For the Aotearoa book community—
thank you for the warmest welcome—SH

For Halle and Logan—BM

OXFORD

UNIVERSITY PRESS

Great Clarendon Street, Oxford OX2 6DP

Oxford University Press is a department of the University of Oxford.
It furthers the University's objective of excellence in research, scholarship,
and education by publishing worldwide. Oxford is a registered trade mark
of Oxford University Press in the UK and in certain other countries

Text copyright © Swapna Reddy 2026
llustrations copyright © Becka Moor 2026

The maral rights of the author have been asserted
Database right Oxford University Press (maker)
First published in 2026

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system, transmitted, used for text and data mining, or used
for training artificial intelligence, in any form or by any means, without
the prior permission in writing of Oxford University Press, or as expressly
permitted by law, by licence or under terms agreed with the appropriate
reprographics rights organization. Enguiries concerning reproduction
outside the scope of the above should be sent to the Rights Department,
Oxford University Press, at the address above.

You must not circulate this book in any other binding or cover
and you must impose this same condition on any acquirer

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data
Data available
ISBN: 878-0-192-78837-5
13579108642

The manufacturing process conforms to the
environmental regulations of the country of arigin.

Printed in China

The manufacturer's authorized representative in the EU for product
safety is Oxford University Press Esparia S.A. of El Parque Empresarial
San Fernando de Henares, Avenida de Castilla, 2 - 28830 Madrid
(www.oup.es/en or product.safety@oup.com). OUP Espafia 5.A. also acts as
importer into Spain of products made by the manufacturer.



Swapna Reddy Becka Moor

ZREGG! @45’9/7

OXFORD

UNIVERSITY PRESS



| CHAPTER
. [THREE

Reggie arrived at the big oak early. He'd almost thought
. _ he wouldn't make 1t at all when he had been caught on his
way out by Lettice.

. Seeing him in his detective coat and matching hat,
Lettice had known immediately that Reggie was on a
case. And, of course, despite being supportive of his
investigations, she was still his bossy big sister and had

insisted he tell Mum and Dad where he was going.




‘I'm running out of excuses to cover for you, Reggie,’
she'd said.

“Tell them I'm brushing my teeth, Reggie had
suggested.

‘All night?’

“Tell them I went to bed early because I wanted to
watch the sunrise in the morning.’

‘Reggie, you barely make it out of bed for suzmset!
Lettice had scolded. “They’ll never believe that!

“You can figure something out, Lettice, Reggie had
encouraged his sister. ‘I believe in you.

Lettice’s frown had softened and she’'d clamped her
paws firmly on her little brother’s shoulders.

“You know, I'm really proud of you and Pipsquark,
she'd said. “You are both great detectives.’

“Thanks, Lettice, Reggie had replied, with a grin.
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‘But remember, be careful. And don’t go jumping to
any conclusions too quickly, she’d added.

And with that, she had glanced down the hallway to
check the coast was clear and let her brother out of the
front door, closing it silently behind him so their parents
wouldn't hear.

As Reggie waited for Pipsquark and Mo at the old oak, he
thought about what his sister had said. There was no way
he could tell his mum and dad about his detective cases.
He knew he would be grounded for eternity. A4»d he
would probably get Pipsquark, Detective Fox, and Fox’s
detective partner, Nancy the ladybird, in a lot of trouble,
and he wasn't about to tell on the friends he cared about

the most.

No.
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Telling Mum and Dad was out of the question.

But what Lettice had said about not jumping to
conclusions hit a nerve. He'd been off his game that day,
which was unsettling for him as he always trusted his
detective skills. And, he had to admit, he could have
been a bit more open-minded on the case of the Ghost
of Seagull Rock. While he would never confess that to
anyone because he was far too proud, he made a mental
note to himself to do better at paying attention because
more than anything, he just wanted to be the best
detective he could possibly be.

‘Reggie!” came the excited squawk of
Pipsquark from the opposite side of
the tree.

She skipped across the huge

gnarled roots of the oak that rose



through the dirt, to join her friend by the opening to the
rabbit tunnels.

‘Did you have any problems getting away ?’ she asked.

‘No, Reggie replied. ‘Lettice is covering for me. How
about you?’

‘Not really, Pipsquark said. ‘I told my mum I was
over at yours, she added, her face screwed up with guilt
because she didn't like lying to her mum. ‘And that’s not o
entirely a lie, she went on. ‘Because we are hanging out
together, but we just aren’t actually at yours, and when
you think about it, does it matter more that I'm hanging
out with you or hanging out at yours? Because I sort of
think it's more important to my mum that I'm actually

with you rather than hanging out at your house all on
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