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he man was dressed all in black. Black jeans, a 
black T-shirt with full sleeves and black running 
shoes. The only thing that was not entirely black 

was the innocuous knapsack on his right shoulder, 
unmarked and with no discernible logo of any brand. 
It was grey. 

He stood outside the gates of the secondary school 
and waited for the security guard’s shift to end at 6pm. 
He had been watching the school for the past few 
days, observing the individual habits of the guards and 
learning their shift rotations.

Security guards at the end of their long shifts often 
have drifting attention spans, as they wait for the clock’s 
hands to mark the end of the hour – the time that they 
go home to their families. Having had some experience 
in the security business, he knew this useful little fact. 
He also knew that today was the last day of the school’s 
year-end break – tomorrow the children would be back 
with all their energy and its resultant chaos. For now, 
however, it meant that there would be no kids around. 
The calm before the morning storm also meant that 
security would be a little lax. 

About ten minutes before the guard’s shift ended, 
the man in black made his move. He walked up to the 
security post and smiled at the tired old man sitting on 
a bench reading his newspaper. 

“Good evening,” he said, cheerfully. “I’m from the 
Ministry of Education. There is an exhibition at the 
school of some photographs on Singapore’s history.” 

The security guard looked at him blankly. “Yes, so?” 

prologue T
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“I have to drop off these photographs,” he said to 
the guard. He had an envelope in his hand. He took out 
some old black and white photographs and allowed the 
guard to catch a fleeting glimpse of them. “The school 
needs them before they reopen tomorrow. I was sent to 
drop them off.” 

The security guard frowned and muttered 
something about no one having told him anything 
about any photographs. 

The man in black smiled disarmingly. “Ah, yes, they 
always forget and today is a holiday, so they probably 
didn’t tell the General Office. But I will get into trouble 
with my boss if these photographs are not at the school. 
You know it’s a big exhibition for SG50.” 

“So leave them here and I will give them to the 
school tomorrow,” the guard said. 

“Aaah, but I can’t just leave them here! They are very 
important historical photographs. Can I leave them in 
the GO or the art gallery?” the man asked, taking out his 
wallet and showing the guard an MOE identity card with 
the name Martin Lee and his photograph. He then opened 
his knapsack and took out a letter on an MOE letterhead. 

“There is no one in the GO. The office is empty,” the 
security guard said, taking the card from him but barely 
glancing at it. He read the letter, which said that the 
photographs Martin was carrying were part of the SG50 
exhibition at Singapore schools, an event to celebrate 
Singapore’s fiftieth year of independence.  

“What about the art gallery? I can just leave them at 
the art gallery,” Martin said. “I’ve spoken to Mr John. He 

said he would pick them up from there tomorrow.” Mr 
John was the art teacher at the school. Martin knew that.

The security guard paused, thought and then said 
he would accompany him to the art gallery. Martin 
thanked him profusely. As a security measure, the 
guard gave Martin an entry slip and kept his MOE ID. 

They walked to the art gallery on the first floor. The 
guard unlocked the door and Martin left the package of 
photographs on a table. He spent a minute admiring the 
lovely paintings by the children and chatting with the 
security guard. 

As they were leaving the art gallery, Martin casually 
handed the entry slip back to him and the security 
guard, almost reflexively, gave Martin his ID back. 

So far, so good, thought Martin. Time for my next 
move. 

“It’s been a long commute and another long one 
back.” He gave the guard the worn-out look of a man 
weary after a hard day’s work. “Could I please use the 
restroom? I’ll be done in five minutes.” 

The security guard smiled in sympathy, half thinking 
that it was past the end of his own shift and he himself 
would be headed home soon. He said, sure, and gave 
Martin directions to the restroom. “Past the canteen on 
your left,” he said. Martin nodded, thanked the guard and 
went back into the school building, through the corridor 
and past the canteen towards the restrooms. 

