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  For Kate de Goldi, dear friend, writer and music-lover!


  – Ursula
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  Note to reader: If there is a word in the story you haven’t seen before, it may be a Spanish word. Have a look in the glossary at the back to find out what it means.


  Chapter One
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  It was sunset, and Alberta was just thinking about what she might have for dinner, when she heard a strange thud coming from inside the refrigerator.


  ‘I wonder …’ she said to herself.


  She scampered over and opened the fridge door. She was right – the post had arrived! A letter was sitting on top of a plate of carrot sticks. She recognised the handwriting on the envelope at once.


  ‘It’s from Cousin Coco. Now whatever could be wrong this time?’


  Coco Carlomagno was her favourite cousin, but he lived a long way away, in Buenos Aires, the biggest city in Argentina, South America. He had a very important job there as Chief of Police.


  In Alberta’s experience, a letter from Coco usually meant he was having a problem with a case.
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  She opened the letter and this is what it said:
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  ‘Great carrots! Poor Coco!’ said Alberta. ‘It’s one thing after another with him.’


  Alberta decided not to read the letter again. The only way to find out what was up would be to go to Coco as soon as possible.


  So she quickly packed her brown-paper bag with some lettuce leaves and a game of snakes and ladders, and the necklace made of watermelon seeds that her Tía Abigail had given her for her birthday the year before.


  ‘It will be nice to have an occasion to wear it at last,’ she thought, pleased.


  Then she left a bowl of water for the neighbourhood cat, locked the door behind her and headed off for South America.
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  Chapter Two
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  By the time Alberta arrived in Buenos Aires, she was very hungry, as she had forgotten to eat any dinner. So before going to see Coco she stopped at an empanada stand for a quick and delicious snack. As always, she listened with interest to the conversation of the other customers.


  All anyone could talk about was the return to the stage of the world-famous opera singer, La Bella Cucharita. It had been many months since the fabled guinea pig diva had sung in public. Apparently she had lost her nerve one night when a mosquito landed on her nose in the middle of an aria.
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  ‘Ah, pobrecita,’ said one of the customers, wiping a tear from his eye. ‘I was there that night. Such bad luck!’


  ‘Such a large mosquito,’ remarked a second customer.


  ‘They said she would never sing again,’ put in a third.
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  ‘Che! She would never desert us!’ declared the empanada-seller dramatically. ‘And tonight she is back. What a joy for the city!’


  A small cheer arose amongst the customers at this and they patted each others’ furry backs.
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  ‘Hmm,’ thought Alberta. ‘I wonder if this is the show Coco was talking about in his letter.’


  Alberta had never been to an opera before, and was not sure if she would like it. But still, she supposed, it would be the experience of a lifetime.


  ‘Tell me,’ she said, ‘why is La Bella Cucharita named after a teaspoon?’
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  ‘It’s a little habit of hers,’ replied the empanada-seller with a smile. ‘When someone annoys her, she hits the person on the head with a teaspoon. Isn’t that quaint?’
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  ‘She must be quite a character,’ said Alberta noncommittally.


  ‘The police had better watch out tonight, though,’ added the empanada-seller, shaking his head. ‘Everyone will be wearing their best jewels for the performance. There may be thieves about.’


  Two of the customers quickly finished their empanadas and left. Alberta swallowed the last crumbs of her own and decided she too had better get going. She complimented the empanada-seller, paid her bill and trotted off to Coco’s office at the top of the famous Obelisco.


  Alberta climbed up the 206 steps. There was the familiar sign, even more shining than usual:
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  ‘Alberta!’


  Coco jumped out from behind the door and threw his claws around her. He kissed her many times, which is the South American way.


  ‘I have been counting the minutes since I sent your letter,’ he cried. ‘But I knew you would come. Quick, there is no time to lose – we must go to the Teatro Colón at once!’


  The Teatro Colón, as Alberta knew, was the grand Opera House of Buenos Aires. She could see Coco was in quite a state, so she didn’t ask any questions, but followed him back down the stairs to where his red motorbike was parked at the foot of the Obelisco.
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  They zoomed on the motorbike through the fourteen lanes of traffic of the Avenida Nueve de Julio. Brakes screeched and horns hooted from every side as they passed. Soon they arrived at the entrance of the magnificent Opera House.


  A huge crowd of guinea pigs, from grandparents to little ones, were gathered on the front steps, waiting in line to get tickets for the night’s performance.
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  ‘Viva La BC!’ they called out in excitement. ‘La BC! La BC!’


