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Detective Dan and Bozo the Dog 

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

 in 

 THE STRANGE CASE OF THE MURDER AT THE OLD GRANGE

Constable Sloth had been assigned to the beach at Dingle-cum-Dozy-on-Sea by the Sarge on Saturday afternoon and he was busy keeping an eye out for serial killers, bank robbers, and people who hadn’t paid for their deck chairs.

It was hot and he was feeling a bit fed up. He hadn’t managed to arrest anyone at all. There was this one person who was hanging about and looking suspicious, but when Constable Sloth went and arrested him for loitering with intent, he explained he was actually loitering in a queue with intent to buy an ice-cream and Constable Sloth had to let him go with a warning. 

‘It’s very bad for you, ice-cream,’ explained Constable Sloth gravely. ‘It clogs the arteries, rots your teeth and gives you heart attacks.’

But the man wasn’t grateful for this at all, and he told Constable Sloth of a very unusual place where he could put his ninety-nine. ‘That’s what you get for trying to help people,’ sighed Constable Sloth.

But then Constable Sloth heard a kerfuffle coming from further along the beach. A woman was screaming and there was a thumping sound. He crept up to a large white tent that had been erected near to the pier. A man with a strange high pitched voice was screaming, ‘You’ve burnt the sausages.’ 

‘This looks like a domestic,’ said Constable Sloth. There was more thumping and he realised he had to take decisive action.

He rushed round to the front of the tent which was full of children screaming. Constable Sloth thought about calling for reinforcements, but there didn’t seem to be any time. He ran through the tent, trying not to step on any children and rushed up to a red stripy enclosure in which a strange looking man was beating his wife with a stick.

‘You can’t do that!’ said Constable Sloth. ‘That’s domestic violence.’

Just then a crocodile appeared and snatched some sausages from the man.

‘Stop thief!’ yelled Constable Sloth. ‘You need a licence for that crocodile.’

The strange looking man leant forward and knocked Constable Sloth’s helmet off and started to beat him around the head with a stick. The children all roared with laughter.

What sort of madhouse had Constable Sloth chanced upon?

A man appeared from inside the red-and-white box and demanded,’ What on earth do you think you’re doing?’

‘I’m arresting you for wife beating, selling sausages without a permit and keeping an unsafe animal.’

‘They’re all puppets,’ said the Punch and Judy man. ‘Look!’ He showed Constable Sloth the puppets and the wooden sausages.

‘So they’re just puppets then.’

‘Yes.’

‘And you have got a Punch and Judy licence?’

‘Yes.’

‘What about these wooden sausages? Supposing someone ate one of those with a dab of mustard. They’d choke to death.’

‘You’d have to be a right idiot to do that,’ said the Punch and Judy man.

‘Shame,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘They look very tasty.’

‘In that case,’ he continued, ‘we’ll let this go for now, but if I ever catch you beating your wife with a stick, committing sausage crimes or impersonating crocodiles again, I won’t be so lenient.’

Constable Sloth left the Punch and Judy show to the sound of children booing. He didn’t mind. It was all part of the job.

The sun was high in the sky and Constable Sloth’s feet were getting hotter and hotter and they were rubbing where the sand had found its way into his boots. The sea was darkest blue and looked invitingly cool.

Before he knew it, Constable Sloth had torn off his shoes and socks and was paddling in the cool clear water. He’d be alright as long as the Sarge didn’t find out and so he’d need to be especially careful not to do anything stupid.

He was looking at the sand through the water, when he noticed a huge fish flapping about trying to blend in with the sand. He grabbed his whistle and began blowing it furiously. ‘Clear the water. Clear the water,’ he shouted.

A few people close by took up his warning and started shouting as well. Soon everybody in the sea was running like mad for the shore, grabbing children as they went. Finally, when everyone was safely on shore, Constable Sloth left the water. He was wondering what it would be like getting a medal from the Queen as he modestly told her about his unselfish heroics. He imagined her saying:

‘Well done, Constable Sloth, you’re my toppest policeman in Britain and I knight you Chief Constable, like your dad.’

A man came rushing up. ‘Where did you see the shark?’ asked the man.

‘There’s a shark?’ queried a bemused Constable Sloth.

‘Yes. The shark. Did you see its fin cutting through the water?’