The security guard walked back to his post, happy 
to find his replacement waiting. It was fifteen minutes 
past the end of his shift. 
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From a distance, Martin was watching the security 
post. He saw the two men talk briefly and the first guard 
hurry off home. Then he waited till he saw the other 
security guard settle in with a magazine and earphones 
with his feet up. Patient but alert, Martin waited for 
thirty minutes, watching the man, but he showed no 
inclination to come inside the school to look for him. 
Exactly what Martin was hoping for. 

He walked back to the art gallery and took out a glass 
cutter from his knapsack. It took him a few minutes to 
cut a hole through the glass door and pop open the lock. 
He stepped into the gallery, making his way straight to 
a set of photographs titled Peter Tan Collection. There 
were four photographs hanging on a wall. 

He took out a pen torch and shone it on the 
photographs. There was only one that was of interest 
and he examined it carefully. Good. Looks like there’s 
nothing else for me to do here. Well, I’m going to get paid 
anyway. 

Just as he turned to go, the light from his torch fell 
on a small card displayed next to the four photographs. 
As he read the lines on it, a disturbed frown appeared 
on his face and he chewed his bottom lip. Very strange. 
He read it again in growing alarm. Not good. Whoever 
put this up is threatening to expose everything! He’s not 
going to like this.

He decided something needed to be done. A 
warning. He took a small stone from his knapsack and 
systematically broke the protective glass frames. Then, 
using a pair of scissors he slashed each photograph 

repeatedly, until they were in ribbons and beyond 
recognition. He reached into his knapsack again for a 
can of spray paint and thought for a few seconds. Then 
he sprayed a few words on the wall in large red letters 
below the Tan photographs and the odd card. 

Satisfied, he calmly picked up his knapsack, shut 
the door behind him and crept down the corridor and 
stairs to check on the security guard. As he’d hoped, the 
guard was nodding his head in time to the music in his 
earphones and hadn’t heard a thing. 

Martin found himself a vantage point in one of the 
dark classrooms from which he could watch the guard 
unnoticed. After a couple of hours, he got what he was 
waiting for. The guard got up, stretched and ambled 
towards the restrooms. 

Swiftly and silently, Martin left. 
A safe distance away from the school compound, 

Martin made a call on his handphone. He relayed what 
he had seen and done. The voice at the other end of the 
line didn’t sound pleased.

“Why did you do that? That’s going to draw 
attention.”

“Well, it should scare her off, shouldn’t it?” Martin 
defended himself. “It could only be her, right? His 
daughter. This is her school.”

“Can’t be anyone else. But we could have done this 
differently. Quietly. Keep an eye on her from now on. 
Find out what she knows and stop her.”

“Got it.”



10  + THE FIBonacci revelation + 11

0 1 1 2 3 5 8 13 21 34 55 89 144 233 377 610 987 1597 2584 4181, 

BACK TO 

SCHOOL

he pit in the stomach, that gnawing, awful feeling 
that seemed to take control of his core, that was the 
feeling Owen woke up with that morning.   

It felt like someone had been scraping his stomach, 
bit by bit, with a spoon, and had left behind a giant, 
gaping hole. He flopped over on his stomach, hoping 
that the hole would close up. Hoping he would fall 
asleep and wake up again without beavers burrowing 
through his middle. 

But that didn’t happen. The feeling in his stomach 
stayed, solid, definite, and THERE.  

Owen opened one eye and peeked out at his room. 
A blue wall stared back at him. The rest of the room, 
once a creamy white, was now marked with smudges 
and pen squiggles. The blue wall had a poster with the 
sentence: Decimals have a point. A quirky gift one of his 
teachers had given him. He found it funny. His friends 
didn’t. 

Not that he had too many friends.  
On another wall was a poster of Pythagoras Dupree, 

a character from a comic book. The evil genius was 
pictured with a wicked gleam in his eye, with the legend, 
“I am Pythagoras Dupree. I am the sixth smartest man 
in the world and I am going to kill you.” 

His mother was always asking Owen to get rid of 
the poster. “It gives everyone the creeps, Owen.” 

But Owen, who lived in the fantasy world of comics, 
refused. “Who’s everyone?” Owen would say to his 
mother. “They can stay out of my room.” 