  (La BC was what the guinea pigs of Buenos Aires often called La Bella Cucharita for short.)


  ‘Is this the show we are going to tonight, Coco?’ asked Alberta. ‘With La Bella Cucharita?’


  Coco pulled Alberta quickly aside and lowered his voice.
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  ‘Yes,’ he whispered. ‘But keep it quiet, or there will be a riot. Tickets are hard to come by – ours were given to me by La BC herself! She is very afraid, you see, that something truly TERRIBLE is going to happen at tonight’s performance, and she wants us to be there to stop it.’


  ‘Lucky us,’ murmured Alberta.


  ‘Yes,’ nodded Coco. ‘They are special tickets. She hides them under her wig for emergencies.’


  He pulled out the two tickets, nestled under his sash. Alberta looked at them curiously for a moment.


  ‘I suppose we’re lucky to get them, Coco,’ she said. ‘I just hope we’ll be comfortable.’
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  WHY DOES ALBERTA WONDER IF THE SEATS WILL BE COMFORTABLE?
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  If you are not sure, have a look at the back of the book.


  Chapter Three
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  Coco slipped the tickets back under his sash.


  ‘We can worry about that later,’ he said. ‘Now we must go and see La Bella Cucharita in her dressing room. We’ll take the side entrance here, to avoid the crowd.’


  Alberta and Coco trailed down winding corridors and up and down stairways. They passed all sorts of people doing interesting things – making lavish costumes, sawing and hammering huge pieces of scenery, painting furniture, or carrying musical instruments. Voices sang scales, flutes piped, drums banged.
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  Finally they came to a stop outside a door covered in shiny golden stars with a picture of a teaspoon and the words:
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  Coco raised his claw and knocked. The door swung open, and there in front of them stood La Bella Cucharita herself!


  Alberta had to admit the diva was a most impressive-looking guinea pig. She had an astonishing amount of thick dark fur and a rather sulky expression. She wore a magnificent necklace and a great many spectacular rings.


  ‘Oh!’ said La BC, clearly disappointed. ‘I thought it was my snack.’


  ‘He-hem,’ Coco coughed humbly. ‘I am merely Coco Carlomagno, Chief of Police.’


  ‘You may kiss my claw,’ said La BC, more graciously.


  Coco bowed low and kissed it.
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  ‘Who is this person?’ asked La BC, gesturing at Alberta.


  ‘May I introduce my cousin Alberta, señora,’ said Coco. ‘She has come over to help me solve this dreadful crime.’


  La Bella Cucharita sank down on a nearby armchair.


  ‘Come in, then, come in. Close the door behind you,’ she moaned. ‘But I believe nobody can help me.’


  ‘What exactly is the problem?’ asked Alberta in a practical voice.


  La BC reached into her bosom and extracted three pieces of paper, which she thrust at Alberta.


  ‘Look at these! For the past three days, one of these notes has arrived in the mail, in a pink envelope addressed to me. See for yourself!’


  Alberta took the papers, inspecting each sheet carefully.


  On the first sheet this was written:
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  On the second sheet was this:
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  And on the third sheet was this:
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  ‘Qué raro!’ said Alberta, frowning. ‘Do you have any idea what it means?’


  La BC threw herself onto a nearby couch.


  ‘Don’t you see – someone is trying to finish me off! First one quivering quaver, then two, now three. What will be next?’
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  ‘Four?’ suggested Alberta.


  La BC threw herself onto a nearby chaise longue. Coco drew Alberta to one side.


  ‘Alberta, I should explain,’ he said in a low voice. ‘Last time, when she lost her nerve, it was because a mosquito landed on her nose on the fourth quaver. So now she fears one of her enemies is trying to break her nerve again – on the fourth quaver.’
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  Alberta was going to ask,‘What enemies?’ But then she remembered the teaspoon and reflected that La Bella Cucharita might well have any number of enemies whom she had hit on the head with it.


  ‘But I know,’ said La BC, looking meaningfully at Coco, ‘that you will protect me tonight. I know you and all Buenos Aires would rather die than see me miss a single note!’


  [image: images/img-36-2.jpg]


  ‘Oh, um, of course,’ said Coco, alarmed. ‘But, dear lady, do let’s hope none of us will die exactly.’


  Alberta held one of the sheets of paper to her nostrils, sniffing.


  ‘There’s a distinct smell of peanut butter on this one,’ she said.
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  ‘Che! Don’t talk of food!’ groaned La Bella Cucharita. ‘I am starving. How long I have been waiting for my pre-performance snack!’


