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Object 

 

 

OK… so tonight we’re sitting here and one of the ludicrous action shows is on, where the people 

make it from town to country in ten seconds and then track a boat’s trail from the oil trail in the 

water; this, all through modern technology which they explain to each other in detail so you (the 

assumed moron) will understand. 

 

Of course, the bad guys always run.  

 

They also shoot about as straight as my grandmother’s curveball. She played for the Yankees 

back in the good old days. Well… maybe not; but they never do seem able to hit anything.  

 

We’ve definitely moved forward in weaponry too. I saw one show where everyone had 

automatic weapons and they’re banging away like no tomorrow. Reload? We don’t need no 

stinking reload. These modern age Spaghetti Western weapons never run out of bullets and 

NEVER do they hit anything (except for superfluous things like parked cars) until one of the 

good guys yells for the badies to put their guns down, (pretty stupid considering), after which he 

blasts them with a single shot. 

 

Just before this final bullet there is also almost always a ‘catch phrase’… ‘On the ground or in 

your grave!’ Blah blah blah… 

 

Trust me, by that point I wouldn’t care whom shoots which – just end the danged story before I 

lose my dinner. 

 

Boom.  

 

Righttttttttt… 

 

You might wonder if there is an object to this prattle. I suppose there might be - if - things were 

only a bit different. Ah yes… there it is… take me back to the ‘good old days’ of pretty women, 

gumshoe detectives, and cheap whiskey; where the Tommy Gun was King and the 38 Special 

was an Ace in the hole everyone carried under their arm. 

 

 

 
 



6 

 

***** 

 

Boston Blackie, The Shadow, Dick Tracy, M Squad with Lee Marvin… even Highway Patrol 

with that old Bulldog Broderick Crawford for God’s sake. I thought of’em all as I stood in the 

shadows leaning against the cold brick of that disgusting alleyway.  

 

Her name was Lemon Fox. Sure it was a stripper’s stage name but who cares? It worked for me 

and that’s all that mattered. She was a Fox too, light furred and always smiling that alluring 

smile; like you didn’t know if she was gonna please you or rip your heart out. Her curves made 

the California roadways cry out in envy and she could melt herself onto your lap like heated 

plastic. A note was slipped onto my table during her act asking me to wait for her; and you bet I 

would have waited all night if it hadn’t been for her scream. I mean… what Mutt wouldn’t 

charge in to save the day when someone like Lemon was involved. 

 

I needn’t have hurried.  

 

Bursting in I had my snub nose drawn and was ready to take on an army only to find Rotten 

Rodney slumped in the chair where he’d been sitting. Two of his henchmen were lay’n near his 

feet. One had a dagger sticking out of his back and the other was apparently shot with the 

through and through taking out the crime boss. I was guessing but there’d been only the one shot. 

 

“He deserved it,” she told me tucking a small nickel plated lady’s pistol back into its hiding 

place. “It’s a pity he died before I got what I wanted.” 

 

I had no doubt it was the truth. She was so beautiful she could have sold donuts at an Anorexia 

convention. Bye, bye, Rotten and I sure wasn’t going to grieve any. 

 

“You need to get out of here,” I told her, not even asking what she’d wanted from the mook. 

 

The Fox winked at me and then straightened her dress. “What do you say we go back to your 

place for a bit?” 

 

“I’m thinking maybe it would be better to blow town for a while. Rodney had a lot of friends 

around here, including the police Chief. I say ‘had’ because obviously it’s past tense.” 

 

“I know,” she said with a smile that gripped my heart and pulled it out by the arteries. “I’m 

counting on it. I’m going to need some back up; are you game?” 

 

I didn’t answer that. The first thing they taught you in Private Dick school concerning pretty gun 

toting fem fatales was ‘commit to nothing cuz you might just have to kill her later. “Let’s go. My 

car’s in the alley behind the building.” 

 

When we got to the car I pulled open the trunk. Grabbing a dark wig and a huge sun hat I gave 

both to her and told her to get in on the rider’s side. I specified that because I figured her for a 

driver and that wasn’t going to do. People remember a vixen driving a car but not so much a 

Wolf in an old suit. They’d just figure I was one of Rodney’s boys. We needed to get to my 
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office so I could leave a note for the secretary (just in case) and then pick out some of my 

‘special’ equipment. Chief Badass Bayard might be a Poodle; but he was as evil as a Cat 

underneath his carefully groomed fur and cutesy accent. Rumor was; he liked interrogating his 

prisoners with a baseball bat. 

 

When we were in, I turned the key and stepped on the starter pedal. This was a feature of my car 

that I was kinda proud of as it saved a lot of paw crank’n to spark the engine. In cases where you 

had to get away in a big hurry this feature was invaluable. Not a block later we were passed by 

no less than three black and whites going in the opposite direction; red lights flashing and sirens 

blaring like there was an incoming air raid. Lemon leans over and placing a paw on my leg gives 

me a promising lick to the side of my puss.  

 

“How far is it to your office?” she asked me. 

 

“Ten minutes,” I told her and then risking a glance, asked, “Why’d ya do it?” 

 

“It was self-defense.” She responded sweetly. “The one that was stabbed… it was his knife and 

he had it at my throat. That happened and the second goon tried to jump into the fray.” She 

actually chuckled. “Day late and a dollar short; I was quicker on the draw. Rodney just happened 

to be back drop.” 

 

“I’m a gumshoe sweatheart,” I says, “I can tell when a person is lying.” 

 

“And?” Her paw wandered a little higher on my leg. 

 

“The knife was yours doll face. You made the first move. What did you go see Rotten about?” 

 

“I’m looking for my sister. She disappeared trying to get close to whoever killed our parents. 

There was a real estate deal going down and our farm was right in the middle of it. My parents 

didn’t want to sell so they were encouraged a little too aggressively and it was all made to look 

like a car accident. Problem is; neither of my parents could drive.” 

 

“Where were you during all of this?” 

 

“Let’s just say I work with the government and I was somewhere very far away. These are 

tumultuous times in the world and I’m rather good at what I do.”  

 

“So what did you find out from Rotten?” 

 

“He’s not from Denmark,” she whispered in my ear and then giggled. “Unfortunately he got 

plugged before I could question him properly.” 

 

I felt a cold shiver move up my spine at that… and then we were in front of my office. Telling 

her to wait for me I went up the stairs to the second floor and let myself in. The place was as 

quiet as a church. It wasn’t much but it was all mine. It had a small reception office and a back 

office where I could sit and brood over things external to my own life. I solved more than one 
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crime in there and knowingly caused more than one divorce… that was just the nature of the 

business. 

 

Taking a key from my pocket, I scribbled a note to my secretary giving her the number of a 

certain safety deposit box with instructions that if anything happened to me what was in it was 

hers. Folding the key into the paper I put it where I always left my notes to her and then went 

into the back office. Pulling open the bottom drawer to my deck I took out the scotch bottle kept 

there and dispensing with a glass, took a deep swallow right from the bottle.  

 

“You’re not going to offer a lady a drink?” the Fox asked from the doorway. In the gloom she 

wasn’t much more than a silhouette.  

 

I held the bottle out to her and she walked in looking more like she was floating above the floor 

than using her feet. She was so beautiful it made my teeth hurt even with the whisky already 

beginning to numb me down. Her slug of the golden dew was equal to my own. 

 

“Is that all you came up here for?” She asked me when she was finished.  

 

“If we had time I’d show you more,” was my response, though the little Wolf in my trousers was 

screaming at me that it was the time and place to be showing. “You can’t just charge into the 

police station and go after Bayard,” I told her, “So what’s your plan?” 

 

Lemon smiled a very strange and sly smile. “He won’t be at the station,” she tells me with 

another smaller sip from the bottle. “Before Rotten got himself off’d, he made a phone call. He 

had his back to me and kept it as soft as he was able but my hearing is extra sharp. So tell me 

what you know about murderers.” 

 

“They always return to the scene of the crime,” I responded, accepting the bottle back. 

 

“I figure he’ll be at the farm by now waiting for me to show up. That’s where my sister is and 

he’ll be waiting for me to sign papers for its sale in order to secure her release; being that he’d 

recently ‘arrested’ her as a person of interest in the murder of my parents.” She paused and then 

told me. “I’m hoping you have heavier hardware than that little popgun under your arm.” 

 

Rising, I went to the back wall and touched a certain place in just a certain way. Sliding the false 

wall back I showed her my stash of weaponry which was pretty impressive. Coming forward, the 

Fox picked out a tommy gun with three matching drum magazines, four grenades, and a 44 long 

colt single six. 

 

“The six shooter?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. 

 

“It always works in the movies,” she responded with a wink. “I like the gunslinger holster though 

I’ll have to go in skirtless to use it properly.” 

 

Me… I went with the Browning Automatic figuring we were gonna need some range before 

getting too close. It was also known for blasting through walls, so, should some not so bright 
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minion figure he could shoot through a window and then duck back; too bad for him. Both of us 

also had canvas pouches slung over our shoulders with the extra magazines and for a pistol I 

stuck with my tried and true snubnose. 

 

The little Wolf was really screaming at me now. Of course she didn’t miss the rise in my trousers 

even in the gloom of the office. “We’ll take care of that later,” she says right up front about it. 

“Grab your gear and let’s go.” 

 

***** 

 

Now, even I know you don’t approach a bad guy’s lair head on. He’s going to have his cannon 

fodder out front to take the heat. You waste your time on them and he keeps the seasoned mugs 

close cuz they know what to do. Much better to approach slowly while you’re being held by 

strong arms; meaning you use your superior firepower. It makes the ‘coup de grass’ so much 

sweater for an egotistical psychopath like Chief Badass. I hadn’t witnessed his work personally 

but I’d seen enough of the left overs during the course of my investigations to know who and 

what I was dealing with.  

 

True to her word, Lemon stripped to her panties and strapped on the six. I watched her test it for 

the draw and dang if she wasn’t quick. 

 

The farm house was out in the open with just a few trees around it. The Fox had been right, 

Baddass was there and waiting. Three patrol cars were already parked in front of the building 

and there was no doubt the Poodle was inside. 

 

All of this I observed while standing beside the inert body of the first underling we’d come 

across. Lemon was smooth in what she did, I’ll give her that. She was as silent on her feet as I 

was from years of the trade work. As soon as the pup’s back was turned, she stepped out from 

behind the tree, drew the six, and cold cocked him right upside the head. He went down like the 

Hindenburg, just without the flames. While she tossed his weapon as far away as she could, I 

rolled him onto his stomach and tied his paws behind his back. 

 

“What next I asked,” deciding to follow her lead. 

 

“Give me thirty minutes to get around to the back,” she told me. “Start from a distance and 

conserve your ammunition. Shoot to kill. If it moves, nail it. Make them very afraid. If the rest of 

his guys are like this one, which I doubt, it’ll be a cake walk.” 