His favourite comic book character was Amadeus 

chapter 1

T
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Cho – formerly known as Mastermind Excello – a teenage 
superhero with a hypermind able to make an infinite 
number of complex mathematical computations in a 
millisecond, who used his ability to evade Pythagoras 
Dupree, the jealous maniac who killed his family and 
wanted to eliminate Amadeus. 

Owen thought it was even cooler when Amadeus 
Cho was able to transform himself into the Hulk at will. 
Now not only was he super smart but he could make 
himself huge and super strong with healing powers 
whenever the situation called for it. He had to radiate 
himself with gamma rays and his skin turned green in 
the process, but Owen figured he could live with that. 
He’d give anything to be Amadeus Cho and the new 
Hulk.

In his mind, he was.
But in real life, he was just Owen. And this morning 

Owen wished he could hide under his quilt and never 
come out. 

“I have to get up. I have to get up. I have to get up,” 
he muttered quietly to himself. 

“Are you talking to yourself again, Owen?” His 
mom came into the room. 

Owen promptly squashed his face into his pillow 
again and let out a very muffled, “No!”

“Well, get up! We can’t be late on your first day,” his 
mother said. 

And there it was. The reason for the hole in his 
stomach. This was his first day back at school, in 
Secondary 2, after the Big Incident last year.  

The previous evening, his parents had sat him 
down, with faces that looked like they were about to 
bury someone, and had a “talk”. He felt himself zoning 
out and settling down at the bottom of an ocean, their 
voices and faces growing faint as his mind wandered 
back into the world where he was Amadeus Cho… 
intelligent and untouchable and in pursuit of another 
dangerous monster to save the world from disaster yet 
again. Occasionally bits of conversation filtered through. 

“…fresh start for you…” 
“What is done is done…”
“Clara’s parents were very upset…”
His mother touched his shoulder and Owen 

resurfaced. She was looking at him with her classic 
watchful expression. Recently, it seemed as if just 
his mother was on his side. Everyone else seemed to 
be against him, critical and overflowing with well-
meaning advice or full of banal reassurances, that made 
him cringe. 

His parents were driving him to school that 
morning. Owen sat in the back seat through the thirty-
minute drive, adding up the number plates of cars and 
refusing to talk to his parents, determinedly staring 
out the window. None of this was really their fault. 
Somewhere at the back of his mind he knew that, but 
stubborn perverseness refused to let him accept that 
reality and be nice to his parents. 

“Snap out of it, Owen,” his father often said. But 
Owen didn’t. He spent most of his time in his room, 
only coming out reluctantly at meal times, surly and 
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withdrawn. It was as if his whole life had descended into 
a perpetual fog. 

Soon the brick red and white building appeared 
before them. Despite his gloom, Owen had to 
acknowledge that it was a beautiful school, sprawling 
and airy. A large clock marked the top of the towering 
façade of the building. A long line of cars snaked up  
the driveway. 

The car inched forward bit by bit and with every bit, 
Owen could feel his nervousness building up. By the 
time his father drove into a parking lot, the feeling in 
his stomach had grown into a monstrous knottiness 
that threatened to reach out and choke him. 

“Owen, are you okay?” his mother asked, with the 
same watchful expression. “You look very pale.” 

He thought of giving his mother a snappy answer 
but decided against it. He had been pushing his luck 
with his parents. They had been very patient with him 
but it wasn’t going to last forever. Better nod your head 
and say nothing or you’ll get another boring lecture, he 
thought. So that’s what he did. 

His form teacher, Miss Audrey Tan was standing in 
the foyer. Owen had met her during the holidays and 
calmed down a bit when he saw her. She had been there 
at the last two sessions with the guidance counsellor. 

He liked her. She was pretty. Bangs and straight 
black hair down to her waist.

 “Hi, Owen.” She smiled at him. “It’s good to see you 
again,” she said, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Why 
don’t you sit in the canteen for a bit? I’ll be with you 

in a minute to take you to class. Let me talk with your 
parents. Okay?” 

His mom gave him a hug and his dad ruffled his 
hair. Owen, still defiantly silent, picked up his school bag 
and shuffled to the canteen next to the main foyer. 