  There was a knock at the door.


  ‘Pasen!’ cried La BC.


  The door opened, very slowly, as if whoever was behind the door did not really want to come in.


  ‘Por fin!’ said La BC. She turned to Coco and confided: ‘Always before a performance I have the same snack. I MUST have it, or I cannot go on.’


  ‘Totally understandable,’ soothed Coco.


  A young guinea pig sidled into the room, looking sheepish. He was holding a large notebook.
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  ‘So, Cátulo,’ said La BC testily. ‘Where is it?’


  ‘Lo siento, señora,’ gulped Cátulo, who was the diva’s personal assistant. ‘The snack bar couldn’t understand what you wanted.’


  ‘Couldn’t understand!’ spluttered La Bella Cucharita. ‘But you wrote it down – I dictated it myself! I even spelled it for you!’


  She reached into her bosom, pulled out a teaspoon and waved it dangerously in the air.
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  ‘I know.’ Cátulo hung his head in shame. ‘But when I showed them what I wrote, they just shrugged.’


  ‘Outrageous!’ cried La Bella Cucharita. ‘They should all be sacked.’


  She rushed towards Cátulo with the teaspoon, but he hid quickly behind a small piano, dropping his notebook in the rush to escape the blow. Alberta leaned down and picked it up.
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  ‘I see you have tried hard,’ said Alberta to Cátulo in sympathy as she read what he had written in the notebook. ‘In fact, perhaps you have been trying a little TOO hard.’
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  WHAT DOES ALBERTA MEAN? CAN YOU WORK OUT WHAT LA BELLA CUCHA RITA’S ORDER IS?
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  If you’re stuck, there are some clues at the back of the book.


  Chapter Four
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  With Alberta’s help, La BC was soon happily gorging on her favourite snack. So Coco and Alberta hurried to the Obelisco, to get dressed for that night’s performance.


  Alberta looked splendid in her watermelon-seed necklace, and so did Coco in his hat with large white feathers. They arrived at the Colón under the glittering night sky and made their way up the front steps into the foyer of the Opera House to the sound of applause from the crowd.
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  ‘You are quite a celebrity these days,Coco,’ said Alberta, raising her hairy eyebrows.


  ‘Vamos,’ said Coco, embarrassed. He took out the tickets from under his red sash and handed them to the usher. ‘Let’s get to our seats.’


  It was a little uncomfortable squeezing into their seat. But they had a good view of the stage, and so they settled themselves down and waited for the curtain to go up.


  Despite herself, Alberta felt excited at the great occasion. It was a full house. Every place was taken: all the stalls, the boxes and the galleries, even all the standing room positions. The President of the Republic herself was there. And there were even two guinea pigs in the widows’ box, modestly dressed in dark cloaks and hoods.
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  ‘What is the opera about?’ Alberta asked Coco.


  ‘Well, it’s rather complicated,’ he said. ‘And very tragic. It’s a great love story, naturally—’


  The orchestra filed in and a roar of applause filled the theatre. Coco stopped what he was saying in irritation. Someone was kicking on his seat from behind. He turned around to see who it was, but then the lights dimmed. The performance was about to begin.
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  In the hushed silence a little voice piped up: ‘Why is it dark?’


  ‘Shhhh!’ said several guinea pigs crossly. ‘Quiet!’
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  The curtain rose. The music swelled. A spotlight shone in the middle of the stage, and La Bella Cucharita stepped into it, her fur flowing.


  The little voice piped up again: ‘What’s the lady doing?’


  ‘Shhhhh!’ repeated the cross guinea pigs.


  La Bella Cucharita opened her mouth and began to sing. And sing and sing and sing. More guinea pigs appeared on stage, one after the other, and they sang, too. Alberta tried to pay attention, but there were so many guinea pigs wandering on and off in so many different costumes that she got rather confused. All she could tell was that everyone was very upset – especially La Bella Cucharita.
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  ‘Will it never end?’ she wondered silently.


  She glanced at Coco, but he was transfixed by the performance. Alberta’s eyelids drooped and to stop herself from falling asleep, she began to count carrots backwards.
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  ‘Seven hundred and eighty-four carrots, seven hundred and—’


  Suddenly she jolted awake. Coco was digging her in the ribs.


  ‘This is it,’ he said urgently. ‘This is the aria!’


  Alberta opened her eyes wide. La Bella Cucharita was standing on a rampart, flinging herself about as usual and booming out with deep emotion:

  



  ‘I lived for art, I lived for love, I never harmed a living soul! With a discreet claw I relieved all misfortunes I encountered!’