 

We set our watches and then I watched her blend in with the undergrowth. Crouching down I 

waited, watching the farmhouse through a small pair of Peeping Tom binoculars I’d thought to 

bring. Sure enough I counted six of Bayard’s mooks hunkered down in front of the building. On 

the thirty mark, I took careful aim and pegged the least obvious of the bunch figuring him to be 

the most experienced. I got two more before return fire began making it dicey. Mostly it was 

pistol rounds so they were inaccurate and spent but it still tended to keep me moving.  
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Running a zig zag pattern, I began moving my way up to a better position. Once there I put ten 

rounds through the back side of a patrol car where one of the blue uniformed henchmen was 

hiding. It got real quiet for a moment and then I heard an explosion from behind the house 

coupled with a quick five tommy gun burps along with someone’s scream that eerily got cut 

short. 

 

I changed mags and on the next explosion stood straight up and began marching toward the front 

porch. As soon as one of the pair that was left stood to fire I fed him the entire magazine and 

then dove to the side as his partner cut loose with a sawed off shotgun. Lucky for me the stupid 

bastard apparently wasn’t aware sawed off’s are only good for about twenty feet. As I struggled 

to change out my mag he decided to take off running which was fine by me. Another explosion 

from the rear kept him running and then there was one really long burst of forty five slugs and it 

got real quiet. 

 

Cursing, I tossed the BAR. Pulling out my snub nose I sprinted for the porch where I kicked in 

the door. I charged in but stopped cold at what I found. Bayard was sitting on the living room 

sofa, his arm around another Fox who was bound and gagged. He had his gun to her head and his 

eyes were on the scantily clad Fox standing in front of him cradling a now empty tommy gun 

across her stomach. Three bloody corpses lay nearby attesting to the skill shown in their demise. 

 

“Nice of you to join us Jackie,” the Poodle said in his sickeningly nasal effeminate tone. “Peeked 

through any windows lately?” 

 

I leveled my snub at him. “Let her go,” I said in my most menacing voice. 

 

The bastard actually laughed and cocked the hammer on his pistol. “Just so you know my 

revolver has a hair trigger. Should you shoot me it goes off regardless and her brains get 

splattered all over the wall. Now… let’s talk business. If we can agree then we all get what we 

want and this mess get’s chalked off to a shootout by the pair that robbed the First Federal over 

in Elgin a month ago. You might recall that was a rather bloody affair so the public will believe 

the story.” 

 

“You’ve got nothing I want,” I growled. Lemon simply let her Tommy gun go to the floor with a 

soft thunk. 

 

“Oh I think I do,” the Police Chief replied with a laugh, never taking his eyes off of the Fox he 

only knew as a stripper. “I’m sure you’re tired of working messy divorce cases, yes? How much 

money does window peeping bring in, eh?” I know your digs. It’s a two roomed office in a 

building that will be demolished sometime next year. Give me what I want and you never need to 

work again.” 

 

Lemon never took her eyes off of the Poodle and I was afraid she was going to try something 

stupid; so I figured I’d better do something stupider first. “Give me a price.” 

 

Then she did look up at me and her right paw dropped down where it would have an easy swing 

to grab the long colt. One eyebrow raised up in question. 
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“I’m a Private Dick sweetheart. Money is money. Think about it; straight shooters don’t hang out 

in strip bars do they? You picked wrong when you picked me.” 

 

“50 G’s if you take care of the Fox in front of me,” Bayard squeaked. 

 

“And the other one?” I asked him.  

 

“I’ll take care of her.” 

 

That’s when I swung my pistol towards Lemon. With a yell of, ‘Bastard!’ she began her draw. 

Bayard took his pistol off of the sister and began his aim at Lemon. I swung back and shot him in 

the head. His pistol did go off but he hit nothing. Lemon’s went off in the same instant and I 

thought I was dead where I stood… but I was wrong. 

 

Hearing a thunk behind me, I turned to find the mook who’d run away bent over the window sill 

with half his head missing. On the floor was the sawed off shotgun. It didn’t occur to me until 

later that if he’d been able to use it, all of us would have bought the farm. 

 

***** 

 

Well that’s the story and for what it’s worth I’m glad for my alliance with Lemon. She was good 

to her word and apparently had some really good contacts in Washington. It turned out that Chief 

Bayard was indeed in a shootout with a notorious gang of bank robbers. He even got a 

posthumous medal for it. 

 

A month or so later after my secretary went home for the night, I was sitting in my office 

mussing about my latest case… or rather the lack of cases in general. My whiskey bottle was on 

the desk next to my feet and I was just knocking back my third tumbler when the door squeaked 

open and there she was wearing nothing but that brown wig and floppy sunhat I’d given her. 

 

“Ain’t you a sight for sore eyes?” I told her. “What brings you back to this dump?” 

 

Real slow like she walks in, swishing her tail in rhythm with her gait. “I have a debt to pay to a 

certain little Wolf,” she tells me with that smile of hers. When I brought my legs down from the 

desk she straddled my lap and the heat from between her legs was almost unbearable… or so 

says my little Wolf.  

 

Leaning forward she whispers in my ear, “I’ve got a new assignment off in Europe for a time and 

I could use a good partner. You think you might be interested?” 

 

“I don’t know,” I told her, trying my best not to spoil the moment too quick like. I actually had to 

grit my teeth. “What’s the job?” 

 

She just laughed and ran her tongue into my ear which caused me electric like shocks all through 

my body. Then she says, “Tell me what you know about Nazis. 
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Cookies  
 

 

“The machine admires the reasoning porter next to the chorus.” 

 

These were the dying words of a semi-famous painter found lying on the floor next to his easel 

by his housekeeper. I now looked at the words written in pencil on a small crumpled piece of 

paper. 

 

“What’s it mean?” I asked the investigating officer. 

 

“We were sort of hoping you could tell us,” the big German Shepherd replied. His voice was 

rough and rumbled in the resonance of his size. He was not an individual you wanted waiting for 

you in a dark alley or worse; in the interrogation room. I hate to admit it but even being a Wolf, 

he intimidated the hell outta me. It was a good thing we were friends. 

 

I sniffed at the paper and caught a faint scent of lemon. Now I’m a reasonably good poker player 

and can keep pretty much a straight face no matter what; but my eyebrows went up just the 

smallest amount. You don’t do that around a good copper like Officer Shep because they notice 

most everything too. 

 

“What?” he asks. 

 

“Who wrote the note?” 

 

“The cleaning lady. She was a worn out looking Fox, probably good looking in her time. When 

we got here the place reeked of the cleaning solution she was using which certainly didn’t help 

with the forensic noses we brought in. Why?” 

 

“Noth’n,” I replied. “This cleaning lady… where can I find her in case I have some questions?” 

 

“We sent her home,” the Dog rumbled. “I’ll get you her address. Feel free to look around. We’re 

done with what we needed to do. Sorry for no body but that’s already been sent to slab city. 

We’ve notified his family but they’re on the other coast so it’ll take a few days for them to get 

here. What I can tell you is there was a hole in the front and another in his back. I got no idea 

which was entry and which was exit. We found him on the floor and there was a lot of blood. 

The boys mopped it up best they could.” 

 

“If I was you, I’d station one of your boys at the morgue to keep an eye on things.” 

 

“Why? Don Sancho’s dead. I don’t think he’s going to pop up and go boo; though judging by 

most of his paintings he might be headed for hell.” 

 

“Yeah, and I can see why you’re a cop and not a comedian,” I muttered. My brain was already 

reeling at what I suspected… after two years of leaving me cold, she was back and that could 

mean almost anything. One thing it for sure meant, this berg was now not a healthy environment 
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for my shaggy Wolf self. Suddenly the feel of my 38 snug in its holster wasn’t all that much 

comfort. 

 

“Just cuz it’s you making the suggestion,” Shep tells me, “I’ll consider it… that’s if I can 

squeeze out a spare officer.” 

 

“Budget cuts,” I said with him and we both smiled. Politics what it is and you can always bank 

on two things; raised taxes and budget cuts. One was the excuse for the other in a vicious cycle 

that only kicked the little guy in the chops.  

 

As it was, and I’ll blame it on tight money, our police force never did run much like a well-oiled 

machine. Even as underwhelmed as they might have been lately, it’d become a little too easy for 

Shep to call out for my services. Truth be told I was getting tired of humping the Chorus of 

Righteousness’ bags around like some sort of philosophical porter; even if it did gain me their 

admiration. For them it was a perfect arrangement; I could get in where they couldn’t and do 

things that might be frowned upon by the ‘law’ while they stood around looking the other way in 

case I had to break eggs to make the omelet. 

 

Move the record spindle to the next cut and listen to me sing about what I saw in my perusal of 

the crime scene after fluffy the police dog left me on my own. Noth’n… I saw exactly noth’n 

more than they did and don’t think that didn’t piss me off.  Well… maybe next to nuth’n. 

 

Don Sancho’s studio was old school and had a wonderful comfy feeling if you were an 

exhibitionist. The room was totally surrounded by old time windows consisting of small panes of 

glass and there were no curtains.  

 

I could see the old boy’d been shot. Besides Shep telling me this was so, it was also obvious 

from the bloodstain on the floor… but there wasn’t any broken glass. Even if he was shot by 

someone inside the bullet would have gone somewhere. I found that interesting and began 

reviewing the crime in my mind.  It didn’t take me long to find a missing window pane the 

Police Dogs overlooked. I tapped the glass of the pane next to that one and it was solid. So the 

killer had it all figured out in advance; setting up his shot at the exact angle to nix Sancho while 

he was sitting at his easel. I also noted there was plenty of yard space bordering the woods so 

they could stay hidden and still get in a clear shot. I forgot to ask Sancho’s breed, but what pup 

doesn’t like the woods other than maybe a Chihuahua. I never met one of those who wasn’t all 

snappy mean like around the bigger breeds; though they could easily get in and out of tight 

places. That made them good thieves but seldom killers. 

 

Click… my brain caught and I looked at the empty picture frames on the one solid wall. 

 

More obviousness; it was set up to look like an art heist. That much was as plain as the nose on 

my snout but made no sense because most of what old Don did was sold at the flea market. I 

wondered why Shep hadn’t put those pieces together.  
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Next I examined the painting the old boy was working on when he got whacked. There wasn’t 

much on the black velvet but for the naked torso of a Fox that looked vaguely familiar. Of 

course, without the head and one leg it could have been anyone. 

 

Taking out the note, I smelled it again and this time my eyebrows did go up as this little bit of 

brushed on paint solidified my suspicions and all because of a very small birth mark on the left 

breast that anyone else might have missed and fewer still might have known about. Lemon Fox 

was back in town and that only meant trouble; no pun intended towards the deceased.  

 

Next stop was going to be a visit to the housekeeper’s home and I suddenly had no doubt there 

was going to be a lot more bodies before this was over with. 

