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INTRODUCTION

Good evening! My name is Monsieur Mustard and I am the world’s most famous (and most fashionable) detective.

But I know what you are thinking. I must be the world’s smallest detective too, yes? Incorrect!

Detective Hans Hamster from Hamburg is at least one whole grasshopper smaller than myself, so there you go! Et voilà!

Anyway, I am here to warn you that this story is not about fluffy unicorns, magic kittens and whatnot. Non!

This story is darker than the richest chocolate gâteau, with more twists than the twistiest moustache, and an ending so unexpected, oh là là!

Even I, the great [image: ] did not see it coming!

So, for those of you who don’t want to witness such DARKNESS,

such MYSTERY,

such MAYHEM!

Au revoir!

Goodbye!

But for those of you who do, I will begin...

[image: ]

...One evening, way past your bedtime, in a city called Bath, everything was as it should have been.

The usual butter colour of the buildings had been gobbled up by the night, all the teeth and tusks had been brushed (well, the ones who were telling the truth anyway), and two pesky pigeons were gossiping on their usual rooftop.

But with stories like this, my friend, things never stay as they should for long.

It all started when an innocent reptile called Fabio Fangtooth was closing his restaurant for the night...
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NEW MAGIC SHOW COMES TO BATH!

MAGICIAN DIANA DAGGERS
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			Creatures are lining up to get their tickets to see the dazzling Diana Daggers’ magic show. Have you got yours yet? If not, you better hurry! They are disappearing fast!

			BERETS ARE BACK

			According to world-famous hat-maker, Tabitha Trilby, berets are back in fashion! Have you got the ear shape to carry one off?
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The BATH TIMES


	
			
			NEWSPAPER

		
			
			£1.50

		
	



MISSING!

			FABIO FANGTOOTH!

			Beloved restaurant owner, bow-tie connoisseur (and snake), Fabio Fangtooth, has disappeared. Police Inspector Podge says: ‘If any creature has information on Fabio’s whereabouts, please come to the station immediately. Oh... and bring some cake. Preferably Victoria sponge.’
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BONJOUR BATH!

			HOME SWEET HOME!

			You’ve heard the rumours, but we can now confirm that it’s true! Detective Monsieur Mustard has officially moved to the city of Bath, and he’s already on the lookout for his next mystery to solve!
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CHAPTER ONE

A Very Small Mustard Door

This is number six, Butterstone Place.

Several creatures, or residents (if you want to sound fancy), of every shape and sort live here.

Some of them are hairy, some of them are not, some are scaly, some are not, and some of them are hairy, scaly and to be frank... a little bit smelly (if you ask me).

For so many different residents to live at number six, Butterstone Place, it has to have a rather unusual door. A door within a door within a door, if you will.

There is a large mustard door for the tall, extremely fluffy or big-bottomed residents.

A medium mustard door for, well, every creature.

And then, there is a new, very small mustard door, especially for one very special resident indeed.

This very special (and very French) mouse, Detective Monsieur Mustard, was reading the Bath Times newspaper while sipping a cup of lemon tea... SLURP-SLURP-SLURP... and was delighted to read that on his very first morning in the city... SLURP-SLURP-SLURP... there was a mystery that needed solving right away!

‘The disappearance of Fabio Fangtooth,’ he said to himself happily, as he hopped out of his mustard velvet chair. ‘Oui! Yes!’ he squeaked excitedly, whipping off his mustard tweed dressing gown.

[image: ‘That sounds like the mystery for me!’]

And so, (a rather naked) Monsieur Mustard started checking off his morning ‘To do’ list.

First, he plucked out his nose hairs with a very special pair of tweezers.

The same tweezers that had been used to remove a long line of world-famous detectives’ nose hairs, including those of Monsieur Mustard’s great-great-great-grandfather, who always said:

[image: ]

A detective’s nose holes should be free of hair in order to sniff out the stench of a culprit!

However, he also said: ‘Sometimes, for a detective to see more clearly, they must close their eyes,’ resulting in him walking straight into the mouth of an evil cat.

[image: ]

‘Ouch!... CHECK!’ Monsieur Mustard said to himself, as he moved on to the second task on his list.

