DETECTIVE DAN AND BOZO THE DOG

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

in THE STRANGE CASE OF THE OLD WINDMILL

Detective Dan had just started his early morning training with Bozo the Dog. ‘Today,’ said Detective Dan, ‘I’m going to tell you what to do if you’re confronted with a maniac armed with a big knife.’

‘I think, if you don’t mind me saying, Detective Dan,’ said Detective Dan’s mum, who was listening at the window, ‘I think, if you were faced with a maniac armed with a big knife, I’d rather you ran away as fast as possible.’

Detective Dan raised his eyes to the heavens. Honestly, what could an ordinary housewife possibly know about dealing with maniacs, especially ones armed with big knives. She clearly hadn’t bothered to read The Big Detective Book for Boys which had much to say on the matter.

‘If I run away,’ he explained patiently, ‘then all that’s going to happen is that the maniac will set upon someone else who cannot run away – such as an old or very fat person or indeed, a person who is fat and old, and stab them to death.’

‘Supposing this maniac turns out to be someone normal like a butcher or a fishmonger, who’s allowed to carry a knife and who happens to be very angry or maybe is chasing a fish burglar?’ queried Detective Dan’s mum.

‘Well, then, he’s not a maniac with a knife, is he?’ pointed out Detective Dan, losing his patience with his mother a little. ‘I think you’ll find that I know best when it comes to knife-wielding maniacs. I mean, I don’t tell you how to do the washing up, do I?’

‘No, you don’t,’ said Detective Dan’s mother, moving away from the window. ‘Except when I’m doing it all wrong of course.’

‘Right. Bozo the Dog, where were we?’

‘Ruff, ruff,’ said Bozo the Dog.

‘An axe wielding lunatic, are you sure?’

‘Ruff, ruff, ruff,’ said Bozo the Dog.

‘No, no, you’re getting mixed up,’ explained Detective Dan. ‘It was a knife wielding maniac, not an axe wielding lunatic. They’re completely different things. We’re not due to do axe wielding lunatics until tomorrow at the earliest.’

‘Ruff, ruff, ruff,’ said Bozo the Dog, which was Doggish for something like, ‘Well pardon me for breathing.’

Detective Dan continued, ‘Imagine this fence post is the knife wielding maniac. Now what I need to do is to distract him. This I do by picking up this large stone and throwing it to my right.’

Detective Dan picked up a large stone and threw it towards the flower beds. There was a large crash as the stone hit one of Detective Dan’s dad’s glass cloches, smashing it to pieces.

‘Was that one of your dad’s cloches breaking?’ shouted Detective Dan’s mum from the kitchen.

‘No, it was an aeroplane,’ said Detective Dan tetchily.

‘What! Crashing in the garden?’

‘No, it was just breaking through the sound barrier.’

‘Oh, that’s alright then.’

‘Now watch carefully Bozo the Dog,’ continued Detective Dan. ‘Notice how the knife wielding maniac is now looking to his right.’

Bozo the Dog looked puzzled. He looked at the fence post and then back to Detective. ‘Not really,’ he thought. ‘Still looks more like a fence post to me.’

‘So, while he’s distracted, I grab his hand and twist it, and the knife falls harmlessly to the ground. Then, as he goes to pick it up, I hit him over the back of the head with this brick, thus rendering him unconscious. Then I summon the police.’

‘I think I’d rather you called the police in the first place,’ called Detective Dan’s mum from the kitchen.

‘Ruff, ruff, ruff-ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog.

‘It doesn’t have to be a brick, Bozo the Dog. It could be anything.’

‘Ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog.

‘No, a cabbage is no good. It needs to be something heavy and hard. If you hit a knife wielding maniac with a cabbage, he’ll just laugh in your face and then stab you to death, which I think we can both agree would not be a satisfactory outcome to the encounter.’

‘Ru… ff, Ru… ff,’ went Bozo the Dog, still not convinced.

‘Look,’ said Detective Dan, picking up a stone and placing it on the ground. Bozo the Dog sniffed the stone and then looked up at the Detective Dan quizzically. ‘You try it.’

Bozo the Dog picked up the stone in his mouth and tried to throw it. It landed on the ground in the same place he had picked it up.

‘Hmm,’ mused Detective Dan. ‘That’s not really going to work. is it. I hadn’t really thought through the whole dogs being unable to hold large heavy objects in their paws scenario.’ 

‘Ruff, ruff, ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog perkily.