 

***** 

 

I knew the location of the address Shep gave me all too well. You’re not a private dick and don’t 

know these things as a matter of course. You wanted something illicit, you went to this area of 

town. All you had to do was stand on a street corner and someone would be asking what your 

need was. For a five spot they would be glad to direct you to an alley. That’s where the risk came 

in; get the wrong alley and you woke up in the hospital with a big lump on your nogg’n… and 

that’s if you were lucky.  

 

Even in a place like this it was all about control and who was in charge. This little detail changed 

from month to month depending on who iced who and maybe who was arrested and sent away 

permanently; but there you have it.  

 

When I got to the hotel, I watched and listened for a spell from across the street and well out of 

sight. Pretty much I only saw the comings and goings of the girls and their Johns and since there 

was an absence of any armed guards outside you could bet the front desk sported a mean sawed 

off shotgun hidden behind the counter. That could pose a problem… and then I saw a face 

peeking out of a third floor window and knew it definitely would be a problem because the 

‘boss’ was apparently paying a visit to some unlucky girl. Right then and there I would’a given 

you a hundred to one odds the face was in Lemon’s room.  

 

In the back of my head, Caution and Urgency began having an argument. Caution got a black 

eye and I got the go ahead to do what needed to be done.  

 

Hissing to one of the girls that was standing on a nearby corner, I flashed a fiver at her and she 

smiled, immediately walking over to the alley where I was hiding. Accepting the money, she 

took my arm and without a word we crossed the road to the foyer of El Seedy Coma where she 

took me directly to the front desk so I could pay for my hour’s rental. The desk clerk, a gnarled 

looking old rat, didn’t even give me a second look as he reached for the tenner I tossed to the 

counter directly in front of where I stood. When he was within striking distance I grabbed his 

head and slammed it to the counter several times, making sure he was going to be out for a good 

while. 
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Letting his body sink to the floor, I took the ten spot, handed it to the girl, and told her to walk 

out the front and leave quietly to the left where the watching goon wouldn’t spot her. She smiled 

and without a word did as I asked. An easy ten was an easy ten and what I had in mind was none 

of her business. 

 

Reaching behind the counter I found the sawed off double barrel and checked to see that it was 

loaded. It was, and it wasn’t bird shot. 

 

There was no elevator in the old run down five story, so as quietly as I could I made my way 

upwards, making sure I kept to the inside of the stairs. That reduces the possibility of hitting a 

squeaky step. It was so far so good cuz there weren’t any guards in the hallways. That meant the 

guy doing the interview knew the counterman and was comfortable in his abilities.  

 

Finding the door I pressed a big fuzzy ear to the wood and listened. What I heard made my blood 

boil. Urgency began banging away on a Chinese gong and my foot responded. Kicking in the 

door I ducked and pushed in. In that second, two bullets were got off in my direction just as if the 

kick had squeezed the trigger. One bullet went wide while the other went through my fedora and 

then the blast of the sawed off stopped any further resistance. With a crash, the street watcher 

threw his body through the window taking his chances with a three-story leap of faith. So much 

for getting good help in this neighborhood. 

 

Dropping the now useless weapon, I reached under my coat and pulled my snub nose just as the 

mug doing the questioning turned his attention to me. He held a straight razor, which he’d been 

using to emphasize his questions. I recognized him as one of the local boss man’s Lieutenants 

and normally as a professional courtesy might have let him walk so he could deliver a message; 

but normal had nothing to do with Lemon Fox. 

 

I pulled the trigger on him and a hole opened right between his eyes. 

 

The rest of what happened was a blur. Using the razor, I cut the bindings, threw her over my 

shoulder and got out through the window at the end of the hall where I made my way to street 

level via the fire escape. There was a Chinese laundry half a block down so I ran there, threw a 

hundred dollar bill on the counter and looked at the Siamese running the shop. The money 

disappeared and he gave a nod that I should head to the back. Once there, helping hands lowered 

my burden into a laundry cart where she was covered over with fresh linen. This was then carried 

out and lifted into a waiting delivery rickshaw. Their sense of organization kept me thinking but 

I went with the flow. Obviously these guys were set up for such contingencies… for whatever 

the reason. I was then quickly and unceremoniously stripped. My clothing and my pistol were 

stuffed into a bag and I was given a coolie’s garb to wear along with one of those big hats they 

wore. This hid my features better than I could ever have done on my own. I was then placed in 

the number two position on the poles of the rickshaw and we were off. 

 

Like a sled Dog; I kept my eyes on the butt in front of me and didn’t ask any questions. 

 

***** 
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So how does a Wolf who’s on the lamb find himself dressed in a silk kimono sipping tea in a 

tranquil garden smack in the middle of the worse part of town? I’ve been watching this filthy city 

for near ten years and never had so much as a suspicion it was here. 

 

So there I was huffing and puffing behind a Siamese coolie trying to get Lemon to a safe place 

when he heads us into a warehouse entrance that magically opened just as we were rolling up to 

it. Then it closes again as soon as we were inside. Four Cats appear as if from nowhere. Two are 

armed to the teeth and pretty darned big for Cats, while the other two are female and dressed in 

silk. The thugs flank me while the silks fetch the clothing basket from the rickshaw. It goes one 

way and I get ‘escorted’ the other. In a situation like that there’s only one thing you can do and 

that’s follow along. Before you can escape you need to know ‘what’ you’re escaping from. 

 

Long story short I was taken to a room, stripped, washed by some pretty good looking girls, 

dried, combed out, and given some of those silk pajamas to wear. I’m at least smart enough to 

know you’re not dressed in silk if they mean to nix you. After I get dressed in the pajamas, I was 

escorted to the garden. A minute after that, a different Cat is back with the tray of tea and she’s 

prettier still with this alluring smile that would have even charmed old Shep on a bad day. On the 

tray is my hundred-dollar bill. That was a clear indicator but of what I wasn’t sure. 

 

The tea wasn’t bad and the garden serene; but inside my heart was in a footrace with the Devil. I 

had questions and I had a pressing need to know what was up with Lemon. Two years she’d been 

gone from my life chasing something called Nazis. I was in love, I was angry and I wanted to 

know what going on.  

 

Just as I was about to throw my teacup, the teapot, and the table at the wall, a door I had no idea 

was there slid open and this huge Panda walks in. We eyeballed each other pretty good and then 

he plops down on a large cushion and points to another cushion indicating I should do the same. 

He’s followed in by no less than five of the prettiest Cats I ever laid eyes on and they’re all 

fussing around him like he’s the favorite son of the big man and they’re his nurse maids. This 

goes on for a moment while we continue to eyeball each other and finally he snaps his fingers 

and makes a shooing motion with his paw; after which they leave in the same manner they came 

in. 

 

“It never gets old, does it?” I asked him. 

 

“What’s that?” he asks back and I can see he is annoyed that I addressed him so plainly. His 

accent was British and that surprised me. Not much will take me unawares like that. Being a 

gumshoe will temper you like that. 

 

“Being fussed over,” I replied. Pretty soon you begin thinking you’re the center of the universe 

and your enemies will use that against you.” 

 

“It’s as annoying as a mosquito buzzing in your ear; but I allow for it in order to maintain 

appearances. There is a certain image I ‘must’ maintain if I am to hold sway on the people under 

me. You had the saying from one of my fortune cookies in your clothing… why?” 
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“Which saying was that?” I countered, “ ‘Wise man know love when feel it.’ or, ‘Now is goodest 

time of your life.’?” 

 

“Please do not be so condescending. I deliver a product that has come to be relished as a culinary 

delight.”  

 

“Using bad English to do so.” 

 

“And the fortune cookie is a fun little desert.” 

 

“Likie ricie, good and spicy. Don’t eat fishie, too darned squishie.” 

 

The Panda slammed a massive paw on the floor and leaned forward. Suddenly I could see us 

locked in a wrestler’s embrace and my lithe Lupine form quickly twisted into a pretzel.  

 

“I made things simple!” he yelled at me. “All you need to know is a number and you can order 

your meal at any of my restaurants! How much easier could it be? You don’t even have to speak 

Cantonese!” 

 

“We’re not speaking Chinese here!” I shot back. “Tell me what the saying meant and why you 

sent it to Don Sancho?” 

 

The Panda was about to make an angry reply when he stopped, thought about it, and then asked, 

“Don Who?” 

 

“That’s a Hawaiian singer,” I told him. 

 

“Not Ho,” he countered, “Who!” 

 

“Who What?” 

 

“Not what! I’m asking who! Who is Ho?” 

 

“Are you calling me a cheap lay?!” I yelled back. I knew what he meant but I couldn’t resist. 

When his face got red even through his fur I held up a paw. “Don Sancho… he was murdered 

and I’ve been hired to investigate.” 

 

We would have gone further but a good sized vase was thrown through the paper of the sliding 

door and it crashed to the floor right next to the Panda. I saw sheer terror cross his face and he 

was quickly groveling on the floor muttering something about how sorry he was and ‘Please not 

to kill me.’ 

 

The door slid open and a highly agitated Lemon Fox was standing there glaring at his prostrate 

form which she came forward and kicked. Once she got it out of her system she smiled at me. “It 

would seem once again I owe you my life Detective.” 
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A good looking Cat came in and bowing slightly, went directly to the Lemon and whispered in 

her ear. She in turn said something in Chinese to the Panda. Sitting up, the Bear wiped his face, 

thanked her profusely and then to me said, “Your reputation precedes you and follows you 

wherever you go.” 

 

“Is that another of your stupid fortune cookie sayings?” I quipped. 

 

“No. The police are crawling all over the hotel you invaded. So far the counterman has not given 

you up. Undoubtedly he would rather save that information for his boss Lucky Louie, who I also 

understand is very interested in meeting you.” 

 

“What did the fortune cookie mean?” 

 

“I don’t know. It was a message meant for Miss Fox delivered anonymously with a substantial 

amount of cash. That she did not get it is not my fault.” 

 

I started to tell him that she did get it and gave it in turn to the police but she held up one finger 

and gently shook her head. 

 

‘Go with the flow,’ Caution told me and then swung a haymaker that connected with Urgency 

putting him completely out of the game. This is where I jumped up off the stupid cushion and 

made to hug the Fox like the world was lost and I didn’t care… which I didn’t. That thought flew 

like a brick when she yelled, “Don’t touch I’m too sore!” 

 

We both looked back to the Panda and in this case our expressions spoke much louder than 

words.    

 

“Please accept my hospitality,” he told us, rising from his pillow. “Lucky Louie runs pizza shops 

and I run the Chinese food establishments. We are worlds apart; though we do have an 

‘understanding’. I will whisper some words into ears and arrangements will be made. Might I 

suggest…” 

 

“No,” we both said. 

 

He bowed very low. “Of course,” he muttered. “Please excuse this low one. I will send up food 

latter… when you call for it, of course.” 