  



  ‘Well, that’s a bit of an exaggeration,’ thought Alberta.
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  ‘It’s now,’ hissed Coco. ‘The fourth quaver!’


  He stood up on his seat. It was as though the whole audience held their breath, remembering the mosquito. Would the horror happen again?
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  But no, La Bella Cucharita sailed through the fourth quaver without even a single quiver, right to the end of the song. There was a huge sigh of relief which rumbled through the entire theatre like a great wind. The crowd stamped and clapped and cheered and wept as the curtain went down.


  ‘Let’s go to the dressing room and congratulate her,’ said Coco, getting down from the seat. ‘There’s time before the next act.’


  ‘You mean there’s more?’ said Alberta, aghast.


  But Coco didn’t hear, as he was already caught up with the rush of guinea pigs frantically heading to the bar for a glass of iced lemonade. The two cousins lost each other in the throng.
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  Coco found himself wedged behind the two hooded widows who had emerged from the widows’ box.


  ‘Plenty of jabulous fools here tonight, eh?’ said one widow.


  ‘Yes, we’re going to fake our mortune, all right,’ replied the other. ‘But stare shall we whart?’


  ‘That secklace of needs over there – it must be morth willions,’ said the first.
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  ‘Okay,’ the second replied in a gravelly whisper. ‘I see it. As soon as I can, guile rabbit!’


  Coco frowned. Surely their voices were rather rough and deep, even for widows. And there was something about the way they were talking – something not quite—


  ‘Coco, there you are!’


  It was Alberta, who had managed to squeeze her way through. He grabbed her claw with relief, and they hurried away, down to the dressing room of La Bella Cucharita.

  



  CAN YOU HELP COCO WORK OUT WHAT THE WIDOWS ARE SAYING? QUICK – BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE!
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  There are some hints at the back of the book.


  Chapter Five
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  The star-studded dressing room was overflowing with bunches of celery and parsley with notes of congratulations attached. Cátulo was slicing up a large juicy peach into chunks, and handing them to La BC on the end of a fork. He smiled nervously as Coco and Alberta came in.
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  ‘Close the door behind you!’ said La BC imperiously. ‘Privacy, please! Too many fans about.’


  Alberta slammed the door shut with her hind leg, while Coco fell on his knees in front of La Bella Cucharita.


  ‘Bravo! Bravo!’ cried Coco, with a passion that Alberta felt was quite unnecessary.


  To Coco’s consternation, instead of a gratified nod, the great diva raised her claw in the air and uttered a most terrible scream. Then she fainted on the floor.


  They all turned to look to where she had been pointing. At that very moment, a piece of white paper was sliding in under the closed door of the dressing room. And on it


  



  – FOUR QUIVERING QUAVERS!
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  ‘Sapristi!’ Alberta whistled through her teeth. ‘What can this mean?’


  Coco drew his sword, rushed to the door and flung it open. He stopped in his tracks.
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  There, on the ground, pushing the piece of paper, was a very small guinea pig. Standing behind him was an elderly guinea pig with pinkish fur beneath a glittery sequinned dress and a string of huge bright pearls.


  ‘You!’ spluttered Coco, himself practically fainting.


  ‘Oh dear,’ sighed Alberta, shaking her head.


  Because this very small guinea pig was none other than Ernesto, the troublesome pest who seemed to be at the bottom of so many of Coco’s difficulties!
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  ‘Hello, Señor Policeman!’ said Ernesto, getting up from the floor. He tugged on the elderly guinea pig’s sequinned dress. ‘Look, Abuela, it’s Señor Coco!’


  ‘Ah, Señor Coco,’ said Ernesto’s grandmother. ‘How lovely to see you. But what are you doing here? I thought this was the dressing room of La Bella Cucharita.’
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  ‘It IS the dressing room of La Bella Cucharita,’ said Coco. He gazed at Ernesto and used his iciest voice. ‘The question is, why have you been persecuting her, you wicked boy?’


  ‘Señor Coco, really,’ said the grandmother. ‘You mustn’t speak like that to the little one. You will frighten him.’


  ‘Frighten him! What about the way he has been frightening La BC?’ retorted Coco. ‘With his horrible quavers!’


  He picked up the three sheets of paper that were sitting on the bookshelf and waved them at Ernesto.


