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In a small town
on the banks of
Lake Laloozee lives
the world’s greatest
flamingo  detective.
,His name is Fabio. He's
not tall or strong, but
slight and pink. And
; he’s very, very clever.
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At his side for every
case is his friend and
associate, Gilbert, a
giraffe terrible at the art
of disguise but good
at asking questions —
sometimes even the

right ones.




Chapter |

he bell rang as Fabio and Gilbert
-I-stepped into Alfonso’s, the small
and exclusive jeweller's shop. Alfonso’s
was as much part of the history of
Laloozee as the Hotel Royale or Plume
Street, where Fabio’s detective agency
was based.
1l be with you in
one moment, gentlemen,’

said Alfonso, who was an ageing tortoise



with an unhurried way of speaking.

Fabio tipped his hat and he and
Gilbert browsed the expensive jewellery
as Alfonso dealt with his customer, a
stylish desert fox.

‘Good luck, my dear,’
he said, carefully handing her a
package. ‘If your mother
could see you now ...’

The fox smiled. ‘Thank you, Mr
Alfonso. It's a pleasure doing business
with you.’

Fabio tipped his hat again as the fox

sashayed out of the shop.

Alfonso turned his attention to

Fabio and Gilbert. “"How may |

be of service, gentlemen?’

he asked.




at Alfonso’s pace, it was going to take

more than a minute.




As Alfonso steadily
made his way to his
workshop, Fabio and
Gilbert continued to
look around. Gilbert
tried a few things on.

‘What do you think
he meant when he
said he doesnt see
these  much  any
more?’ asked Gilbert.
‘Thats top of the
range, that watch. Or

at least it was.’

‘And now its time is up,’” murmured
Fabio, who wasn't properly listening.
Something through the shop window
had caught his eye. Maybe it was a trick
of the light, or maybe ...

‘What have you spotted now?" asked
Gilbert. ‘Don’t you ever relax?’

‘I may have spotted something, as
you say,’ replied Fabio. ‘Or it may be
nothing. A good brain, my dear friend, is
always working, even when it knows it is
going on holiday.’

Gilbert couldn’t think of anything

clever to say to that, but was saved



by Alfonso returning from his
workshop.

"Your watch is ready,
sir,” he said.

‘| say,’ said Gilbert, removing a pair
of pearl earrings, ‘you were very trusting
leaving us in the shop alone. What if
we'd tried to make off with all this
valuable jewellery?”

‘Well,” said Alfonso, ‘you
have an honest face.’

Gilbert beamed and picked up his
pocket watch.

‘Cripes, is that the time? Fabio,



we'd better hurry or we'll miss our train.
How much do | owe you?’

‘No charge,’ replied Alfonso.
‘l just need some advice
from the world’s greatest
flamingo detective.’

. 'He's going to the Coral Coast with
me and he’s going to be late!’ exclaimed
Gilbert.

‘But | would be delighted to assist
when | return ...’

Alfonso looked crestfallen. “That
might be too late.’
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‘We're staying at the Coconut Palm

Resort if you need me,’ said Fabio.

- Alfonso nodded slowly.




‘Why did you tell him where we're
staying?’ asked Gilbert as he sped them
through the back streets of Laloozee in
his sports car.

‘There was something bothering
him,” Fabio replied.

You're always overthinking things,

Fabio. This is why you need a holiday!
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By the way, what did you see on the
other side of the street when we were at
Alfonso’s?’ asked Gilbert, taking a corner
at full speed.

Fabio clung to the car door for dear
life. /I thought | saw someone from the
past,” he replied.

‘How nice,’ said Gilbert.
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‘Please can you drive more slowly, my
friend?’

‘Sorry!" Gilbert apologised, hitting
the brakes.

‘If it was who | thought it was, Gilbert,’
Fabio continued, ‘it was definitely not
nice.’

There was no time for Gilbert to ask
more, because they'd arrived at the
Laloozee Central Train Station and they
had a train to catch.

And not just any train — the Ostrich

Express.
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