 

“Hold the fortune cookies when you do,” I told him. 
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Expression  
 

 

 

So there I was in a secluded Chinese garden hidden away within the roughest part of a city that 

didn’t care; lying on my back. My body was stiff rigid but not a good stiff rigid… I had Fox 

teeth buried in my throat and I could feel raw saliva dripping into my fur. Normally I would have 

expected a good deal of growling to go along with this but she was totally silent and that 

completely scared the crap out of me. 

 

“Uncle,” I managed through gritted teeth. If she moved an inch further or shook her head in any 

sort of way my jugular would be ripped and that’d be the end of me.  

 

She released, spit fur, and then asked, “What does that mean?” 

 

“What?” 

 

She made to clamp down on my neck again but I beat her to it, rolling away and getting up into a 

crouch. She sat back and became the very vision of an innocent angel, batting her eyes and 

looking so much like a predatory flower making her invitation to the bee. 

 

“Why did you say, ‘Uncle’?” 

 

I sat back on my haunches and looked at her, letting the image burn itself into my mind. She was 

knockdown flabbergastingly gorgeous even with my blood on her lips. Somehow, that even 

made her look more beautiful. “It’s an expression,” I told her. “It’s Wolf.” 

 

Pulling her more than ample bush around to her front and hiding the parts I was more than 

appreciating, she smiled innocently, batted her eyes, and said, “Tell me more.” 

 

“It has to do with ‘pack rules’,” I explained, “You’re a Fox so I doubt you’d understand or even 

know anything about those.” 

 

“You sound so much like a Nazi right now,” she giggled.  

 

I’d read about the Nazi’s in the papers but what I read was pretty much positive in note. The 

movement was rebuilding a country torn by a lost war at an unprecedented rate. Where only a 

few years before any product coming from there was considered cheap crap and not worth the 

cost of shippage; now that same country was producing quality merchandise that everyone was 

clamoring for.  

 

“Is that a bad thing?” I asked her as I shifted my position so I was kneeling and more relaxed. I 

was still wary, mind you. I mean this Fox had just had me down and could have easily ripped my 

throat out. For a Wolf that’s a very very bad feeling. 

 

“Tell me about the expression,” she said, coyly evading my question.  
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“In ancient times, and our folk lore points to this, Rome was established by the Wolf.” 

 

“I’ve heard that,” she agreed. Finding a spot on her tail that apparently needed to be cleaned, she 

began licking it… but not just licking; it was so seductive. 

 

“In a Wolf pack the Alfa rules.” 

 

“Foxes don’t have that problem,” she told me demurely, “because we don’t run in packs.” 

 

“I’ve heard that,” I replied, mimicking her. She giggled and my body felt stirred again. 

 

“The Alfa was considered your father no matter who sired the pups,” I continued, “The sire of 

the pups was then referred to as ‘Uncle’ and had all the rights over his children that the Alfa had 

over their pack. Soooo… when you got into a fight with one of your litter mates and you were 

compromised to where you couldn’t fight back, the one on top would say, ‘Call me Uncle’ and 

the one on the bottom would comply as a sign of capitulation. It gave bragging rights to the 

victor who was quite possibly on his way to becoming the Alfa of his own pack. It also kept him 

alive because to challenge the real Alfa by saying something stupid like, ‘Call me Alfa’, was a 

death sentence. By this Wolfs were also taught that wasting a life for no good reason depletes the 

pack which depends upon its numbers to rule over the land.” 

 

Her attack was lightening quick and even though I tried my best to evade it, I found myself again 

held by the neck. I was actually fearful for a moment as her left paw snaked down to my nethers. 

Then there was suddenly another reason to be rigid as I experienced a situation never before 

encountered. 

 

“Say it, Tate,” she growled through the folds of my neck. “Call me Uncle.” 

 

I don’t know which shocked me more, her knowing my name, or the fact that she could have 

easily killed me a second time. I’d only ever been known as Maryland which was the name on 

the door of my small office: Maryland Wolf Detective Agency. With that, I lost myself in a 

pleasure that Lemon made all about me. 

 

When we were done there was a complete Chinese dinner sitting next to our futon… and I’d 

never even heard them come in. 
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Spaghetti and Meatballs  
 

 

 

“The machine admires the reasoning porter next to the chorus.” 

 

These were the dying words of a semi-famous painter found lying on the floor next to his easel 

by his housekeeper. I looked again at the words written in pencil on a small crumpled piece of 

paper. Then I looked up to the spaghetti joint across the street from me. For a greasy spoon the 

aroma coming from inside made my mouth water. It promised lots of pasta in tomato sauce rich 

in garlic and the whole of it covered with grated cheese. That’s what a few days on a Chinese 

diet will do to you. I hid it as much as I could, being I was with Lemon; but I’m a Wolf and I 

don’t ‘likiee riciee’.  

 

Working again on the case, I was here by myself. The Fox had been as tight lipped as a monk 

honoring his vows when I asked her what her game was so I hadn’t told her where I was going; 

only that I had business to attend to. She was still half-asleep and gave me a contented ‘ummm’ 

when I whispered it in her ear, so I found my things and dressed real quiet like.  

 

Leaving her like that was hard to do. I mean… three days in heaven and why would someone 

want to descend back into hell? I could tell you my reasoning but I doubt you’d understand. I had 

the phrase, I had the Fox; but the detective in me had to know. Obviously the world was coming 

to visit my not so little berg and I had this unquenched thirst for the truth. That and it was how I 

paid the bills. 

 

My stomach growled like it was alive; reminding me I had an unquenched desire for real food. 

The most I’d managed after leaving heaven behind was a bowl of oatmeal purchased from Stan’s 

food cart. Stan had lost a leg in Great War and now sported a wooden reminder which gave him 

a click and shoosh sound when he walked. He was my aide-mémoire that life was not fair. 

 

Later in the day he’d switch to hot dogs; but that was later and now was now. It was all the old 

boy had to offer other than some stale bread, but I made do dunking the one in the other while 

keeping an eye on the street. I tried not to think of who might’ve used the bowl and spoon before 

me since the only wash water he had was a bucket next to the cart. It was stopgap but you have 

to fuel the body just like a car. Once your sustenance was past the lips it was just a matter of 

swallowing.  

 

Lemon told me that one but it didn’t have anything to do with oatmeal… and so I digress. 

 

Checking the storefront and seeing no threats, I stopped next to the table closest to the door 

where an old Wiener Dog sat pretending to read the newspaper. I could see his coffee was cold 

and the newspaper was a week old. As a disguise it didn’t work well and as a lookout he wasn’t 

very good at his job because I got close to him without even a ‘Hi, how ya do’. 

 

Tossing a fiver on the table I told him, “Tell your boss I’m here for a good meal and he might 

want to personally offer me a glass of chianti.” 
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“I’m sorry,” he says as his paw sweeps the money off the table, “But you must have me mistaken 

for somebody else.” 

 

I noticed this little bent looking piece of gold jewelry attached to the collar of his shirt. 

Obviously, it was meant to symbolize something more. That’s when it hit me that the Dog’s 

accent wasn’t Italian; it was German. Reaching out I grabbed him by the shirtfront and pulled 

him close enough to my face he could see the left over oatmeal and bread crumbs in my 

whiskers. As I did this, his little piece of jewelry sort of came loose and landed in my paw. 

 

“Listen close you little Wiener Schnitzel. If you don’t do what I told you to do I’m going to eat 

your face like it was on a bun and covered with mustard. Then I’m going to tell Louie you stiffed 

him for the week’s pay you just stuffed in your pocket. I’m going in for lunch now… you be a 

good soldier and do as you were told.” 

 

Louie’s reputation what it was, I knew you never ever tried to stiff him so much as a penny. 

Rumors were there was a certain deep hole in a nearby lake that held a lot of bodies fitted with 

concrete shoes. So far as I knew there were no innocents dumped there; it was all business and I 

could respect that. You play the game and sometimes there’s consequences. Sure I kept an eye 

and ear out so I knew about these ‘business dealings’; but I didn’t bother with it. That was 

Officer Shep’s job. 

 

I released him with a good push that sat him back in his chair hard enough to make his teeth click 

together. Giving him a last look, I walked through the door of the restaurant to the tingle of the 

‘customer’ bell while pressing the little piece of jewelry into my shirt collar where it could be 

easily seen. If it had meant something to the Wiener Dog then it would mean something to other 

people as well. 

 

***** 

 

Louie arrived right as I was enjoying my last meatball. I was aware of someone coming in, and 

then there he was squeezing into the booth on the opposite side of me. He had three of his thugs 

with him and they presented an ominous semi-circle around the outside of the booth all with their 

guns leveled on my head… one of which was a Thompson submachine gun. 

 

“Don’t you think that’s a bit much for the occasion?” I asked from around that final meatball. If I 

was going to buy the farm I was sure going to do it on a full stomach. 

 

“You tell-a me, Meester Smatipants,” the Greyhound responds. “I gotta two dead and one 

missing from a few dayz ago and the desk guy, he gives me a description like so I know it was-a 

you done the shooting.” 

 

He snapped his fingers and a bottle of chianti appeared on the table with two glasses. Louie 

pours the wine and passes one glass over to me. “That wa-sa some fine work,” he told me 

grudgingly. “Normally I could-a use a good paw like yours; but this is-a business.” He raised his 
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glass and I raised mine as we saluted each other with a little ‘ting’ of their lips coming together. 

“You do understand-a business, eh?” 

 

We sipped the wine, and then I went back to eating what was left of my spaghetti. I didn’t work 

for Louie so I could afford to be just a little bit disrespectful. “If you’re referring to a certain 

place in a certain lake, yeah, sure… I understand just fine. But I also know that you know there is 

a much larger picture here.” I made sure to place a finger next to the little piece of jewelry on my 

collar. I got the creeps when I did this and knew the fur was standing up along my spine. My 

internal senses were apparently trying to tell me something and obviously they were taking turns 

hitting me over the head with the proverbial two by four. 

 

“So you’re a Nazi,” Louie sneered and then spat on the floor. Instantly each of his guns did the 

same thing. “So what. I been a watching the Partito Nazionale Fascista back in Italy, but guess-a 

what. That’s over-a there and we’re over-a here. Best you remember that Meester Eat-a my 

Food. I’m-a business man not a fascist. You got business with me then-a we talk. No business, 

no talk. You’re in-a my restaurant so I’m no gonna kill you; but if my boys see you on-a the 

street I got no control on that. Josepe was one of them and well respected. They’re-a gonna want 

payback.” 

 

“Like the cement shoes given to the goyo who ran away?” I was guessing here but it was a good 

chance I was on the mark. 

 

“That was-a business. You don’t send a message to your army then you got-a no army.” 