  ‘You don’t deny that these were written by you?’
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  ‘Yes, I wrote them,’ said Ernesto, proudly. ‘They’re good, aren’t they?’ Then he stopped, puzzled. ‘But what’s quavers?’


  ‘If they aren’t quavers,’ said Alberta, stepping over La BC, ‘what are they?’


  ‘They are P’s,’ said Ernesto, frowning. ‘Don’t you know what a P is?’


  ‘P’s?’ Alberta stared. ‘You mean the letter P?’
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  She turned the piece of paper the other way around. P’s?
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  ‘Aren’t they outstanding?’ said Ernesto’s grandmother. ‘His teacher says he is amazing for his age.’


  ‘But,’ said Alberta in consternation. ‘Why have you been sending P’s to La Bella Cucharita?’


  ‘Well, you see,’ began Ernesto, hopping on one foot, ‘my mummy loves the nice singing lady, so I thought I will write the singing lady a letter that says, “Please will you sign this paper for my mummy who is your biggest fan!” And then I asked Abuela to put it in a pretty pink envelope and send it to the singing lady.’
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  ‘But you didn’t write all that,’ objected Alberta. ‘All you wrote was P.’


  Ernesto looked crestfallen.


  ‘That’s because I only know how to write P,’ he said. ‘I haven’t learned the other letters yet. I’m only little.’ And his eyes filled with tears.


  ‘Don’t get upset, darling,’ said Ernesto’s grandmother, patting him. ‘I think they are beautiful P’s.’


  ‘Yes, that’s all right,’ said Alberta quickly. ‘Please don’t cry.’


  ‘Anyway,’ continued Ernesto, perking up, ‘we didn’t get any answer from the nice singing lady. So then I thought maybe if I write “Pretty Please will you sign this paper for my mummy who is your biggest fan”.


  Coco heaved a groan and put his sword back in its sheath.
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  ‘And I still didn’t get an answer,’ continued Ernesto, crossly, ‘so then I wrote—’


  ‘Don’t tell me,’ said Coco. ‘You wrote “Pretty Pretty please”. And now “Pretty Pretty Pretty Please”.’


  ‘Yes, that’s right! Because my mummy loves the singing lady SO much.’


  It was at this point La Bella Cucharita came out of her faint. She raised her head and stared at Ernesto and said: ‘Who is this ADORABLE child?’
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  She staggered up in her heavy costume and held out her arms for little Ernesto, who ran over to her at once.


  ‘Qué mimoso!’ murmured La BC, collapsing in an armchair. ‘Cátulo, get this child a plate of peach immediately.’


  Coco leant heavily on the wall.
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  ‘Are you all right, señor?’ asked Cátulo, concerned. ‘You look pale. Perhaps some fresh air?’


  ‘It’ll take more than fresh air,’ said Coco, casting a baleful look at Ernesto, who was now sitting on La Bella Cucharita’s lap, having his photograph taken by his grandmother.
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  ‘I think perhaps we should leave,’ said Alberta. She took Coco by the arm. ‘Let’s go and have an helado at the bar.’


  She pulled him out into the hall. As they closed La BC’s dressing room door behind them, they bumped into the two hooded widows, who were coming down the hall in the other direction, clearly heading for the exit. One of the widows was carrying a large black handbag.
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  ‘Peg your bardon!’ said the first widow.


  Suddenly Coco remembered what it was about the way the widows spoke. Yes, that class back in the Police Academy. Of course! His whiskers stiffened.


  ‘Wait just a minute!’ Coco out his sword again.


  The hoods fell from the widows’ heads. And out of the black handbag tumbled hundreds of beautiful pendants, strings of pearls and diamonds, bracelets, watches, cufflinks – and a watermelon-seed necklace.


  ‘I arrest you both!’ cried Coco. ‘In the name of the city of Buenos Aires!’
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  Chapter Six
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  The next morning all the newspaper headlines were full of the dramatic story.


  ‘I don’t think La Bella Cucharita will be very pleased with this,’ observed Alberta. ‘The headlines should be about her.’


  ‘Oh well, I’ve invited her to the Casa Rosada for tonight’s presidential banquet,’ said Coco.


  ‘Hmm. I won’t be able to stay long, you know, primo,’ replied Alberta, quickly. ‘Just long enough to see you congratulated.’
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  It was a wonderful night! The President herself presented Coco with his medal, which glinted in the light of the chandeliers. Alberta wore her watermelon-seed necklace and La Bella Cucharita sang between every course and then flung herself on various pieces of furniture to recover.


