring an appearance by famed comic book author Ronan Blaine. As well, an auction of some vintage comics to help the local medical centre get some much needed equipment for their children’s department is in the works. But when the comics mysteriously vanish just days before the event, the entire convention hangs in the balance.

With Comic Con on the verge of cancellation and the whole town's reputation at stake, Theo finds himself juggling more than just missing comics. A troublemaking new student seems determined to thwart his every move, creating problems both at school and during his investigation. 

Between dodging pranks and following leads, Theo struggles to stay focused on the case that could save Lakeside's biggest event of the year.

Can Theo's ingenuity crack the case before Comic Con becomes a total catastrophe?

Join Theo Tanner as he navigates his most colourful mystery yet, where the stakes are high, the villains are crafty, and saving the day requires more than just superhero knowledge—it takes real detective work.
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Chapter 1-Comic Frenzy
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“WHO’S THAT GUY?” MY 12-year-old brother Oliver asked, wrinkling his nose as he watched the man on the screen. He was tall with a shaved head, with a bushy dark beard.

“He’s some bigwig at the comic book convention, and if you were paying attention, you would know there was a robbery at the comic book convention yesterday,” I said, taking a bite of my toast—peanut butter with honey on top. We were in the kitchen, and could see the TV in the living room from where we sat at the table.

“Theo, you know your brother can’t hear the TV,” Mom said from the recliner chair in the living room.

“I know, Mom,” I said, rolling my eyes. How could I ever forget I had a brother with a hearing problem?

“Oh, is that all? I don’t care about some stupid old comic books,” Oliver said. 

“Then why did you ask?” I countered.

“Shhh! You two,” Mom said. “I’m trying to hear what Stu is saying.”

The announcer, Stu Jeffers, went on. “I’m speaking with Barry Mendon of Toronto, who is president of Comic Con Canada, which is at the Lakeside Convention Centre this coming weekend.”

The camera turned to Barry. “Thanks, Stu,” he said. “Yes, many valuable comic books were stolen that had been in storage here at the Convention Centre,” he reported. “They were to be put up for auction on Sunday, the last night of the convention. The proceeds of the sale were going to benefit the local children’s department at the Lakeside Medical Centre, so the loss has affected many people.”

“Any other details of the robbery?” Stu asked.

“Yes, one comic in particular, ‘The Masked Avenger Series 3 #54’, was scheduled to go up for auction on Sunday night. It was among the comics that were stolen.”

“Do the police have any leads as to who stole the comic books?” Stu went on, then turned the microphone back to Barry.

“At the present there are no actual suspects, but local police are definitely on the case, and are questioning a few people. If the comic books aren’t found, then we may have to cancel the convention. This will certainly be a blow to the local comic book collectors and the medical centre,” Barry continued. “The fact that we brought the convention to a small town like Lakeside was a big boost to the local community, but, like I said, if the comics aren’t recovered—.”

The camera came back to Stu’s face. “That’s too bad,” he said with a frown. “That would be a blow to the community.”

He turned back to the camera. “Comic book aficionados from all over Ontario and even some from across Canada, were to converge on the picturesque town of Lakeside, north of Toronto, on the shores of the beautiful Kanoka Lake, for the convention entitled Comic Con Canada, that was due to start on Friday and last until Sunday. Famed comic book artist and author of the Masked Avenger series, Ronan Blaine was due to speak on Saturday afternoon at a seminar, but with this robbery, his appearance is now also in jeopardy...”

‘Whoa!’ I blurted, dropping my toast. “Cooper and I were going to go to his seminar. Ronan Blaine was going to autograph my Series #5 Masked Avenger.”

“Is that the one you keep in the plastic bag at the bottom of your sock drawer?” Oliver asked, and I nodded. “What’s the point of having a comic book you can’t read?” he said, getting up from the table and putting his dish in the sink. 

“It will be worth something someday,” I said indignantly. “It’s an investment.”

Oliver turned to me and rolled his eyes. “The only thing it will be good for is lining the garbage can.”

“Yeah, well, when I’m rich from selling my valuable comic books, I’ll make sure to not give you anything.”

I could see Oliver stick his tongue out at me as he left the room. Yeah, real mature, but then, Oliver was a little childish for his age. He was what Mom called ‘special needs’ and had to go to a different school and everything. 

I turned to Mom, who had come back into the kitchen. “Did Stu say anything else about the robbery? Do they have any suspects? What about the security at the arena?”

“I don’t know, Theo,” Mom said with a grin. “Since you and Cooper were going to go there anyway, why don’t you find out?”

“Right!” I said. “If I want to be a detective, then I should look into it.”

Mom took her coffee mug to the kitchen sink. “I’m sure you can do it, Theo. You recently solved the case of the World War 2 bunker.”