 

I finished my last bite, doing my Wolf’s best to keep a calm demeanor being that it was obvious 

I’d stepped into a deeper puddle than anticipated. Placing my knife and fork perfectly on the 

edge of my plate I dabbed at my lips with my napkin. “Maybe you can tell me who Josepe was 

working for then,” I told the Greyhound very softly. Nodding at his hired guns, I furthered, 

“You’re not going to shoot me here… you said so yourself and as I understand things, your word 

is your bond. I’m not going to shoot you either because that would be counterproductive to what 

I’m looking for. Being we got the ‘you piss on my leg and I piss on yours’ out of the way, send 

the cani infernali for a coffee so we can talk mano a mano. My ancesters came from the same 

place your’s did Seniore Greyhound.” 

 

With a wave of his paw, the guns were gone and we were alone as I’d requested. “Why the house 

keeper?” I asked immediately. “Torturing some innocent old hag is not your style Louie. I’ve 

worked this town long enough to know who would do such a thing and who wouldn’t.” 

 

“It was-a favor for somebody. And now that the favor ain’t there...” He shrugged his shoulders.  

 

“Who was she?” 

 

“What... it is my understanding that you carried her out on your shoulder. Surely she must have 

given you her name if not other things? I’m sure she was very grateful.”  
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His smile was somewhere between a sneer and a smirk. His ears had gone up a notch too so it 

was clear he’d picked up on the word ‘was’. “You know my reputation Louie and what I do. I 

was on my way to ask her some questions about the murder of Don Carlos. I caught your shoe 

guy looking out the window and figured there was something up. It doesn’t take a genius to put 

two plus two together. Murder plus Lookout equals improper questioning techniques. She gets 

killed and I got nothing. What I did was business... you know I’m no white knight.” 

 

He sipped at his chianti. “And?” he asked, “Did-a you get your questions answered?” 

 

“She bled out before I could ask anything, including her name. You got that much for me?” 

 

“I was told her name was Maria Volpe. She was-a from the old country and here just-a trying to 

make a living.” He shrugged. “Wrong-a place, wrong-a time.” 

 

“That sounds pretty innocent,” I told him, “So why torture her?” 

 

“I don’t know anything about that. As you suggested; Josepe was-a working on his own. If you 

hadn’t shot him, I would have.” 

 

“Alfa challenge?” 

 

The Greyhound shrugged again. “It’s been-a known to happen.” 

 

“Did you get anything from Cement Shoes?” 

 

“He’s-a cockroache... works for a buck here and-a there without asking any questions. He’s-a not 

even that bright. He stick-a round town where I could find him, instead of cutting out, eh? 

Questo non vuol intelligente.” 

 

“I get the feeling your business is beginning to fall apart at the seams,” I told him. “Lieutenants 

working on their own and hiring their own flunkies? That’s a good amount of disrespect.” 

 

The Greyhound refilled his glass and then sat back in the booth. Taking a sip he actually sighed. 

“Every now and again,” he said, “It needs-a tweek here and there. I’m-a not foolish enough to 

believe I’m-a bulletproof. Maybe you and I can make an accordo. You keep your ears open for 

me and I do the same for you?” 

 

“Deal,” I told him. It wasn’t something I could actually bank on but at least it got me out of the 

restaraunt alive. We clinked out glasses on it and that made it official.  

 

“You’re not-a really a nazi are you?” he asked me.  

 

Taking the pin off of my lapel I tossed it to the table in front of him. “Nope. I pinched it from 

that Wiener Dog guard you had out at the sidewalk table. I figured it might pull some weight 

with you.” 
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“That’s a relief,” he admitted, “I thought maybe you’d fallen in with that idiot Officer Shep. 

Being with the police, he hides it well... wait a minute... what Weiner Dog?” 

 

Struggling to keep my jaw from hitting the table, I gave him a discription and told him what 

happened. Then I asked, “He didn’t come get you?” 

 

“Nawwwww... Pepe the Pizza Guy gave me the heads up. I hate nazis like I hate Fat China.” 

 

“The Panda?” 

 

“Yeah, him. He disrespected me in the worse possible way.” 

 

“What’s that?” I asked, fearing I was going to regret the question. 

 

“I went to one of his places, figuring maybe we could maybe talk a little.” He leaned forward 

dropped his voice a little. “I ordered a Number Two. How stupid is that... a menu with nothng 

but numbers, eh?” He paused to take a sip of his wine. “You know what they brought me?” 

 

Cringing I took a stab at it. “Poop on a plate?” 

 

“That’s disgusting!” the Dog near shouted at me; and then he laughed. “I hadn’t thought of that 

one... would-a been a pretty good joke eh?” 

 

“So what did they bring you?” 

 

“Rice... they brought me rice. I hate rice!” 
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Stones 

 

 

I was sitting in my office, my feet up on the desk. The old wooden chair squeaked as I leaned 

back looking at the world through the amber of a whiskey pondering… things. It was hard wood 

all the way around. Hard like a whore’s heart. Hard like a PI’s pocket blackjack. Hard like life in 

a world of concrete shoes. 

Part of me felt like I’d just made a deal with the Devil over a plate of meatballs while another 

part of me felt betrayed; though I had no idea why. It was also hard to tell which of these I was 

more upset about.  

There was also the fact that Lemon was more than likely waiting for me to show back up at Fat 

China’s. I mean; I did leave her naked and in bed. That’s an image any red-blooded Wolf would 

have a hard time shaking off.  

Though I’d never really been formally introduced to the Panda I had to admit the name Fat China 

fit like a glove and I liked it. Sure as the day was long I’d blurt it out at the worse possible 

moment and then probably laugh. It sure beat the heck out of the usual ‘Wun Hung Loe’ and ‘Ho 

Lee Crap’. I’ll give it that his British accent was a surprise. The Brits were big in China so that 

by itself didn’t mean much except that it made me smile. 

My ponderings finally took me back to when I was just a pup; like they always did. It’s been said 

that time spent in self-introspect will sometimes reveal what it is you’re actually looking for. 

That caused me some gritted teeth as the realization hit me the thought could easily have been 

found in one of Fat China’s fortune cookies.  

Two whiskies later and after mumbling Don Sancho’s line to myself several times, I doubted any 

sort of introspect would help with this conundrum. That’s when I heard the office door swinging 

quietly open… far too quietly because I deliberately left the hinges unoiled so it would be harder 

for an unwelcomed associate to sneak in on me. That meant someone had taken the time to do 

the chore for me.  

I smiled, thinking Lemon had finally gotten out of bed and tracked me down. 

“You must have a death wish and the stones to match it,” I said softly, never altering the way I 

was sitting. “You come through that door it’s both paws in first where I can see’em or you come 

in shooting. The first way I don’t kill you right away. The second, you go back out feet first.” 

Shifting the whiskey to my left paw I slugged it down and then reached under my armpit and 

gripped my snubby while undoing the snap on the securing strap with my thumb. 

Two paws came slowly through the door at a level with what would have been my chest. Then I 

saw two more paws coming through below those, and two more again below those. Drawing my 

pistol out, I cocked the hammer back and pointed it at the shadowy figure, or figures, I saw on 

the other side of the glass etched with my name.  
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“I take it the clown car emptied out downstairs and you three are looking for a warm, quiet place 

to make your balloon animals?”  

“We are Testeeze, Pinker, and Badash, Attorneys at Law,” the smallest of them told me as he 

peeked around the edge of the door. “We are here to see a Mr. Tate Wolf of the Maryland Wolf 

Detective Agency. This is that agency is it not?” 

I gave them a nod and they came the rest of the way through the door apparently nonplused by 

the pistol pointed in their direction.  Like a well-oiled drill team, they arranged themselves 

smallest to tallest, one in front of the other facing me and apparently ready to march. They were 

Weasels and this led my whiskey relaxed brain to all sorts of lawyer jokes; none of which I 

offered up as I was concentrating on keeping my pistol leveled and on point. 

“It’s been a tough couple of days Gentlemen,” I growled, “Please state your business from where 

you’re standing.” 

“We represent a dis-interested party,” the middle Weasel told me, “Who wishes…” 

I waggled my pistol and interrupted. “You mean ‘interested’ don’t you? If they were dis-

interested you wouldn’t be here.” 

The three put their heads together looking for all intents and purposes like the aforementioned 

clowns planning a pie fight. After a moment of this they all straightened and the tallest says, 

“The word was correct, they are dis-interested, but only in the way that our firm complies with 

their directives. Our client’s only verbal instruction to us, and we all three had an ear to the 

receiver, was ‘fix this’.” 

The idea of all their heads squeezed together in order to listen to a strange voice on the telephone 

almost made me laugh. “So you’re looking for a fixer?” I asked, deciding to have a little fun. 

“That is correct,” Shorty told me. 

“He’s three doors down on the left,” I responded.  

Tucking the snubbie back into its holster, I sat forward with a thump. “Close the door behind 

yourselves as you leave. I’ve got some more meditating to do.” 

This they did, which told me they were not very good at their jobs. A moment later there was a 

soft knock on the door after which Middle Guy pokes his head through and announces, “That 

was the bathroom, sir.” 

“How about that,” I replied. “Look… it’s not like I couldn’t use the business, but I’m all jammed 

up at the moment. Come back next year about this time; I’ll pencil you in on my calendar.” 

Coming completely into the foyer, Tall Guy removes his hat and says respectfully, “We were 

told this might be the case and should you say this to us, we were to counter with a superior fee, 

and the statement; ‘The machine admires the reasoning porter next to the chorus.’” 

Anyone else might have done a double-take but years of experience (and a good few shots of 

medicinal whiskey) kept me from tipping my paw. “And what’s that supposed to mean?” 
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The ‘mouthpiece’ shrugged his shoulders. “I have no idea. The message was conveyed to us over 

the telephone and our fee was sent by a messenger.” 

“Was the voice male or female?” 

“I could not tell.” 

“Couldn’t, or won’t?” 

“Does it matter?” 

“It does to me.” 

“Could not.” He looked at me and it was as if he was studying something on the wall. Perhaps he 

was trying to judge my sobriety. “Our instructions were very explicit and times being what they 

are work is still work. We have families to feed and…” 

“What’s the job,” I asked, cutting him off. I didn’t need to know everyone’s tale of woe; I had 

enough of those myself. Example: the message he’d just given me. Here I was already trying to 

track down exactly what it meant and this Weasel comes into my office with his friends and 

throws it into my lap like the newsie’s have been shouting it from every street corner.  

“The painting of the Fox done by Don Carlos is missing. The police impounded it as evidence 

and it is now missing from their evidence locker. Our client wishes for you to recover it. They 

said you were especially gifted in rescuing Foxes and we should mention that to you.” 

That could have meant anything but chances were it directly reflected what I had done for 

Lemon. Someone knew a heck of a lot more than they were supposed to. “As an artist, Don 

Carlos stunk,” I told him. 

“Now that he’s dead, his paintings have become very valuable.” 

“That doesn’t alter the fact that he stunk as an artist. How much is the pay out?” 