‘Well, yes, that is true, you could bite his leg. I mean, it’s obviously no good me biting his leg, because my teeth aren’t big enough. On the other hand, you can’t hit him on the back of the head because you’ve only got paws.’ 

‘Ruff…  ruff, ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog, slightly hurt. 

‘Look, there’s nothing wrong with your paws, Bozo the Dog. As far as I’m concerned they’re exceptionally good paws.’

‘Ruff?’ 

‘No, really. They really are great paws. But paws were never designed to handle bricks. If God had wanted dogs to be able to handle bricks, he would have made them completely different. I think we’d better put the knife wielding maniac lesson on hold and I’ll check with The Big Detective Book for Boys. So, stand down, Bozo the Dog. You’ve got ten minutes free sniffotunities and then we’ll do something else.’

Bozo the Dog bounced away and started sniffing at things in the garden. Dogs did a lot of that, Detective Dan had noticed, but he never quite understood why. Possibly they were practising finding clues at the scene of a murder although , it must be said, the clue they usually found first was a pile of dog poo, which was rarely relevant. 

-o-

Constable Sloth meanwhile was pushing his bike through the village, whistling. They had taught him at Police School that members of the public were reassured that all was well when they heard a policeman whistling. This is not to be confused with a policeman blowing his whistle, which was a sign that there was a danger such as a mad bull loose in Marks and Spencer’s.

The funny thing was that, as he walked along the street, all the shops ahead of him put up their CLOSED signs, and all the shops behind him put up their OPEN signs. Constable Sloth thought this behaviour very strange. 

He couldn’t recall it being mentioned at Police School. But he didn’t seem to remember anything from Police School, except the fact that apparently burglars didn’t always wear stripey shirts, masks and bags with SWAG written on them.

Sometimes they wore ordinary clothes so they would blend in with members of the public.

‘Typical,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘These burgliers will stop at nothing. Even wearing a disguise.’ 

But this wouldn’t stop Constable Sloth from catching them because quite often these burglars made mistakes when trying to look like members of the public. If, just for an example, you saw someone wearing a smart suit with big hobnail boots and a hat with corks on them, then the chances are they would be burgliers in disguise. Alternatively they could just be students who’d just been to the Oxfam shop.

The Sarge had warned him to look out for Hoodies. Constable Sloth knew all about Hoodies. Their leader was called Robin Hoodies and he lived in the forest with his Berry Men. 

Constable Sloth suddenly noticed a piece of paper blowing in the wind. Actually he didn’t notice the piece of paper because Constable Sloth rarely noticed anything, but this particular piece of paper blew into his eyes, blinding him momentarily and causing him to stub his toe on the pavement. He could hear laughter coming from some of the shops, which was strange because he thought they were all closed.

Constable Sloth tore the piece of paper from his face and was about to throw it away when he remembered what the Sarge had told him at the morning briefing. It was National Litter Day and everybody was to look out for Litter Louts.

‘Don’t you mean Little Louts?’ Constable Sloth had said helpfully.

‘No, I don’t mean Little Louts, I mean Litter Louts,’ said the Sarge impatiently.

‘So, if we see any Little Louts should we ignore them and concentrate on the Litter Louts?’

‘No, of course not, Sloth, you should arrest them too. So, as I was saying, if you see members of the public throwing sweet wrappers and things like that on the ground and making the place look a mess, what should you do?’

‘Shoot them?’ suggested someone from the Armed Police Squad

‘No, you don’t shoot them, you give them a warning. You say, Listen here matey boy,  if I catch you doing that again, I’m going to…

‘Shoot you,’ called out someone from the Armed Police Squad.

‘No. You’re going to arrest them, not shoot them. You can’t go round shooting everybody. No, you arrest them, and then you caution them, and we all know how to say the caution, don’t we?’

‘Put your hands up or we’ll shoot you,’ suggested someone from the Armed Police Squad.

‘No, no,’ said the Sarge impatiently. ‘You have to say this: you do not have to say anything. But it may harm your defence if you do not mention when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence.’ He paused. ‘Now, Constable Sloth, repeat it back to me.’

Constable Sloth furrowed his brow and he tried to summon up the words. ‘Er, you do not have to say anything… er, but it might harm your fence… er, if you do not mention something or other… er, which you later lie on in court.  Anything you do spray may be covered in heavy dents.’

The Sarge put his hands in his head and started to cry. ‘Cheer up,’ said Constable Sloth. ‘It’s not the end of the world.’

The Sarge continued crying. ‘Please let it be the end of the world, please let it be the end of the world.’
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