‘It wasn’t a shark,’ said Constable Sloth. ‘It was a flounder.’  

‘A flounder! You’ve just created mass panic on the beach and all you saw was a flounder?’

‘You wouldn’t say that if it was biting your leg off.’

‘Flounders can’t bite your leg off. Flounders don’t even have teeth.’

‘It might not have teeth, but if it got hold of your big toe, you’d change your tune. It could suck you to death!’

‘It’s sharks that are dangerous, not flounders,’ explained the man.

‘Oh, hold on, you’re right. That’s what the Sarge said – look out for sharks. Mind you it was a huge flounder. Lucky I didn’t slip on it and fall over. They’re very hard to spot you know.’

‘That’s it. Panic over!’ called out the man to all the people standing shivering on the beach. ‘There isn’t any shark. The only dangerous thing out here is that lunatic with his trousers rolled up, wearing a helmet.’

‘Right, I’ll keep my eye out for him,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘Sounds like a right idiot.’
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Meanwhile Detective Dan was continuing his training program for Bozo the Dog in his back garden. He was always trying to teach Bozo the Dog new things. Every night, when he tucked him up into his basket, Detective Dan used to read him a chapter from The Big Detective Book for Boys.

Detective Dan picked up a large plant pot, plonked it in the middle of the lawn and said, ‘Now this plant pot here is an unexploded bomb.’

Bozo the Dog rushed behind the garden shed and put his paws against his ears.

‘What on Earth are you doing Bozo the Dog?’ said Detective Dan. ‘I don’t mean it’s a real bomb, we’re just pretending it’s a bomb.’

Bozo the Dog peeped out from behind the shed suspiciously.

‘Look, it’s quite safe,’ said Detective Dan. He gave the side of the pot a good firm kick. Bozo the Dog disappeared back behind the shed, shut his eyes and held his paws against his ears. When nothing else happened he peered round the corner again.

‘See. It’s not real. It’s a pretend bomb.’

Bozo the Dog didn’t really care what sort of bomb it was. He just didn’t like bombs full stop.

‘We’re just pretending it’s a bomb so we can practise what to do if we really have to deal with an unexploded bomb.’ 

Bozo the Dog frowned. 

‘So, let’s just say that we have found this bomb outside the Co-op. What do we do?’

Bozo the Dog ran round behind the shed and put his paws against his ears again. ‘Now come back here,’ said Detective Dan losing his patience a little. Bozo the Dog trotted back out looking sheepish.

‘Now, you’re quite right that members of the public should run away and take shelter and call the police. But that’s not we do, because we are Detective Dan and Bozo the Dog, Dingle-cum-Dozy’s Top Amateur Crime Fighting Duo, and it’s our duty to deal with things like bombs.’

‘Ruuuufffff?’ said Bozo the Dog quizzically.

‘Because we’re detectives,’ explained Detective Dan. ‘That’s why.’ He paused. ‘Now supposing that the bomb is about to go off and the car park is full of children. What should we do?’

Bozo the Dog started to edge away.

 ‘No, we don’t run away, and besides, there isn’t time. There’s only one thing we can do and that’s throw ourselves on top of the bomb and divert the blast away from the children.’

Bozo the Dog made a strange noise. It sounded like, ‘Huff huff huff huff huff huff.’

‘You’re not laughing are you, Bozo the Dog?’ said Detective Dan sternly.

Bozo the Dog shook his head. But then he did it again. ‘Huff huff huff huff huff huff.’ He put his paw against his mouth, trying to stop, but he couldn’t, and he rolled on to his back going, ‘Huff huff huff huff huff huff.’ He was holding his paws against his tummy.

‘Right,’ said Detective Dan. ‘If you’re not going to take this training seriously, I’m not going to teach you any more detective skills.’ He stomped off leaving Bozo the Dog rolling about on the lawn, gasping for breath.

He went into the kitchen where his mum was standing at the window looking out. ‘Is there something the matter with Bozo the Dog?’ she said innocently.

‘He’s just being stupid,’ snapped Detective Dan. ‘I’m just not sure that Bozo the Dog is cut out for detective work and crime fighting. If it wasn’t for me he’d spend all his time fetching sticks and chasing squirrels.’ 

And with that he disappeared into the living room, picked up the Big Detective Book for Boys and started turning the pages furiously, pretending to read.   
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