Tall guy muttered something and Short Guy came in bearing an envelope. Giving him the nod to 

approach, I took said envelope and peeked inside. It was a good thing I’d had the whiskey in me 

because it kept me from falling over. Let’s just say the numbers on the bank check amounted to 

more than I made in two years of hard boiled gumshoeing. 

Handing the envelope back to the little Weasel I asked for one of his business cards. Glancing at 

it, I found out he was the one by the name of Testeeze.  

“If I find anything out, I’ll call you,” I told him. “Do not call me because I’m almost never here.” 

He made to say something and I held up a finger. “Do not leave a message and do not try to find 

me because if I’m in a bad situation you might get hurt.”  

Looking over to Tall Guy I told him, “That’s the best I can do.” 

They left quietly then but they may as well have been playing a set of Samurai war drums. My 

world had been rocked and I had the sudden feeling I might puke. 
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Sitting back to my desk, I took a piece of scrap paper and wrote the following: 

1. Lemon Fox is involved 

2. Don Sancho murdered 

3. Cleaning lady questioned 

4. Someone knows I was the white knight 

5. Shep is a Nazi 

6. The partial painting of Lemon has been stolen (from the police) 

7. Shep is a Nazi 

8. Someone knows Don Sancho’s expression and used it to get my attention 

9. That someone offered a lot of money to get the painting back 

10. Chinese and Italian food fight 

11. Lemon Fox is involved 

12. Lemon Fox is involved 

13. Lemon Fox is involved 

 

“I was worried about you,” a sultry voice said from the doorway of my office.  

 

I hadn’t even heard her come in. Now the key question was; will she kill me? My guess was 

‘no’…  so were my hopes.  

 

“Yeah, I was worried about you too,” I responded.  

 

“You’ve got spaghetti sauce on your shirt.” 

 

“No offense but I couldn’t take another bowl of rice.” 

 

Dropping my pen, I picked up the whiskey glass and plunked it down on the desk opposite me 

motioning to the bottle in a help yourself gesture. Picking the paper up I read through it once and 

then, with a metallic clink of a thumbed back lighter top, set it on fire. When the flames reached 

my fingers I dropped it into the metal garbage can next to the desk. 

 

“You don’t trust me?” she asked, with a hurt sound to her voice. 

 

“I don’t trust anyone, Sweetheart.” 
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Conundrum 

 

 

And there it was… the old, ‘We need to talk.’  

 

That said, Lemon snagged a glass from my bar and pulled a chair around to the front of the desk. 

She then poured us both a stiff drink, clinked her glass to mine and delicately sat, taking the time 

to lean her chair back in the same manner as mine. 

 

“Ask me,” she says after taking a sip. 

 

“Ask you what?” I countered, playing as stupid as I dared.  

 

The look she gave me could have frozen a glacier all over again. How many expressions were 

wrapped up into one simple little… let’s just say that any male I ever met was never able to 

master the art of ‘body communications’ like a female. I spit the whiskey back into my glass and 

began laughing. This did not gain me any points. 

 

“I didn’t kill Don Carlos,” she told me flatly over top of my mirth. 

 

“I knew that already,” I told her. “It’s kind of hard to shoot a guy from outside the house when 

you’re inside posing for one of his crappy nudes.” 

 

“I was not!” 

 

“I saw the painting.” 

 

“It wasn’t finished.” 

 

“So you admit you were posing?” 

 

“No. Well… maybe sort of. I was fully dressed but he was using his imagination.” 

 

“And he just happened to imagine a certain birthmark on a certain breast?”  

 

She was about to respond but hesitated. Some of the wind had been released from her sails 

apparently. “How do you know that?” she asked.  

 

I slugged my whiskey down and promptly shot it out my nose when I laughed again. Now that’s 

something they should use as a torture technique. Dang but it hurt and yet the pain made things 

even funnier. “You were a stripper when we first met,” I managed through the tears, the laughter, 

and the whiskey pain in my snout. “Why are you so defensive about this? I happen to like the 

way you look naked. You want to pose naked that’s your business. We’re hardly tied together 

now, are we?” 
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“Not at the moment,” she responded with that quirky smile of hers. That’s when she pops her left 

breast out at me and then stuffs it back into her dress top as she’s sticking her tongue out at me. 

 

Of course this got me going on another laughing fit during the course of which I’ll give her credit 

for remaining calm. I don’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing because obviously she 

might have been playful but she was less than pleased. I had her on that one and she knew I had 

her. More importantly she knew I knew she knew. 

 

This time is was my turn to smile. “I was hired to find out who did the dirty to old Don. The 

world, at this point, is still full of suspects. How is it you were pegged as the ‘cleaning lady’ 

when in fact you were the artist’s subject?” 

 

Lemon relaxed a bit and began relating her story to me. I mean, what could it hurt? We were sort 

of on the same side in this. My job was to figure out who killed Don Carlos while hers was 

something else. I never figured she would be totally honest with me so I didn’t press her a whole 

lot, and as I guessed, it had everything to do with Nazis. 

 

“Don Carlos is a Sheepdog,” she told me.  

 

I bit back the ‘duh’ response because nothing stops people from talking faster than the thought 

you’re making fun of them. 

 

“His heritage goes back to Spain and Spain has ties with Germany. We weren’t sure how deep 

his ties were so I was sent to investigate him. Getting inside his defenses was easy enough.” Here 

she looked right at me and winked. “He’s male… as soon as they get an erection all the blood 

drains from their head and they’re putty in my paws.” 

 

“So that’s our relationship?” I asked, “I’m nothing more to you than putty?” 

 

“You’re special,” she told me with that ‘grab you by the throat’ smile. 

 

“Special how?” I asked. “Special like a cute kid lost in the woods, or special like my 38?” 

 

“Let’s go with both of those. I owe you my life so don’t make me be mean.” 

 

“Speaking of that,” I reminded, bringing things back on track, “Tell me how you went from 

Voluptuous Vixen to Dumpy the Cleaning Lady.”  

 

Well, as it worked out, she’d made great strides forward in finding out all there was to know 

about Don Carlos. Yes, he was a letch. All of that hoo-ha about his being a great painter was just 

his little puppet show to attract the young and beautiful who were only too flattered to be his 

chosen model. He and Lemon hadn’t worked up to that level yet and she was sitting for him right 

smack in the middle of that glass enclosure so he could catch the light of the fading day, which 

he told her was the very best to do nudes by. 
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As it turned out, Lemon had approached him as a cleaning lady. Obviously he had a need of one 

being that as a painter he was not all that concerned with sweeping floors… and what better way 

to search the residence. 

 

“Did you find anything?” I asked her. 

 

“Plenty,” she told me. “If someone else hadn’t beaten me to it I might have shot him myself, and 

not just for the innocent lives he molested and took advantage of.” 

 

“I’m liking this guy less and less,” I told her. 

 

So there she was sitting reposed on the model’s lounge when the Sheepdog gets it. Her ears 

picked up the muffled sound of the shot but being they were near the woods it didn’t surprise her 

as there were hunters by from time to time. Of course when DC makes an ‘oof’ sound and falls 

to the floor she was just a bit more than troubled. Then, when the pool of blood began spreading 

on the floor she became a lot troubled and her own defenses kicked in. Whoever did this would 

be by any minute knowing that only a stupid old cleaning lady would be inside to stop them; and 

she was the sole witness. Whether or not they would take her with them was beside the point; 

death would follow shortly thereafter. 

 

The first thing she does is check his carotid for a pulse. The shooter had been dead on and the 

Don was fading fast. He was muttering something so Lemon gets an ear to his lips and that’s 

where she hears him say his immortal saying, ‘The machine admires the reasoning porter next to 

the chorus.’ 

 

Then he croaked.  

 

Lemon scribbles what he said on a scrap of paper, stuffs it into her brassier, and then flows into what 

she has to do next. That, by the way, was why that scrap of paper smelled all lemony the way it did 

and how I knew exactly who wrote it.  

 

Thinking quick, she grabbed a bucket, some bleach, and some ammonia. Going to the foyer, 

which was closed off to the rest of the house by doors, she combined the two chemicals in the 

bucket and quickly retreated. The poisonous gas it made wouldn’t stop them, but it would slow 

them down; especially since she was sure to lock the doors. 

 

Next she made to call the police, but found the line had been cut. We both agreed that it was 

probably cut all along. Then, getting back into her cleaning lady outfit, she poured a bucket of 

straight ammonia and stood by with her mop, which was her only weapon. 

 

“So the bad guys finally get in after a whole lot of coughing in the foyer, and find me cowering 

in the corner of the room. There was three of them. They were wearing ski masks so I didn’t see 

their faces; but I got their breed.” 

 

“And?” 

 

“Dobermans.” 
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“And?” 

 

By now I was really feeling the whiskey. About all I could think of was crawling into bed with 

this luscious vixen and to hell with all the clues and craziness. I mean… Dobermans… who 

cares. So what if they were… crap. Putting my glass down I began shuffling the papers on my 

desk and then finally went to the waste basket for what I needed. Lemon was watching me 

intently. Pulling out the newspaper I was looking for, I spread it open and pointed to an article 

and stuck my finger to it. ‘Rasse und Siedlungshauptamt publishes Himmler's wedding laws.’ 

 

“What’s that mean?” I asked her. 

 

“It’s Nazi,” she said quietly. “Himmler is in charge of their elite military forces which are called 

the SS. They’re made up entirely of Dobermans and this new law says they have to prove their 

lineage back 200 years or they can’t serve. Additionally they have to prove their bitch’s lineage 

or they cannot marry.” 

 

“That’s crazy,” I told her. 

 

She smiled that foxy smile of hers. “Now you’re beginning to understand. I prefer crazy scary.” 

 

“And you’re sure the three who attacked you were Dobermans?” 

 

Putting a finger in her mouth, she pressed it against the side of her cheek at the lips and on 

through with air pressure, making a popping noise. “They may have been wearing masks, but I 

know what they were, and after I was done kicking their asses they knew who I was too. I’m an 

American Fox, and you don’t mess with an American Fox… especially one who’s pissed. When 

they began taking the paintings, I kicked the closest to me in the chops. The second one got an 

ammonia soaked mop in his face and the third the mop’s stick to his middle.” She looked at me 

in a rather evil way. “They ran.” 

 

As she said that, I felt the wheels in my mind turning. These Nazis were going to steal all the 

paintings, which they could certainly have done without killing Don Carlos. Additionally they 

would have stolen all of them if not interrupted. The partial was still on his easel. Additionally, 

Officer Shep had it placed into evidence and now it too was apparently lost. But if he was a 

Nazi… 

 

“Tate… Tate…” She reached out and touched my arm and I jumped. It was as if I were seeing 

Lemon for the first time, and I blinked. 

 

“You were able to stave off these Nazi Doberman SS guys and yet you were taken by a Guido 

and a couple of his helpers.” 

