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            IT’S SHOWTIME!

         

         Wily Fox, the great detective, was standing in front of a large TV studio. The neon lights of Tokyo flashed above and behind him. A long queue of animals clutching sleeping bags snaked along the pavement. Wily walked past them and approached the main entrance.

         “Get to the back of the queue,” barked a security guard, a large rhino holding a big stick.

         “I’m here to see Charlie Cheetah,” said Wily.

         “Nice try,” said the rhino. “But the boss doesn’t have time for visitors, and nobody jumps the queue while I’m on duty. If you want to be in the audience for the Megachef final next week, you’ll have to get to the back.”

         “But I don’t,” protested Wily.

         “Course you do,” said the rhino. “Everyone does. Megachef is a worldwide phenomenon.”

         Wily pulled out a letter. “I’m a worldwide phenomenon, too. And Charlie Cheetah has asked to see me.”

         The security guard studied the letter. “Seems genuine,” he grunted, looking Wily up and down. He took out a badge. It was in the shape of a frying pan and marked MEGACHEF GUEST. He pinned the badge to Wily’s lapel and whispered, “Today’s password is prawn crackers.”
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         “Prawn crackers,” Wily said to the rhino security guard outside Charlie Cheetah’s office.

         “You’re free to pass,” said the security guard, opening the door wide.

         “Ah, Mr Fox,” said Charlie Cheetah, coming out from behind his desk. “Thank you so much for coming.” He bowed at Wily, who bowed back, then gestured towards a large leather chair.

         “Please sit, Mr Fox. Would you like some mocha ice cream?” asked Charlie. “Or perhaps some amanatto – they’re like doughnuts.”
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         “No, thanks – I’ve just eaten,” said Wily.

         “You don’t mind if I do?” asked Charlie, opening a desk drawer.

         “Not at all,” said Wily.

         “Great!” Charlie took out a large doughnut. In between mouthfuls, he told his story. “I’ve always loved food, Mr Fox (chew, swallow). Even as a child (mmm, delicious), when my friends were out playing football, I was still inside (BURP, excuse me), taking hours over my lunch.”

         “I can imagine,” said Wily.

         Charlie started on another doughnut.

         “Five years ago, I started working for Tokyo TV as a newsreader (hiccup, oh dear). But they were looking for ideas for new shows (chomp, gulp). I proposed Megachef, with me as producer, writer and presenter. They let me make one episode, to see if people liked it. Fifty million people watched it in Japan alone.”

         “Wow,” said Wily.

         Charlie started on a large cup of tea.

         “Now it’s the biggest show in Asia (slurp). Amateur chefs compete from every country in the continent. They’re all desperate to be crowned (glug) Megachef champion.”

         Charlie dabbed his lips with a huge napkin.

         “The final is in three days’ time,” he said. “The problem is – someone is trying to sabotage it.”

         “Sabotage?” said Wily. “What do you mean?”

         Charlie pressed a button on his desk and a screen slid down on the opposite wall.

         “Watch this,” he said, pulling out a tray of cakes. “It’s from the Megachef semi-final two nights ago. We were down to three contestants and one was about to be knocked out. Everything rested on this last cooking challenge.”

         The screen came to life and Wily saw three contestants standing in front of a long worktop. On the left, there was a nervous-looking shrew wearing thick glasses. In the middle, there was a confident-looking lemur in a baseball cap. On the right, there was a gloomy-looking coyote with bags under her eyes.

         “He’s Shoma Shrew,” said Charlie, between mouthfuls, “he’s Lenny Lemur and she’s Kia Coyote.”
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         It was the dessert round. Shoma Shrew was making a meringue, Lenny Lemur was tackling a trifle and Kia Coyote was starting a soufflé. Charlie fast-forwarded to the end of the show.

         Charlie himself appeared on screen. “And now let’s bring on the judges to find out which of our three semi-finalists will NOT be back for the final next week!”

         A horse wearing a monocle came on the set, followed by a frowning platypus.

         “Haruki Horse is Japan’s greatest chef,” Charlie explained to Wily. “Petra Platypus is a famous Australian food critic. Now, look at this.”

         “Let’s start with Kia Coyote,” said the Charlie on screen.

         Haruki Horse, Petra Platypus and Charlie all tasted Kia’s soufflé.

         “Delicious,” said Haruki and Petra – and Charlie agreed.
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         Then they tried Lenny Lemur’s trifle.

         “Amazing,” said Petra and Haruki – and Charlie agreed.

         Finally they tried Shoma Shrew’s meringue.

         “Completely incredible,” said Haruki.

         “Absolutely sensational,” said Petra.

         The Charlie on screen looked horrified as he tasted the meringue, but he quickly stammered, “Yes. Er, good. Very good.”

         Charlie paused the recording. Then he pulled a meringue from a fridge under his desk.

         “This is the meringue that Shoma made. Taste it.”

         Wily put a spoonful on his tongue and winced.

         “Exactly,” said Charlie. “I don’t know if he used too little egg white or added too much sugar, but it’s revolting. So, Mr Fox, I need you to find out why my judges awarded maximum points to THIS.”

         “Did you ask them after the show?”

