Detective Dan and Bozo the Dog 

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

investigate

THE STRANGE CASE OF THE DISAPPEARING DOGS

Constable Sloth was on the point of capturing a gang of dangerous burgliers. He’d been investigating them for weeks and he knew the Sarge was going to be really impressed when he captured them single-handed. Constable Sloth would probably get a medal for capturing the burgliers, and he couldn’t remember the last time he’d got a medal for anything. 

That might have been because he’d forgotten, or maybe it was because he’d never actually been given a medal, although, it is true, he did receive his Scouts Expedition Challenge badge, but only after a major sea and air search had located him in his back garden after he’d lost his bearings.

He’d probably have to go to Buckingham Palace so the Queen could pin the medal on his chest, and he definitely wouldn’t scream, even if she accidentally stabbed him with the safety pin. His mum and dad would be so proud of him. 

His dad, who was the chief constable, probably wouldn’t have to change his name after all. His dad had said  he was going to change his name, because he didn’t want to be associated with ‘that idiot’, although he didn’t mention which idiot he was talking about.

‘And there’s an awful lot of idiots about these days,’ thought Constable Sloth to himself.

Constable Sloth had noticed the first thing the burgliers did was to find a house that was full of stuff and then they put a sign by the fence that said ‘FOR SALE’ and then, about a month later, they’d drive up in big vans and, bold as brass, take every single thing in the house. They left it completely empty, the rascals! And then, to disguise the fact they had stolen everything, they drove up in some more big vans and filled it up again with other different stuff. 

That was why nobody ever reported anything stolen, because they didn’t notice that all their stuff had been replaced with other stuff. Constable Sloth wrote all the details down in his notebook.  The Sarge had said, if he wrote things down in his notebook, he would be less likely to do something daft.

‘As if!’ thought Constable Sloth to himself.

Constable Sloth did not bother to tell Detective Dan about the burgliers and decided to do the whole thing himself. After all, if he did, what could possibly go wrong?

One morning he noticed a FOR SALE sign go up against one of the big houses near the river. He decided to do a steak out. This involved hiding in a bush near to the house, where he could watch what was going on without being spotted. It was called a steak out because you had to spend all day in the bush, which meant you got really hungry, and you needed a big steak to keep you going.

When Constable Sloth cooked his first steak, he accidentally set fire to the bush and then the bush set fire to his trousers, and then he had to sit in the fish pond to put himself out.  

Constable Sloth got a call from the Sarge that night. ‘I’ve had a complaint,’ he said. ‘It seems you were hiding in this man’s azalea Bush all day and then you set it on fire and then you boiled all the fish in his pond. Is this true?’

‘No it isn’t,’ explained Constable Sloth. ‘Those fish were just lying on the surface having a rest. They’re probably all swimming about again now.’

‘I suppose you have some sort of reason for hiding in this man’s azalea Bush. It’s not just some sort of hobby you’ve taken up recently is it – sitting in bushes?’

‘No it isn’t,’ said Constable Sloth. ‘As a matter of fact I’m on to a gang of notorious burgliers.’

‘And they hide in bushes, do they, these burglars?’

‘No. It’s me who hides in the bush,’ explained Constable Sloth patiently. ‘So they don’t see me.’

‘Well, whatever,’ said the Sarge. ‘But could you please not hide in, search in or set fire to any more bushes.’

‘Don’t worry because I won’t need any more real bushes,’ explained Constable Sloth.  I’ve had a better idea. I’m going to wear a bush disguise.’ 

‘God help us,’ said the Sarge.

‘He certainly will,’ said Constable Sloth.

So excited was Constable Sloth about his new disguise that he spent the whole night supergluing twigs and leaves to his uniform. By morning he had finished. He looked in the mirror and nearly jumped out of his skin. What he saw was a huge bush wearing a police helmet.

‘Hmm,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘That could be a bit of a giveaway.  Just this once, I’ll have to not wear my helmet.’

He was so excited he didn’t even bother with his bowl of Super Choco Police Puffs. They weren’t really called Super Choco Police Puffs. He’d written in ‘Police’ between Choco and Puffs with a biro.

Constable Sloth positioned himself inconspicuously by the side of the road near to the house. A dog stopped, lifted its leg and weed on him. ‘Good,’ thought Constable Sloth, ‘my disguise is working perfectly.’

He observed the burgliers driving their lorries up to the front of the house and loading up. Once they’d finished, they pulled the shutters down on the back of the vans, jumped in and drove down the drive until they were almost level with Constable Sloth. Just as they drove through the gate, he leapt out from behind a hedge, raised his hand shouted:

‘STOP!! POLICE!!’

Now it’s quite possible that the burgliers misunderstood what Constable Sloth was saying. They probably thought that he meant, ‘Stop all policemen,’ rather than, ‘Stop all burgliers’ and that is why they drove straight over him.

It was a similar thing with the next lorry. Constable Sloth didn’t quite have time to stand up again before the second lorry knocked him over and drove over him. Luckily he fell between the wheels, otherwise he would have been crushed to death, which is probably one of the worst things that can happen to a policeman on duty. 

Constable Sloth leapt up and, giving a good blast on his whistle, chased the lorries down High Street, shouting:

‘STOP!! POLICE!! STOP!! POLICE!!’

And this probably explains why Mr Lenin from the Co-op leapt out and rugby tackled Constable Sloth to the ground. ‘I don’t mean stop the police. I mean stop the burgliers,’ explained Constable Sloth patiently.

‘Well you didn’t say that, did you,’ said Mr Lenin.’ ‘You should say what you mean.’

‘Now I’ll never catch the burgliers, ‘thought Constable Sloth sadly, but then he perked up. ‘I know’ he thought, ‘I’ll catch them when they bring all the different stuff back.’

Three hours later two big lorries arrived  at the house. As they drove in the gate, the driver said, ‘That’s funny, I don’t remember any speed bumps last time we came here.’ 

‘What’s that on the bonnet?’ asked his mate.

‘I dunno,’ replied the driver. ‘Looks a bit like a policeman’s helmet. Where did that come from?’

Behind them, a small boy approached Constable Sloth, who was at that moment lying in the road.’

‘Are you one of them sleeping policemen?’ asked the small boy. ‘And why have you got them tyre marks on your face?’

‘It’s just lucky, they ran over my head,’ thought Constable Sloth. ‘So there wasn’t anything important damaged.’
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