 

This time it was Lemon who blinked. 
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Murky Waters 

 

It was now seven ‘o’clock in the evening and not a sleepy-eyed morning complete with a 

resolution to our argument, and that worked out after a good night’s luv’n. I was also nursing one 

hell of a headache.  I’m not sure if it was the whiskey or the argument or the fact I tripped and 

fell trying to get up from my desk (to late) to run after Lemon. 

After such a big lunch at Lucky Louie’s place, I figured a whiskey wouldn’t hurt. That was a 

mistake. Of course I wasn’t as much for blaming it on the whiskey as I was on Lemon. If she 

hadn’t arrived and been so darned playful maybe I could have carried on blissfully unaware of 

what I now knew. Let’s face it; some things are not worth knowing.  

I mean; all the ‘ifs’, ‘ands’, and ‘buts’ of a relationship like ours, in a life that normally deals 

with trying to find the truth in a jungle of lies... what the hell did she expect would happen? It’s 

like wading through murky water; you never know what you’re going to step on. 

The vixen tried to sweet talk me off of the subject but once my brain wraps around an idea, doing 

that becomes akin to trying to take a steak dinner away from a Bulldog. You can try… but you’re 

going to be missing a few fingers when you’re done. I was less than diplomatic in my 

accusations and that got us into a pretty heated argument. In the end I blatantly accused her of 

lying and she threw a whiskey in my face. She was out the door before I could even protest. 

Even that didn’t seem right. This was the Fox that handled a shootout with the local police chief 

just a few short years before while saving her sister with yours truly providing the hardware and 

cover fire.  

‘Something’s rotten in Denmark,’ a little voice whispers in my ear. I know it belongs to 

Suspicion and he’s taken roost on my shoulder which is his normal spot. ‘She had a partner who 

was stealing the paintings while she kept the Sheep Dog distracted.’ 

‘Duh...’ Caution says from my other shoulder, ‘I always have said, never trust a Fox. They’re 

filthy disgusting liars.’ 

I would have tossed Caution off my shoulder and squashed him under my foot if he were real. 

“She saved my life!” I yelled, and the words came back to me off of empty walls. More than a 

few times I was tempted to pull the trigger on myself when this happened. If you live looking at 

all the world’s wrongs, see if you don’t feel exactly the same. Every day you’re hoping for that 

apple pie image of a Sunday dinner. Then you find out Dad’s a drunk and a wife beater, Mom’s 

turned into a whore for lack of love, and the sniveling kids are left on their own because no one 

wants to bother with them. That’s the world I live in. 

‘And you saved her life,’ Selfish whispers to me with a sneer, ‘So I says your even. Now wash 

your paws of her before it’s too late.’ 

“It’s already too late,” I sighed.  
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Somewhere I knew love was doing a little dance but he always stayed out of sight. He’d had his 

ass kicked a few too many times by all the other emotions. 

The way I figured it, Fat China was her accomplice in the heist. I didn’t know exactly what it 

was they were after, but seeing that Don Carlos stunk as an artist, it wasn’t money. Once the old 

boy was snuffed, the Panda skedaddled out a window and left Lemon on her own. That would 

explain the royal treatment we got and all the groveling he did as soon as she woke up. 

That still didn’t explain how she was taken by the Guido. They had to be in her room waiting for 

her... but why; and who tipped them off? 

So... long story made short, I got myself cleaned up so I didn’t smell like a brewery and licked 

my wounds. Then I headed downstairs. If nothing else, I was still on the job regardless. It’d been 

a couple of days since I began this case and figured I should maybe check in with Officer Shep. I 

had a few questions for him, though I would not exactly frame them as questions; especially 

since I was going to be on his turf.  He had a full staff of coppers, most of whom would dearly 

love to slap the cuffs on me. In actuality, after ‘said’ hero saves the day in a rather brutal fashion, 

they had every reason to do so. 

Coming downstairs I spotted Stan and his cart sitting on the corner next to my building under a 

streetlight; and a hotdog just sounded like the right thing to do. 

“Tate!” the old Boxer says to me as I walked up, “What are you doing here?” 

“This is where my office is,” I told him. “What are you doing here? This isn’t exactly the best of 

places to be. You’re usually down by... come to think of it I’ve seen you at a few different 

locations, haven’t I?” 

“Hotdog with onions, sauerkraut, and spicy mustard, right?”  

This totally disarmed me. I was a pushover for a good hotdog and Sam had the best spicy 

mustard ever. He told me once he imported it special from Germany. I thought he was lying so I 

checked it out and true enough that was the only place you could get it. “You do know your 

customers,” I agreed, and then tried for an explanation again. “The other corner not doing it for 

you anymore?” 

“I got muscled,” he tells me real soft like. “After you left the Spaghetti Factory, a couple of 

Meatballs showed up and told me pay for the corner or move on – it was their neighborhood and 

they had their own people to look after. They was nice enough, but also made it clear that if I 

came back there’d be trouble. If I had my old army unit with me that’d never happen. We stuck 

through thick and thin no matter what.” 

“What happened to them?” I asked as he handed over my hotdog. That was a mistake.  

“They’re all dead,” he tells me, “I was the only survivor. We was like brothers… all American 

Boxers and all pure blooded patriots what gives for the good of the country. Now it’s just me by 

myself and I don’t move so good anymore; but the government did give me a medal before 

kicking me to the curb.” 
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“You want me to see what I can do about the corner in spaghetti land?” 

“Nah... but thanks. I want no trouble for you, me, or anyone else. I don’t want trouble from no 

one anymore. Blow the whistle and it’s over the top with ya… never mind the machineguns. 

We’ll always be there for you they says.” 

I tipped him a fiver for a ten cent dog and left him there before he could begin the ‘teary eyed 

thanks’ process. If this kept up I was going to be out of money in short order.  

Catching a cab I gave the address for the police station to the driver and then sat back in the 

shadows of the passenger seat. Tipping the old Fedora down just over my eyes I thought maybe I 

could have a think over the details I’d gathered up so far. Trust me… If I could have I would 

have shut the whole process down and actually taken a snooze; but there you have it... I’m a P.I.  

‘It’s what P.I.’s do kid,” Burt whispered from the shadows of the seat next to me. He was my 

mentor when I was breaking into the business and his memory crowds itself into my mind every 

now and then just to confuse the issues. Lighting a cigarette he furthered, ‘I warned you to run 

away from it; it’s not a calling… it’s a death knell.’ 

“To late for that,” I muttered, “And so far so good. Someone obviously wants me alive at least 

long enough to get that painting back.” 

“To late for what?” the cabbie asked me. “And if you’re gonna smoke, make sure you use the 

ashtray. This is a new car and I want to keep it that way as long as possible.” 

“It’s a private conversation,” I told him, “Just keep your eyes on the road and your ears closed.” 

“Sure thing,” he tells me. “I get all kinds of whack jobs want’n rides. I never take notice of 

nuth’n.” 

I hear a deep inhalation and I see the stub of Burt’s cigarette glowing orange. There’s a passing 

glint of streetlamp reflection from the old Wolf’s eye caught through the smoke as he points at 

the driver with his cigarette. “Some things are too obvious,” he whispers and then takes another 

drag on the cigarette. “Like the fact I didn’t jump. Suicide’s not in my nature.” 

“I never believed you did,” I replied, “I just couldn’t prove it.” 

“Stay away from the Wright Street Bridge,” he tells me, “It’s a bad place.” 

With that he fades out to nothing and I’m seeing a lot of parked cars moving past as we drive. 

Some of them are up on milk crates and fairly well picked clean. In this I saw the living existing 

alongside the scavenged; much like the pre-war old governments and the one’s now emerging. 

I’m feel’n my mind and the world are in sync on this for some reason. I might be investigating 

Don Carlos’ death, but it’s all connected somehow. The Sheep Dog’s body might be stretched 

out at the morgue but his paintings were still in existence and apparently in demand.  

“What next”, I muttered. 

“Are you one of those Nazi fellows?” the taxi driver asks me as if on cue. 
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“What do you know about Nazi’s,” I asked him.  

“They’re German Nationalist and apparently it’s the up and coming world political party. I hear 

they’re doing great things in Germany and the Fascist are big in Italy too. Hell... we got more 

than a few Fascist right here.” 

“You’re joking, right?” 

“Why would I joke?” He looked at me in the rear-view mirror. “What, let me guess… you’re a 

communist?” 

“No!” I fairly yelled at him. “Wait… How do you know all this stuff?” 

“I’m a taxi driver. I drive all sorts of people around this berg. Some are regulars and others are in 

from out of town. I pick them up at the train station and take them places. Sometimes they talk.” 

“You ever give a fat Chinaman a ride?” 

“The Chinese don’t ride in my cab,” he snarled, “Most of them are dirt poor and besides, I don’t 

like the chinkers. They’re Cats for the most part and as a Dog that just makes my skin crawl.” 

“OK... so the answer is no.” 

“I didn’t say that.” He places his arm up on the seat back and half turns to me while still 

watching the road. “Ten bucks and I tell you what I know.” 

Actually I was tempted to pull my gun out and hold it to his head. He was a little too confident 

and with those types it’s hard to know when it’s real or fake… anything for a buck. I decided to 

play coy and throw a few names around for shock value. 

“You’re familiar with the address you’re driving me to?” 

“Yeah… sure. It’s the police station.” 

“You’re familiar with the German Shepherd they call Officer Shep?” 

“Who isn’t? I can tell you straight up to stay away from that one. I hear his version of 

interrogation is for you to accidently fall down… a lot.” 

“Guess who I’m going to see?” 

“Really?” 

“Really. Now then… suppose I tell Uncle Shep that you told me he was a Nazi? Specifically I 

tell him I didn’t hear it floating in the wind somewhere but I heard it from…” I bent forward to 

see the name on the taxi license hung on the back of the seat in front of me. “Ralf Johnson.” 

My eyes narrowed as I read the name. I knew Ralf Johnson, and this wasn’t him. Ralf was a long 

haired Collie… this guy was a Doberman. Sitting back again my senses went to full alert. That’s 

when I also realized we weren’t heading towards the police station; but were cruising down 

Wright Street.  
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“You wouldn’t do that would you Maryland?” 

“That’s interesting,” I responded. “Care to tell me how you know my name?” 

He turns fully back to his driving saying he ‘get’s around’ and he’s always had an eye on me 

figuring he could make a quick buck or three selling me information. “I mean… a P.I. needs his 

sources don’t he? That Fat China fellow is an example; he ain’t what he pretends to be.” 

I’m watching close now and see him making a bit of a movement that suggests reaching for 

something that ain’t a ball scratch… but I’m one step ahead. His paw comes back up with a 

broomstick Mauser and he’s turning like before thinking he’s got the drop on me; only to find 

I’ve got the gun and his paw in both of mine. With a quick twist there’s a snapping sound and he 

screams as his trigger finger gets broken. Then he finds his pistol’s now in my paw and pointed 

at his head.   