[image: ]

Next, he blow-dried his ‘whiskers of suspicion’ (inherited from his mother, who was famous for being the most suspicious mouse in all of France).

[image: ]

‘CHECK!’

Then, he made himself a fancy toasted cheese sandwich called a ‘Croque Monsieur Mustard’, which he cut into a monocle-like circle and swallowed whole. ‘GULP! CHECK!’

[image: ]

And finally, he dressed himself (thank goodness) in his mustard tweed suit and golden monocle –  before running through the French phrases he was famous for.

[image: ]

[image: Oh là là!]

(Meaning: ‘Oh my gosh!’)

[image: Et voilà!]

(Meaning: ‘And there you go!’)

And last, but definitely not least, he outstretched his arms and shouted dramatically...

[image: Grandes saucisses de Paris!]

(Meaning: ‘Great sausages of Paris!’ Which he only used for the most terrible situations of all.)

‘Check! Check! Check!’ Monsieur Mustard said to himself smugly, as he popped an extra sandwich into his detective’s bag, and closed it with a... CLICK.

And with that, he was ready to make his way to Fabio Fangtooth’s restaurant, so he tucked his umbrella under his arm, and closed his very small mustard door behind him with a... BANG!

But he would soon find out that he probably should have stayed at home.


CHAPTER TWO

Tingling Whiskers

As soon as he was out in the hustle and bustle of the city of Bath, Monsieur Mustard had a feeling he couldn’t ignore, so he licked the tip of his tail and held it up in the air.

‘Et voilà!’ he said to himself. ‘Just as I thought!’

According to Monsieur Mustard’s tail, it was perfect mystery-solving conditions. Well, apart from the chicken busking on the corner.

[image: Chick, chick, chick, chick, chicken! PUKAAK!]

she squawked, wafting her taffeta ball gown from side to side. A crowd had gathered around her, throwing coins and blocking Monsieur Mustard’s way.

‘Oh là là!’ Monsieur Mustard muttered, as he whipped open a crisp new map of the city and began tracing it slowly with his paw. He needed to get to Fabio Fangtooth’s restaurant right away, but his map was a mystery in itself! Not to mention that it wasn’t exactly easy for him to concentrate with all the chicken-singing racket going on!

[image: Lay a little egg for me! PUKAAK!]

‘I said... Oh là là!’ Monsieur Mustard shouted, causing the chubby chicken to stop singing with a... SQUAWK! And everyone turned to look at him.

‘Ah, that’s better,’ he sighed, getting back to his map. But the quiet didn’t last for long...

TIP, TAP, TIP, TAP.

Monsieur Mustard was horrified! The feathered singer was now tip-tap-tapping on his head!

‘Excusez-moi!’ he squeaked. ‘What on this earth do you think you are doing?’

‘Are you Monsieur Mustard? PUKAAK! The world’s most famous and fashionable detective?’ the chicken asked.

‘Oui. Yes,’ Monsieur Mustard snapped, blinking at the creature furiously. ‘Now, if you don’t mind, I have somewhere very important to be!’

But just as he was about to turn and walk away...

[image: LOOK, EVERYONE! PUKAAK! IT’S MONSIEUR MUSTARD!]

the chicken screeched, popping out an egg in excitement.

The crowd gathered around the tiny detective and burst into a round of applause, throwing him so many golden coins that he had to open his little umbrella, with a POP!  Meanwhile the chicken scooped them up by the wingful (the cheeky bird!).

[image: ]

Monsieur Mustard shook and high-fived many paws, wings and claws, before politely excusing himself, telling them all, ‘Thank you, but I really must be going. I have a very important mystery to solve!’

Everyone ‘oohed’ and ‘ahhed’, and applauded again as he blew them kisses and skipped away.

And while most mice would have been embarrassed by this kind of attention, Monsieur Mustard was used to it. In fact, he enjoyed it enormously.

What he couldn’t get used to and wasn’t enjoying in the slightest, however, was his new map. Which was no surprise really, because he was reading it upside down.

[image: ]

Meaning that Monsieur Mustard was going backwards when he should have been going forwards, and turning right when he should have been turning left.
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