“Yeah, right,” I said. “I’ll ask Cooper to help me since we’re both going to the convention,” I said, getting up and putting my own empty cereal bowl in the sink. “I’ll walk to school today,” I added, slinging my bright red backpack on and heading to the door, where I pulled on my bright white high-top sneakers. The weather was still nice, so it would be a good walk.

It was late September, but it was still hot like summer. I, of course, had on my cargo shorts and favourite red t-shirt that matched my backpack. Did I say I liked the colour red?

I headed up Lancaster Street, and it was already muggy. At the corner, I met my buddy Cooper Dawson. He was 13, like me, and we were both in Grade 8 at Lakeside Public School. Cooper had dark hair and was dressed all in black and, like me, was wearing cargo shorts. Easier to hide snacks in the multiple pockets to eat during history class. 

“Did you study for the history test?” Cooper asked as he fell in step beside me. 

“We have a history test? Today?”

“Yes,” Cooper said.

“Well, we have a more serious issue to talk about.” I told him about the robbery at the Comic Con and how Ronan Blaine might not show up for the seminar on Saturday. 

“Whoa!” Cooper muttered, running a hand through his dark hair. “That’s nuts, man. I hope he shows up.”

“Me too,” I remarked. 

“You’re going to look into it, right? The theft? You are a detective after all,” he said as he shifted his backpack further up on his back. It was an ancient bag that his father had while in high school. I don’t know why Cooper kept using it, but it did the job.

“Yes, of course,” I said with a grin. 

“Count me in to help, then,” he added, punching me lightly on the shoulder.

We continued along Lancaster Street to River Road, and turned north towards Main Street, where Lakeside Public was located. We crossed the Maple River a few minutes later. It emptied into Kanoka Lake to the north of town. 

“I want you to help,” I said as we continued over the bridge. Once across, we were at the back of the school grounds, so we headed towards a line of trees that led to a small trail, with the Maple River flowing to our right. 

“Good,” Cooper said, letting out a breath.

“Why are you so keen on helping me?” I asked as we headed to the back entrance of the school. Kids were milling around the entrance, and I caught sight of our friend Xander Hart, who was talking to another guy, whom I didn’t recognize.

“Because my life is boring,” Cooper related. “I didn’t make the basketball team, so I might as well help you with the mystery.”

Xander caught sight of us and headed over, his companion following at a distance. 

“Hey, guys!” he blurted as he came up to us, his blond spiky hair gleaming in the morning sunlight. Xander was about my height and wore tan pants and a black t-shirt. A cubic zirconia (fake diamond) stud earring gleamed from each earlobe. 

“Whoa! Tone down the gel, Hart,” Cooper blurted as he shielded his eyes from the glare. “You’re blinding us.”

Xander just looked at Cooper and rolled his eyes. Then he turned to me. “You guys hear about the robbery at the convention centre? My friend Sheldon here thinks he knows who stole those comic books.”

“Really?” I said a little too forcefully. “Who?” I asked, turning to Sheldon. He looked about our age and had longish dark hair and was a little shorter than my 5’7” tall. He was wearing jeans with holes in the knees and a t-shirt with a punk band logo on it. I didn’t remember having seen him at school before.

“Why do you want to know?” he asked, looking at me, then turned to look at Xander.

“Sheldon’s new to Lakeside,” Xander related. 

“Hey, Sheldon,” I said. Cooper said ‘hi’ as well.

“Theo’s a detective,” Xander explained. “Or he’d like to be a detective when he gets older.”

“Yes,” I said. “My father was a police detective in town but he—ah, he died a few years back, so I’d like to follow in his footsteps, maybe join the local force,” I added, shielding my eyes from the glare of the sun off Xander’s head. His hair was a bit bright today. 

“Oh, OK,” Sheldon said, clearly not impressed. 

“Yeah, Cooper and I were going to go to the convention tomorrow night. I wanted Ronan Blaine to sign my comic book on Saturday,” I said cheerily. I noticed that Sheldon hadn’t answered my question about who he thought had committed the robbery. Maybe he would tell me later.

“Oh, which one?” Sheldon said, now interested in what I had to say.

“Masked Avenger Series 5 #77,” I replied. 

“Pfft!” he said. “That’s nothing special.” 

“It is too,” I replied. “It cost me a lot of money. I had to cut a lot of lawns to earn enough money to buy it.”

“Well, you probably paid too much,” Sheldon said, scratching at his head absently. 

“Whatever,” I muttered. 

The bell rang for homeroom, so we hurried off to the entrance. Sheldon followed Cooper and me to our homeroom on the second floor. Xander had a different homeroom down the hall. Great. I kinda wished Sheldon was going with Xander. I didn’t really like
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