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This is kind of an embarrassing way to start off a 

book, but I have to admit right up front that this 

collection of Bill the Warthog Mysteries is the strangest 

of the series. And it's not just me that thinks so. 

As some of you may know (but I didn't), every 

mystery book published is reviewed by the National 

Association of Mystery Editors (N.AM.E.). The great 

chairman of N.AM.E., Nathaniel Hosenfeffer himself, 

reviewed this very book, and he found a problem. 

I guess I was working against deadlines and didn't 

realize that some parts of the plots in Bill's cases are 

suspiciously similar to plots in stories that Jesus told 

in the Bible. As I said, strange. Who'd link mysteries 

and the Bible? I mean, it's not like I took Hound oj the 

Baskervilles and replaced Sherlock Holmes' name 

with Bill and Watson's name with Nick (and perhaps 

put Chris Franklin in place of the hound). 

But Mr. Hosenfeffer feels strongly that you need to 

know. He said I could still use my stories as long as I 

pointed out the similarities, so I have. I hope you 

enjoy this book. When you solve each case along with 

Bill, try to guess which one of Jesus's stories matches 

the plot. (Just don't "borrow" like this at school.) 

Dean A. Anderson 
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ChC1.pter 1 

The CcLse OT the 
Fugitive FI~ers 

"How about this for a slogan - 'Not just another 

pretty face: Bill the Warthog, Private Investigator?'" 

"I don't know, Bill," I said. "Maybe you should 

think it through a bit longer." 

The "it" was the new flyer for my friend Bill's 

detective agency. I guess while I'm explaining things, I 

might as well tell you who I am. 

My name is Nick Sayga, I'm in the sixth grade, and 

my best friend has tusks seven inches long. 

His name is Bill, and you would never guess he 

was a real live warthog from Africa if you were talking 

to him on the phone. If you saw him in person, though, 

you would have no doubt. 
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Bill the Wd.rthog M~steries 

Bill tried another slogan. "'If something smells 

rotten, I'll put my snout in it: Bill the Warthog.' What 

do you think?" 

"Maybe you don't need a slogan," I said. 

"All right, but which drawing do you like better, the 

one with the fedora and trench coat or the one with 

the magnifying glass?" 

"I don't know about the picture, either, Bill. I think 

we need to emphasize the detective side of you rather 

than the warthog side of you." 

"I will use one of the pictures. I hate to think of all 

that money the Thompsons spent on wart remover 

going to waste." 

(The Thompsons are the family that took Bill in 

when he was young. The youngest Thompson, 

Shannon, took Bill from his pen at the Pottersville 

Zoo. The zoo didn't take good care of their animals at 

the time. The Thompsons treated Bill like a son and 

introduced him to detectives in books, like Sherlock 

Holmes and G.K. Chesterton's Father Brown.) 

We finally finished the flyers, and it was time to 

hand them out. I asked a couple friends of mine, 

Tommy Hendricks and Hurley Smith, to help hand out 

the flyers in nearby neighborhoods. We left some 
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Bill the Wd.rthog M~steries 

flyers on doorsteps, tucked some under windshield 

wipers, and handed some to people directly. We all 

met back at Merlin's Pizza Parlor when we were done. 

(If you're curious, we all had our own pizzas. 

Pepperoni for me, Hawaiian for Tommy, vegetarian 

without cheese for Hurley, and for Bill a special with 

crickets and Bermuda grass that Marty, the owner and 

manager, always keeps on hand for his only warthog 

customer.) 

"Do you think your flyers will generate any 

business?" Hurley asked Bill while we waited for the 

pizzas. 

"Time will tell," Bill said. "But the office answering 

machine may tell as well. After we finish up here, I'll 

check to see if I've gotten any responses." 

"And I was wondering, Bill," I said. "Should I cross 

back over the area we covered and make sure our 

flyers didn't blowout into the street or lawns?" 

"Good thinking," Bill said. "Littering isn't the image 

Warthog Investigations wants to present to the city." 

Tommy went with me. Along the way we saw a 

couple of little kids playing with a paper airplane they 

had made from a flyer. We found a few crumpled 

flyers in the street. I picked them up and went to 
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Bill the Wd.rthog M~steries 

throw them away in the trash can in front of the Elm 

Street Market. I looked inside the trash can when I 

tossed them in. And I saw a big pile of Bill's flyers. 

I asked Mr. Lopez, the manager of Elm Street 

Market, if he had noticed anyone dropping flyers in 

the trash can. 

"I did notice a young man dropping a lot of paper 

in that can," Mr. Lopez said. "He was about so high, 

and he had brown hair. The thing that drew my 

attention was a T-shirt he wore." 

"What about the shirt?" I asked. 

"It read, 'What are you looking at, Stupid?'" Mr. 

Lopez said. "I thought it was rude." 

I'm not a detective like Bill, but Mr. Lopez gave me 

enough clues to figure out who probably collected the 

flyers and threw them away. At my school, there was 

a kid who liked to cause trouble - a bully by the name 

of Chris Franklin. 

The description fit Chris, down to the obnoxious 

T-shirt that I had seen him wearing at school the other 

day. And this sounded like something he might do. 

Tommy went home, but I went to talk to BilL He 

was in a great mood. 

"I've already gotten a response to some of the 
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• Quest for the Temple of Truth • 

flyers. One caller wanted to know if the agency 

mascot could appear at their office party. And another 

wanted the name of the artist that drew the warthog in 

the trench coat," Bill said. "A couple of other calls may 

lead to interesting cases." 

"I'm afraid we have a case of our own to deal with 

first, Bill," I said. I told him what I'd learned. Then Bill 

and I headed over to Chris Franklin's house. 

Chris came to the door after we knocked. He was 

wearing a sweatshirt that might have been covering 

his obnoxious T-shirt. 

"There must be a mistake, Piglet, and is it Pooh?" 

Chris said after I told him we suspected that he had 

thrown away the flyers. (One of many things that 

annoyed me about Chris was that 

he pretended to never remember 

Bill's name - or my name, either.) 

"About what are we mistaken?" 

Bill asked. 

"Well, all afternoon, I was at the public library. 

Because of a misunderstanding with the city 

authorities last year, I was asked to do community 

service. I decided to read stories to little kids at the 

public library. 
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Bill the WC1rthog M~steries 

"I enjoyed doing that so much, I've begun to do 

that on my own. That's where I was today, reading to 

some little ones." 

"What were you reading today?" Bill asked Chris. 

"Today? Oh, some fairy tales by the Brothers 

Grimm. I read Snow White. You might not realize that 

there was a great deal of violence in the early versions 

of those stories. The Queen, for example, was forced 

to dance to death in red hot iron shoes." 

"Really," said Bill. "Did you read any of the 

Grimms' other tales?" 

"Oh, yeah," Chris said. "The Little Mermaid and 

Pocahontas. The kids love those things." 

"One of the great things about fairy tales," said Bill, 

"is that though they are fiction, they have truth in 

them. Of course, the fairy tale you just told doesn't 

have truth of any kind." 

How did Bill know that Chris was telling a story? 

Is it possible (as the N .A.M.E. suggests) that this 

story is not entirely original, but taken from the Bible? 

r::jj= Turn to pC1.ge 88 to find out, 
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