Detective Dan and Bozo the Dog 

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

 investigate 

 THE STRANGE CASE OF THE FLYING FISH.

Constable Sloth was strolling through the village when he noticed a group of men loitering on the Dingle-cum-Dozy Lovely Village Green. His suspicions were aroused when he noticed every one was dressed in white. 

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘What’s all this then?’ and he narrowed his eyes. They’d taught him how to do this whilst he was at Police School, although he did tend to stub his toes a bit when he narrowed his eyes, because he couldn’t see where he was going.

‘What are the chances of twenty-two men turning up on the green all dressed in white at this time of year?’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘Astrological!!’

At first he wondered if he’d stumbled upon a meeting of the Dingle-cum-Dozy Morris Dancing Society, but there was no sign of that old green car they liked to dance around. 

Just then, one of the men dressed in white started running very fast and threw a round object straight towards another of the men. It was just lucky that the second man happened to have a flat piece of wood with him which allowed him to divert the flying object away in the direction of the pavilion.

It was time for Constable Sloth to intervene before things got out of hand. He blew his whistle and strode purposefully across the green. ‘Right you lot. Stay where you are. You’re all under arrest. You’re not obliged to say anything but anything you do say, blah dee blah, blah dee blah.’

‘What did you say?’ asked one of the men in white.

‘I said, if you bothered to listen,’ Constable Sloth explained patiently, ‘you are not obliged to say anything but anything you do say, blah dee blah, blah dee blah.’

‘What does blah dee blah, blah dee blah mean?’

It’s something I have to say when I catch criminals. It’s called a portion or something. I just haven’t quite got the hang of it.’

‘How long have you been trying?’

Constable Sloth counted his fingers. ‘One two three four five six seven eight nine ten. Ten years.’

‘Are you sure it’s not eleven?’

‘It could be,’ explained Constable Sloth. ‘But I haven’t got any more fingers.’

‘Look, Constable Sloth,’ said another of the men in white. ‘There’s no need to arrest anyone. We are just normal people having an ordinary game of cricket. This is the cricket pitch. That is the cricket pavilion and we are the Dingle-cum-Dozy First Eleven Cricket Team.’

‘Eleven. That must be confusing. Why don’t you try playing with ten, then you could keep count,’ suggested Constable Sloth helpfully.

‘Yes, we would if it wasn’t such a truly terrible idea,’ said the man in white. ‘And just the kind of moronic, stupid and ridiculous suggestion we’d expect from a half-wit like yourself.’

‘Why thank you. We’re only here to please, you know,’ said Constable Sloth modestly. ‘Every Little Helps. That’s the police motto.’ He paused. ‘Cricket eh? Of course, I knew you were playing cricket all along. I just pretended I didn’t.’

‘Why was that?’

‘I’m afraid that’s secret police business which I’m not prepared to deluge.’

‘You mean divulge.’

‘I think you’ll find I know exactly what I mean. Now, you carry on with your so-called game of cricket, because I’ve just spotted some people over at the tennis courts attacking each other with rackets, and the Sarge said I should keep an eye open for any rackets going on in Dingle-cum-Dozy.’

As Constable Sloth strode off to deal with the next ball-related crime outbreak, all the cricketers waved goodbye with a two fingered wave.

‘That must be the score,’ thought Constable Sloth.

-o-

Meanwhile Detective Dan was in the garden teaching Bozo the Dog the basics of tracking. For the first lesson he was demonstrating how you would follow a wild animal that had escaped from the Dingle-cum-Dozy Wildlife Park and Possum Sanctuary.

Detective Dan had memorised many different kinds of animal prints from the Big Detective Book for Boys Wildlife Section and had reproduced some across the lawn in the back garden.

‘Now, Bozo the Dog, these tracks,’ said Detective Dan, ‘are those of an African lion. What can you tell from the position of the claw prints relative to the paw marks?’

‘Ruff-ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog.

‘Yes, they are very big claws, but I’m thinking more of the position of the claw marks and what this tells us.’

Ruff-ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog.

‘Yes. Apart from how big they are,’ said Detective Dan, getting a bit irritated. ‘What about where they are?’

‘Ruff-ruff,’ barked Bozo the Dog.

‘The point is not how big they are, for the last time,’ said Detective Dan getting even more irritated. ‘The point is that the claw marks are at the front of the paw marks, so that tells us the direction the lion is headed. That way we can follow the tracks to find the lion. Right, let’s go.’

Detective Dan followed the paw marks across the garden. When he reached the flower beds, he turned round and noticed that Bozo the Dog was headed in exactly the opposite direction. ‘What are you doing?’ he shouted. ‘You’re going the wrong way.’

‘Ruff-ruff, ruff, ruff-ruff,’ explained Bozo the Dog which in Doggish meant, ‘Dogs do not chase Lions. Lions chase dogs. Dogs do not eat lions. Lions eat dogs.’ Then he sat down, crossed his front paws and gave Detective Dan a very disdainful look.

‘You’re not frightened of a lion, are you?’ laughed Detective Dan.

To which Bozo the Dog replied ‘Ruff-ruff, ruff, ruff-ruff, ruff, ruff-ruff, ruff, ruff-ruff,’ which in Doggish meant, ‘Yes I bloomin’ well am.’
At this moment Detective Dan’s mum called from the kitchen,’ What are those marks going across the lawn, Detective Dan?’

‘They’re lion tracks,’ said Detective Dan.

‘Is there a lion loose in the garden, dear? You do know that lions eat people, don’t you, Detective Dan?’

‘Ruff-ruff, ruff,’ said Bozo the Dog which in Doggish meant, ‘That’s just what I’ve been telling him. But will he listen? No he won’t.’

‘It’s a hypothetical lion,’ explained Detective Dan.

‘I don’t care what sort of lion it is, Detective Dan. I don’t want one wandering about loose in my garden. Why don’t you come in and watch the television. That’s what other children do, you know, rather than following lions about.’

Detective Dan raised his eyes up to the heavens. If it was up to people like his mother, the whole place could be overwhelmed by escaped lions and nobody would care. ‘The next time the village is threatened with a dangerous wild animal, don’t come crawling to me,’ thought Detective Dan, as he stomped indoors slamming the door.

3