  ‘Show me your medal, Coco,’ said Alberta, as they were waiting for their carrot cake and coffee. ‘Did they spell your name right this time?’


  ‘I’m afraid not,’ Coco sighed. ‘It’s getting so I hardly remember how to spell my name myself.’


  A gong rang out. La Bella Cucharita was about to sing an encore. She stood on a little stage in the middle of the room, her luxurious fur gleaming under the spotlight.


  ‘And now, to finish the evening – a little tango,’ she announced, ‘in honour of the wonderful Chief of Police of Buenos Aires, Coco Carlomagno, and his – er – relative.’
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  ‘My cousin!’ called out Coco. He turned to smile at Alberta, but she was gone, off into the night with her brown-paper bag.


  Coco waved sadly at her fleeting figure. But he consoled himself with the beautiful voice of La BC as it sailed out into the dark sky above the city. He knew that, before long, Alberta would return.

  



  Everything, everything is illuminated When she returns And the honeysuckle vine is in flower again ...
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  CAN YOU CORRECT THE SPELLI NG OF COCO’S NAME?
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  CLUES FOR PUZZLES


  THEATRE SEAT PUZZLE


  With problems like this, it can be good to draw a picture to help you count.


  Here is a drawing of the seating plan of the theatre.


  Look at the instructions on page 18. Can you work out where Coco and Alberta should be sitting?
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  LA BELLA CUCHARITA’S SNACK PUZZLE


  There is a clue to this puzzle in something La Bella Cucharita says. She complains that she even spelled out the name of the snack to Cátulo, and he wrote it down.


  Just think, what would happen if you wrote down the sounds of the letters instead of the letter? So if someone said, ‘it starts with an S’ and instead of just writing S you wrote ESS.


  I bet you can work out what snack La BC asked for now!
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  SPOONERISMS PUZZLE


  The strange way the widows are talking is called talking in Spoonerisms. Spoonerisms are named after a man called Dr Spooner, who sometimes mixed up the beginnings of words. So instead of saying ‘hot dog’ he would say ‘dot hog’. Or instead of ‘chocolate milk’ he would say ‘mocolate chilk’. You can imagine that sometimes it was hard for people to understand him!


  Have a look at what the two hooded guinea pigs are saying. When you come to something that looks strange, see what happens if you swap the beginnings of the words around.


  Aha!
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  MUSICAL SUDOKU


  Usually a sudoku puzzle uses numbers, but this one uses quavers and guinea pigs.


  If you are not sure how to do a sudoku, this is how it works. You can see there is one big square, and inside it are four small squares.


  Inside each small square are four even smaller squares. (Let’s call them boxes.)


  You have to put a symbol inside each box. But you can only put one of each of the symbols in each smaller square.


  But that’s not all! You must check the rows going across and down the big square too. Each row can only have one of each symbol in it.


  Tricky – but I bet you can do it!
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  Glossary


  abuela (ab-way-lah) grandmother


  Avenida Nueve de Julio (aven-ee-dah nway-vah day hool-ee-oh) Avenue of 9 July, the widest street in the world


  besos (bess-oss) kisses


  Buenos Aires (bwen-oss eye-rez) the capital of Argentina


  Casa Rosada (cah-sa rose-ah-dah) the Pink House, the palace of the President of Argentina


  che! (chay!) hey!


  empanada (em-pah-nah-dah) a little meat pie


  helado (ell-ah-do) ice-cream


  La Bella Cucharita (la bay-sha cooch-ah-reet-ah) The Beautiful Teaspoon


  lo siento (loh see-ent-toh) I’m sorry


  Obelisco (ob-ell-isc-oh) the Obelisk


  pasen (pass-un) come in


  pobrecita (pob-ray seet-ah) poor thing (for a girl guinea pig)


  pobrecito (pob-ray seet-oh) poor thing (for a boy guinea pig)


  por fin (por finn) at last


  prima (pree-mah) girl cousin


  primo (pree-moh) boy cousin


  qué raro! (kay rah-roh) how strange!


  qué mimoso! (kay mee-moh-soh) what a cutie pie!


  querida (cair-ee-dah) dear, darling (if you are talking to a female guinea pig)


  querido (cair-ee-doh) dear, darling (if you are talking to a male guinea pig)


  señor (sen-yor) Mr or Sir


  señora (sen-yor-a) Mrs or Madam


  Teatro Colón (tay-ah-troh co-lon) Colón Theatre (Colón is the Spanish word for Columbus)


  tía (tee-ah) aunt


  vamos! (ba-moss) come on!
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