DETECTIVE DAN AND BOZO THE DOG

(Dingle-cum-Dozy’s Top Amateur Crime Fighting Duo)

in THE STRANGE CASE OF THE GOOSE FEATHERS

It was six in the morning when the phone rang in the police station in Dingle-cum-Dozy. Constable Sloth debated whether to answer it or to finish his breakfast. If he did answer it, his bacon and eggs and double helping of baked beans, would go cold. On the other hand if he didn’t answer it he might miss something important such as a bank robbery, a mass murder or someone parking on a double yellow line.

There hadn’t been a murder in Dingle-cum-Dozy since the year 346 BC when a stone went missing from the henge and the locals suspected a travelling Celt. Because he was carrying a big heavy stone, the Celt didn’t get very far before the locals caught up with him and killed him, thereby ending the big stone stealing crisis of 346 BC.

The truth was that the residents of Dingle-cum-Dozy all rubbed along quite peaceably and rarely murdered each other. However the fact that there hadn’t been a murder for two and half thousand years suggested to Constable Sloth that there might be another murder any minute. This was definitely good news for Constable Sloth as long as he wasn’t the one about to be murdered.

So he answered the phone but as a precaution, he did so in a very high voice. ‘Daisy Mae here. I am Constable Sloth’s secretary. How can I help you?’

‘Stop putting on that silly voice, Sloth,’ said the voice at the other end of the line. ‘You don’t have a secretary. Now listen to me. There’s been a robbery at Oates Hall and I need you up here to investigate right away.’ 

It was the unmistakeable voice of Lord Cruss-Tupper from Oates Hall just outside the village.

‘Who’s speaking, please?’ asked Constable Sloth in his normal voice.

‘I am, you idiot. Now get up here and bring your CSI kit. We need to start the investigation right away.’

Constable Sloth desperately tried to remember what CSI stood for. Cat Sick Invitation? Carrot Stick Insects? Constable Sloth Ink?

‘You do know what CSI stands , don’t you? asked Lord Cruss-Tupper suspiciously.

‘Of course.’

‘What is it then?’

Constable Sloth made a noise like a phone call being cut off: ‘Click, click, brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.’

‘I know you’re still there, Sloth,’ said Lord Cruss-Tupper. ‘Now get up to Oates Hall immediately.’

‘I’ll be there right away,’ said Constable Sloth, and he slammed the phone down like a real policeman would. 

Then he sat down and carried on eating his breakfast and reading his newspaper. The headline said GOVERNMENT DUCKS PAY BILL. ‘It’s about time,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘Those government ducks never pay their bills on time.’

When he’d finished reading his paper, he wrote on his time sheet, ‘Stayed in station doing paper work.’

-o-

Within moments, well, more like half an hour really, Constable Sloth was racing through the streets of Dingle-cum-Dozy with his siren going - ‘De Dah, De Dah, De Dah,’ to warn traffic and pedestrians to make way. 

Actually it wasn’t a siren, because Constable Sloth didn’t have a siren. Or a car. It was just him on his bike going ‘De Dah, De Dah, De Dah,’ at the top of his voice.  And there weren’t any pedestrians and traffic at seven thirty in the morning in Dingle-cum-Dozy, just two pigeons who strolled out of the way because they couldn’t be bothered to take off.

Soon, or quite soon anyway, Constable Sloth arrived at the big iron gates of Oates Hall. He pressed the buzzer and waited. Then he pressed the buzzer and waited some more. Then he pressed the buzzer again and waited some more. Finally just when he thought his button pressing finger was going to wear out, a voice boomed from dozens of hidden speakers, ‘Is that you, Sloth?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Well, why didn’t you ring the bell, man?’

‘I did.’

‘Really?’

‘Yes. Really.’

‘Oh, wait a minute. I know, it’s the butler’s day off,’ said Lord Cruss-Tupper. ‘Normally the bell is attached to two electrodes in his ears. So he gets an electric shock when the bell rings.’

‘Isn’t that rather painful?’ asked Constable Sloth.

‘I’ve never found it so,’ said Lord Cruss-Tupper. ‘We’ve tried attaching the electrodes to other places, but I couldn’t stand all the screaming. Now, I’m pressing the buzzer and letting you in. Make sure you shut the gate behind you. Oh, and if the dogs run at you, just stand perfectly still and they won’t attack you.’

Constable Sloth made a mental note, and then opened the gates and walked in.

A while later Constable Sloth rang the doorbell and Lord Cruss-Tupper came to the door. ‘Why, look at you man,’ he said. ‘Your uniform is torn to ribbons, you’re covered in blood and you look like you’ve just been drawn through a hedge backwards. Didn’t you stand perfectly still when the dogs came, like I told you?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘And the dogs still attacked you?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Oh no, wait a minute, I got that wrong: stand perfectly still is what you had to do with the old dogs. With the new ones, you have to run away as fast as you can. That’s it. Run away as fast as you can. You’ll remember that next time, won’t you, Sloth?’

‘Yes, sir,’ said Constable Sloth, as his trouser leg dropped off.

‘Now come on in, and try not to bleed on the carpet.’

Constable Sloth walked through the ancient wooden doors. 

‘Now, walk this way, if you will.’

Lord Cruss-Tupper began walking across the hall. He had a bad limp and waddled as he walked. Sloth did his best to copy the walk, but it wasn’t easy.

Suddenly, Lord Cruss-Tupper turned round and saw him walking in a funny way.  ‘Are you taking the micky out of me, Sloth?’

‘You said Walk this way, but I can’t do limps.’

‘I didn’t mean copy my walk - I meant just follow me, you blistering idiot. I nearly lost my leg in the trenches. It was no laughing matter I can tell you.’

‘I didn’t know you fought in the war, sir,’ said Constable Sloth.

‘I didn’t. I used to dig trenches for a living. Then I got a contract to dig trenches all over the world. I soon had thousands of people digging trenches for me. Then they invented mechanical diggers and I sacked millions of people and became immensely rich. 

Now I can have anything I want. Look out of that window. See that full scale model of the Taj Mahal. Well, it isn’t a model at all. It’s the real thing. I had the original one replaced with an exact copy, and had the original shipped over here on a barge. What do you think of that?’

‘Seems a bit pointless, sir. You could have just built the replica here.’

‘Damn. You’re right. That is what I meant to do. I must have got confused. Anyway, Sloth, my point is, that the whole exercise was pointless, but that’s the sort of thing I can do because I’m so rich - things that are utterly pointless. I bet you couldn’t do even a small pointless thing. You couldn’t, for example, attach a tortoise to a cement mixer and see if it could pull it along.’

‘No, sir.’

‘Do you have any models of famous buildings in your garden, Sloth?’

‘Yes sir.’

‘Which one?’

‘Which one what?’

‘Which famous building have you got in your garden.’

‘None.’

‘You said you had.’

‘Oh right. I meant to say No I haven’t. I keep getting Yes I have  and  No I haven’t mixed up,’ explained Constable Sloth

Constable Sloth looked out of the window and saw a tortoise trying to pull a cement mixer along.

‘I wish I was rich,’ he said mournfully.

‘Anyway I can’t spend all day discussing how rich I am,’ said Lord Cruss-Tupper. ‘We must get down to business. I’m a very busy man, you know. Now follow me.’
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