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It’s Time To Find  a Mystery

It was a beautiful winter’s morning on Sherlockton Avenue and, as Jim flung back his curtains and looked out at the pale blue sky and the bright morning sun, he felt excited about the day ahead.

“Today’s going to be a good day,” he turned and addressed his pet hamster, Watson. “It’s almost Christmas and I just know that something wonderful is going to happen.”

Watson stared back unimpressed, his cheeks full of sunflower seeds. He had heard all this nonsense before, and the day usually ended with Jim throwing himself on his stripey duvet at bedtime and whining loudly that he would never be a good detective. Sometimes Jim was so upset that he wouldn’t even read Watson his favourite bedtime story, Hänsel and Gretel. All Watson wanted was a peaceful life. 

It had been an eventful few weeks. Jim had been ecstatic when he had finally caught The Green Emerald Gang. Brutus and all of his nasty friends were now safely put behind bars. There had been a lot of interest from the papers and Jim had even featured on the local news,  but now people seemed to have forgotten that Jim  was a hero and being a prívate detective was jolly hard work.

There had been a few little mysteries to solve that had kept Jim occupied for a day or so. Mrs Plumpton, his nosy neighbour, had lost her very fat cat Donut and offered a small reward for his safe return. Jim had stumbled upon Donut trapped in the litter bin on the next street, his head jammed into a discarded ice cream tub that had looked too tempting not to explore.

“Oh, my poor baby,” Mrs Plumpton had exclaimed as she opened her front door to a very dishevelled-looking Donut who was glaring furiously at Jim for daring to drag him away from his delightful litter bin picnic. “Look how thin you are! Let’s go and get you some cream and your favourite biscuits.” Donut had only been missing for a few hours, but Jim knew that he  was the apple of Mrs Plumpton’s eye, so he was happy  to help.

Mrs Plumpton thanked Jim profusely and pressed a couple of pound coins into his hand.

“Thank you, young Jimmy,” she ruffled his hair,  making Jim blush, “go and buy yourself an ice cream  on me.”

But today would  be different. Jim was sure that the reward had been one hundred pounds, but he didn’t want to argue so he meekly slunk off down the drive.  A couple of pounds would only be enough to keep Watson in hamster seeds for a few days, and Christmas was fast approaching as well. 

Then there was the thief who had made off with a  very expensive mountain bike on the High Street. Jim had just stepped out of his local pizza takeaway and tripped over his untied shoelace. His cheesy pizza with extra toppings landed splat on the pavement just as the thief started pedalling away, with the bike shop owner running furiously after him. The bike’s tyres skidded on the melted cheese and oops…the thief toppled straight over the handlebars and landed face down in a pile of cheese and tomato at Jim’s feet. 

“Oh, thank goodness,” the shopkeeper came to a halt in front of Jim, puffing noisily. “Throwing that pizza down to stop this nasty man was so clever of you.”

Jim just smiled as he handcuffed the thief.

“I’ll take him down to the station,” he said as he led  the very messy thief away. Another job that he wouldn’t get paid for and now he had spent the last of his  money on the pizza which was splattered all over the pavement. 

Jim tucked his best shirt into his trousers and nodded to himself in the mirror as he straightened his new bow tie (he had taken to wearing bow ties to give him a sophisticated air). A private detective had to look the part.

“Come on, Jim. You can do this. A positive day starts with a positive attitude. Even Sherlock Holmes had  his quiet days. What do you think, Watson?” Jim turned round but Watson had scuttled out of sight underneath a pile of straw, and was quietly snoring away contentedly to himself.

“Jim, breakfast is ready,” Mrs Dopeyworth’s voice rang out from the kitchen as Jim hurried downstairs. He was slightly apprehensive as his mother had  started “experimenting” with her cooking, with some worrying results.

“Sit down my darling,” Mrs Dopeyworth beamed as she placed a large bowl full of what looked like the bottom of Watson’s cage in front of him. “I’ve made you some organic muesli. We didn’t have any oats, so  I used a packet of pasta shapes instead. Now eat it up. You can’t solve mysteries on an empty stomach.”

Jim peered down at the unusual concoction and poked at the unappetising mess with his spoon. 

“Actually, Mother, I’ve just remembered I have an urgent business meeting this morning, so I’ll have to give breakfast a miss.”

Jim grabbed his satchel and made a dash for the front door before Mrs Dopeyworth could protest, heading down the road towards the High Street when his stomach gave a loud grumble. Jim loved his food and was starting to regret missing his morning meal, but  he wasn’t far away from The Rolling Pin, his favourite bakery in town. If he was going to have a positive day he needed to fill up his tummy. Perhaps a nice chocolate éclair would do the trick.
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Jim pushed open the door and was greeted by the  smell of delicious baking. He waited patiently as there was already quite a queue of people getting ready for the festive season. He could see his friend Percy Caramel, busy filling paper bags with gooey chocolate muffins and gingerbread cookies for the school children in  front of him, but behind the counter was an unfamiliar face.

“Good morning, Jim,” Percy called out as he  spotted his friend. “Meet my new assistant, Marian Butterworth.”

“Marian, this is Jim. Jim is one of our best customers, aren’t you, Jim? He keeps us in business with all  the chocolate éclairs that he buys, ha ha ha.” Percy laughed as he scooped two éclairs into a bag for  Jim and pushed them over the counter, but Jim wasn’t paying any attention. Marian was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. With her blonde curly hair and huge green eyes, Jim couldn’t stop staring at her. All of a sudden, he didn’t feel hungry anymore.

“Marian makes the most wonderful mince pies,” Percy said to Jim who stood gawping like a goldfish at Marion. “They really are quite extraordinary. I’ve never tasted anything quite like them.”

Marian smiled prettily at Jim and urged him to take his breakfast. “I’ve heard so much about you, Detective Dopeyworth,” she said as Jim took the bag from her. “Percy says you are a hero.”

Jim blushed and opened his mouth to reply when a voice rang out from the back of the queue.

“For goodness sake, Dopeyworth, stop mooning over the staff and let us all get served.” Jim would recognise that voice anywhere. It was Mr Hart, his old boss (old “sausage fingers”). Why did he always have to show up at the most embarrassing moments?

“Solved any big crimes lately?” Mr Hart continued in his big booming voice that could probably be heard  all the way down Sherlockton Avenue. “I heard you rescued a cat from a litter bin the other day. I’m glad to hear that all your Scotland Yard training is being put to good use.”
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