The canteen was empty at that time of the morning. 
All around him kids scurried to the assembly hall where 
the entire school gathered each morning. A few kids 
glanced his way – at the boy sitting alone on a bench in 
the canteen on the first day of school – but hurried on 
ahead, ignoring him. Thankfully, he didn’t see anyone 
from his class or any of his friends. 

Owen glowered at everyone, as if daring anyone  
to talk to him. Don’t come near me, don’t talk to me,  
don’t come near me, don’t talk to me. The loop played 
endlessly in his head. He scanned the food stalls, 
mumbling under his breath. “Western Delights, 
Chinese Chow, Cool Suggestions. Dumb, dumb 
names,” he muttered. 

At the far end of the canteen he could see a flight of 
stairs going up to the classrooms. There were signs on a 
wall to the left. One read Auditorium; the other Michael 
Tan Art Gallery, and the one below that, Swimming 
Pool, with arrows pointing in different directions. 

He idly followed the path of one of those arrows and 
sat up with a start, because tottering down the stairs 
was a SIGHT! 

A vision in yellow was clutching the banister and 
running down the stairs but managing to make the act 
of running look like a spider crawl and a duck walk at 
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the same time. Bowlegged, legs and hands awry, she 
waddled down the stairs. She wore a yellow blouse with 
purple flowers all over, a yellow skirt, and yellow shoes. 
Her frizzy hair sort of stood out at both ends, like two 
sides of a sloping roof of a house.  

She landed at the foot of the steps in one piece, 
much to Owen’s amazement. Then stopped short and 
panted for a bit with her hand on her heart. Just when he 
thought she was going to keel over (Timber!) she took off 
again with the same determined gait across the canteen 
towards the main foyer. Three kids had stopped at the 
foot of the steps to let her pass and were staring at her. 
It was impossible to look away from her. You wanted to, 
but couldn’t. 

The clock hands were inching towards 7:30am and 
the stream of cars coming into the school was now 
barely a trickle. 

At the foyer, Duck Lady saw Miss Audrey, who was 
still talking to Owen’s parents – and stopped short. Miss 
Audrey turned to her, smiled and said what seemed to 
be “Good morning” but Duck Lady backed away slowly, 
as if Miss Audrey smelt nasty. Or had a disease. Owen 
saw Miss Audrey’s face change, a puzzled expression 
taking over the smile. 

Just as suddenly, Duck Lady sprang into action and 
set off again past Miss Audrey and his parents, who 
were now also staring at her. Owen craned his neck to 
see around a pillar blocking his view and saw the police 
car just as it rolled into the parking space next to his 
parents’ car. 

Two police officers got out of the car, a man and a 
woman. Duck Lady waddled quickly towards them. From 
a distance, Owen obviously could not hear what was being 
said, but it seemed neither could the two police officers. 
He could see them craning their necks, bending forward 
to listen to Duck Lady, who seemed to be whispering and 
constantly looking over her shoulder at Miss Audrey. 

Miss Audrey and his parents had stopped talking 
and were now watching what could only be called live 
theatre. The knot in his stomach turned to dread when 
a sudden thought materialised in his head: were the 
police there for him? 

Just as suddenly, Duck Lady turned around and 
briskly set out across the canteen again, with the two 
police officers. His heart skipped a beat as he watched 
them come closer towards him, then veer off towards a 
different direction. What on earth was going on? 

Owen jumped when a voice next to him said, “Ready 
for class, Owen? It’s almost time.” At some point while 
he had been mesmerised by Duck Lady sprinting away 
with the police, Miss Audrey had landed up next to 
him. He looked beyond her to see his parents getting 
into the car. But he could see that Miss Audrey was 
now distracted. Her gaze drifted across towards the 
retreating backs of the officers and Duck Lady. 

The first bell pealed at 7:25am, signalling the five-
minute warning. He picked up his bag and followed 
Miss Audrey. The momentary distraction of Duck Lady 
and the police officers was gone and he was back to 
dreading his first day.  