         “Yes, they both looked at me like I was mad. I made them taste it again and they insisted it was delicious.”

         “Odd,” said Wily.

         “They’ve sent Lenny Lemur home, and Shoma and Kia have gone through to the final. Lenny was a real audience favourite as well. It’s like they’re trying to destroy the show. What if they sabotage the final, too?”

         “Have you done anything to upset them?” asked Wily.

         “No,” said Charlie. “They’ve been with the show since the beginning. I thought we were … friends. Then they do this! Thankfully no one in the audience noticed anything out of the ordinary. But the press have been asking questions. One food critic noticed that the meringue looked unusual. If something like this happens in the final, they’ll say the show is rigged. It’ll all be over. My life’s work ruined.”

         “Then I need to start investigating at once,” said Wily. “The most obvious place to start is with the remaining contestants. Where are they staying?”

         “The Tokyo Lodge Hotel,” said Charlie.

         “OK,” said Wily. “Time to pay them a visit.”
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            WILY CHECKS IN

         

         The hotel was a five-minute walk away, which gave Wily time to phone his trusty assistant, Albert Mole. Whenever Wily needed a gadget, a contraption or just some information, Albert was always on hand to help him.

         “Albert, are you in Tokyo yet?” asked Wily.

         “Yes, I’ve set up a temporary HQ underneath the Hamarikyu Gardens,” said Albert. “What did Charlie Cheetah want?”
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         Wily explained the case to Albert and then said, “Now I need you to get me information on the pair who made it to the final – Shoma Shrew and Kia Coyote. And find out if anyone had a grudge against the contestant who got knocked out – Lenny Lemur.”

         Wily stopped talking, pressed a button on the side of the phone that transformed it into a rubber stun Frisbee and flung it over his shoulder.

         Someone had been following him.

         When he turned round, whoever had been there was already gone. Wily spotted a shadow moving down a side alley and heard echoing footsteps. He grabbed the Frisbee-phone from where it had landed and raced down the alley, but it was too late. There was no one in sight.

         Wily crouched down, looking for paw prints. He saw a small smudge in a patch of mud, possibly made by a rodent’s back foot. Gerbil? Mouse? Or maybe … shrew? Could Shoma Shrew be trying to stop his investigations?
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         Wily arrived at the Tokyo Lodge Hotel. It was decorated in a traditional Japanese style, with sliding paper walls, wooden floors and hanging lanterns everywhere. As he walked into the lobby, Wily was hit by a wave of noise. Lenny Lemur was halfway through a press conference. Journalists were fighting to photograph him and ask him questions. Next to Lenny stood a fierce-looking lemur wearing a large turban. Wily guessed this was Lenny’s mother.

         “Are you disappointed to be going home?” asked one of the journalists.

         “Yes, very much so,” Lenny began.
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         “Of all the ridiculous questions!” his mother huffed. “Of course he’s disappointed – he should be in the final! He’s a fabulous cook.”

         “Will you compete again next year?” another journalist asked.

         “I’ll have to think about—” Lenny began.

         “Of course he will!” his mother interrupted. “He’s a Kobe Lemur! We’re the oldest lemur clan in Japan! Do you think we’ll give up just because some half-witted horse and a pea-brained platypus made a stupid decision?”

         “Mr Lemur,” said another journalist, “the audience loved you. Have you got plans to—”

         “Of course they loved him,” Lenny’s mother burst out. “He was the best chef in the competition. It’s a scandal! It’s an outrage! If I ever meet that Charlie Cheetah, I’ll knock the spots off him!”

         “Calm down, Mother,” said Lenny.

         “Don’t tell me to calm down,” she replied. “That shrew and coyote can’t cook – it’s as simple as that! I could smell that terrible meringue from the front row. To lose to a pair of chumps like them is the worst thing of all!”

         Wily glanced across to the left and saw the “pair of chumps” that Lenny’s mother was referring to, waiting to be interviewed.

         Shoma Shrew was wiping his glasses nervously on his sleeve. Had he run to the hotel after following Wily?

         Kia Coyote was staring at her feet, looking slightly embarrassed by Mrs Lemur’s insults. Was she feeling guilty because she knew the result was rigged?

         “One thing’s for sure,” Wily said to himself. “If Lenny’s mother finds out they’re involved, she’ll pull their heads off.”
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         Then he had another thought. As Shoma and Kia were down in the lobby, he could look for clues in their rooms. He moved away from the journalists and approached the reception desk.





OEBPS/a019_online.jpg





OEBPS/a007_online.jpg





OEBPS/a021_online.jpg
-—h== %






OEBPS/a005_online.jpg
pe,

[ 1)

© §7

IT'S SHOWTIME!





OEBPS/title_image_online.jpg
ADAM FROST

ILLUSTRATED BY EMILY FOX

@
stripes





OEBPS/a012_online.jpg





OEBPS/a018_online.jpg
¥ k¥





OEBPS/a016_online.jpg





OEBPS/a004_online.jpg





OEBPS/a015_online.jpg
(2

& ¢
WILY CHECKS IN





OEBPS/9781847157492_cover_epub.jpg
-
>

=

= ADAM FROST





OEBPS/a010_online.jpg