“STOP THE CAR!” I yell in his ear, only to see him swerve towards a parked car. I ducked 

down, taking the brunt of the impact with my back braced against the front seat while he goes 

through the windshield.  

I get out, and stagger away from the wreck. I’m groggy, bruised, and I got blood in my eyes. 

Caution yells in my ear, ‘If we were being tailed…’ 

A bullet buzzes past my head followed by another that I thought grazed my neck, and a third that 

cuts right through my Fedora. I have no idea how the shooter missed because he was leaning out 

of a car that had stopped right behind us. Without thinking I unloaded the Mauser into him and 

the car, inclusive of the radiator, engine block, and driver. 

That was when I realized I needed to get back to Lemon. If they were going to hit me they sure 

as a dead painter were going to go after her. Hopefully she was back with Fat China and 

hunkered down good and tight. 

Then I remembered the fake cabbie’s words; ‘That Fat China fellow is an example, he ain’t what 

he pretends to be.’  

Almost the first thing I learned as a private dick; the words of a dead man were always true. 

As I headed off into the night I knew I had to get to her. 
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New Beginnings 

 

 

‘And to make an end is to make a beginning.’ 

Fat China read the small scrap of paper and wondered at its meaning. It had arrived in a fortune 

cookie presented to him by a beautiful Cat after he’d eaten one of his sumptuous meals of 

steamed bamboo and crab wontons.  The cookie looked just like any other fortune cookie his 

chain of restaurants gave out by the handful; except this one had three small red food coloring 

dots placed upon the top where they were clearly visible. Sitting on his cushion and looking 

down upon the small tasteless morsel, he almost threw up. This communications method was to 

be used only in an emergency and came directly from ‘The Boss’. His mind reflected that he’d 

never wanted to get in this deep; but the money was hard to turn down and he had the 

organization to support their occasional request. In this he’d felt he could pretty well stay out of 

things, letting his underlings take care of the leg work. He’d never, however, expected someone 

like Lemon Fox to stop into his headquarters’ restaurant and order the Number Thirty-Eight 

Special. This was a code that told him ‘special envoy to be treated like the Boss… or else.’ 

Over tea she’d explained what she needed and the request seemed easy enough; a simple art 

theft. The job, she’d explained, was specifically for him and not an underling. In his slimmer, 

younger days he’d worked a few second story jobs and had become known for his innate ability 

to tell what was valuable and what was junk.  He might have protested at the quality of what was 

to be stolen but his was not to question why. Just like now.  

Ringing a small bell, he told the Cat who appeared, “Summon Wun H’ung Lo.”  

She made the slightest of sour expressions and then tried to cover her distaste by bowing. Only 

moments later a Rat dressed in expensive silks knocked softly on the beaded doorway and was 

immediately granted entrance.  

“The Fox is to die,” he told his Lieutenant gruffly. “See that it happens and see that it happens 

quickly; but be discrete. We’ve no reason to bring the law down upon our necks. Present her 

head as proof and you will be given a year’s salary as bonus.” 

The Rat bowed deeply, “I am honored to be given this assignment Honorable Panda.” His 

whiskers twitched at the thought of doing something he actually enjoyed and being paid 

handsomely for it. “Is there any particular way I am to kill her? Will I be required to torture her 

for information? If not I am very good with poison. It is quick and very quiet.” 

“I’m sure you are very good at what you do. I believe that’s why I made you one of my 

Lieutenants? No torture… I abhor torture. The choice of ‘how’ is yours; just see to it.” 

“Whatcha doing guys?” 

The Rat, except for his eyes, hardly moved. The Panda’s body jerked and for a moment he held 

his snout while leaning slightly to the side. When he recovered from his momentary distress, he 
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sat upright again, burped behind one massive paw, and excused himself; blaming his discomfort 

on bad dumplings. “I was just finishing my dinner,” he said, “Would you like something?” 

“I certainly won’t be eating the dumplings,” Lemon told him sweetly. “Are you sure you weren’t 

planning something? Looks to me as if you might have been.” She moved through the beaded 

curtain and into the Panda’s most private eating area. Her eyes seemed to take in everything… 

especially the cookie fragments on Fat China’s plate. 

“I do have a business to run,” he told her apologetically. “My part of helping you concluded with 

the theft of those horrible paintings. If I wish to remain anonymous in the theft, things need to 

continue ‘business as usual’.” 

“Tate figured it out,” she told him flatly. “In fact, we had a pretty bad fight over it… at least he 

thinks we did. I had to storm out of the place before he could guess the rest of it.” 

“What did he figure out?” the Panda asked. 

“That I had an accomplice at Don Sancho’s.” She looked down at him and he could not read the 

look she gave him. 

“There was more?” 

“He’s a lot better detective than people give him credit for… a lot stranger too. Do you mind if I 

sit?” 

He motioned her to the empty place next to him. 

“Why don’t you send your fellow for some sake?” she suggested while easing down to the 

cushion on the floor. 

***** 

So there I was, running like a crazed bed monster in the darkness.  Empty Mauser in my paw, 

shoes pounding on the cobblestone streets echoing my racing heart; and all I could think was, 

‘Shep, you asshole, what did you get me mixed up in?’ 

Eventually I ducked into an alleyway and stood within the recess of a back door trying to catch 

my breath. Things suddenly were out of paw and pretty soon that bullet with my name on it was 

going to find me. My brain began chewing on the problem again adding the numbers up and 

spitting out answers; most of which just plain sucked.  

Someone knew I was going to need a taxi. Someone also knew where to get such an item and 

this led me to wonder what happened to the driver. I hoped he was home in bed with the missus 

but at this point it was also every Dog, Wolf, and Cat for themselves. In the distance I could hear 

the rise and fall of a police siren. Hopefully they would bring an ambulance and maybe one of 

those Doberman thugs would still be alive. If so, they might be persuaded to answer some hard 

questions. 

Stuffing the Mauser into my coat pocket, I took a few deep breaths to settle my nerves and 

stepped back out onto the sidewalk. At this point I might have lit a cigarette to the same purpose 
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but that flash of light would have disrupted my night vision and that was something I absolutely 

couldn’t risk. At this point, I wanted every sense I could muster at my disposal.  

‘You were pretty hard on Lemon,’ Guilt says to me from my right shoulder. I know that’s where 

he planted his fat ass because I had a pain there and my arm felt heavier. 

‘Don’t listen to that jerk,’ Preservation tells me from the left, ‘You need to get to cover until you 

figure things out. You’re just lucky these mugs couldn’t shoot straight.’ 

‘Poor Lemon,’ Guilt sobs, ‘I’m betting she ran right back to Fat China and if he left her hanging 

like he did at Don Sancho’s he’ll do it again in spades. You can bet if what they were looking for 

was worth anything the chubby money sucking Panda will double cross her in a Rat’s heartbeat. 

That means, because you were a nearsighted nose picking booger brain, you pushed her right 

back to him. She’s probably dead by now.’ 

‘I said don’t listen to that jerk!” Preservation yelled into my left ear. “Who cares if the Fox gets 

what’s coming to her? Since you’ve known her all you’ve got is hurt.’ 

‘And laid,’ the big G replies all huffy like. ‘She was pretty darned good to, wasn’t she?’ 

‘You want to keep breathing you need to take care of yourself first!’ 

I sort of wondered at this line of conversation until Guilt got really really heavy. Reaching over 

to my shoulder I cussed him good and then wondered when I felt something wet. I was about to 

cuss him even more for pissing on me when I brought my fingers back to my nose and smelled 

the blood I couldn’t see in the darkness. The clock was now ticking. I had to get the hole plugged 

before I got too weak to function. 

‘Head back to the scene of the crime,’ Guilt whispers. ‘You can explain the whole thing. The 

police will understand; they’ll help you.’ 

‘WHAT FUC’N PLANET ARE YOU FROM… VENUS?!’ Preservation screams at him. ‘Tate 

shows up down there and they’re gonna peg him for the killer. Those idiots aren’t going to ask 

any questions – THEY’RE JUST GOING TO SHOOT HIS ASS!’ 

I had to admit the argument was a strong one. At this point I could only think of one place to go, 

and fortunately it was close by. 

***** 

Wun H’ung Lo bowed deeply as he poured two very small cups of sake from the same bottle. 

The sleeves of his blouse were kimono like and he was required to hold the one on his serving 

arm to keep it out of the way. This also allowed him access to the small concealed bottle of 

poison he kept there. These two glasses he set out on the table, delicately placing each before its 

intended drinker. As the most favored servant, he did not pour one for himself as that would have 

appeared brash. It also kept him from making any mistakes concerning the consumption of 

something meant for another. 
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Lemon, smiling a very enigmatic smile, slid her cup over to Fat China. “I don’t really care for 

sake. Why don’t you drink both of them? Then perhaps you can send your fellow here for 

something stronger?” 

The Panda stopped breathing for a second. His eyes shifted to those of the Rat who gave him the 

barest of nods indicating this was all right. “Of course… of course…” he quickly agreed, “You 

know I love my sake.” He picked up one small cup and drank it down.” In fact, our friend Lo 

here can leave that bottle and go fetch some thirty-year-old Bourbon I save for such special 

occasions.” 

“I think that’s a very good idea,” the vixen agreed. 

“My office in the bottom right desk drawer,” the restaurant owner told his Lieutenant. The Rat 

bowed very low and then made his way around the small table to leave. Before he could fully 

extract himself, however, Lemon stopped him with a request of help in standing from her place 

at the table, her face wincing as he pulled her up by the arm. 

“I am sorry to see you in such discomfort Miss Fox,” Wun told her kindly. 

“You have no idea what discomfort is,” she replied. “It happens when you take a beating the way 

I did. Once I stretch I’ll be alright.” 

He bowed without comment and continued on his errand. 

“I see you got my fortune cookie,” Lemon told the Panda softly as she eased herself back town to 

the table. There was more than ‘just’ venom in her words. 

“Your cookie?” Fat China asked and even his fur paled perceptively. 

“That’s right; the one with the three little red dots on top meaning ‘instructions inside’.” 

This time the huge Bear did throw up, but fortunately he was able to lean to the side and keep it 

within his dinner napkin. When he sat up again he managed to ask meekly, “You’re The Boss?” 

Reaching out she patted him on the cheek. “You’re such an observant assistant. I think we can 

keep that just between us, shall we?” 

“As you wish,” he muttered. Picking up the bottle of sake he drank until it was empty. For a 

moment it looked as if he was going to bring it all back up again but with an effort it was kept 

down. 

Lemon discreetly moved slightly to the side just in case, and then plunked the bottle of poison 

she’d taken from Wun H’ung Lo on the table. “Care to explain this?” she asked him. 

“No.” he answered honestly. 

Oddly enough the vixen went along with this and did not push the issue.  

“Tate theorized that someone sold me out,” she informed him. “His guess was my accomplice 

and I can understand that. It was how the spaghetti benders were able to bushwhack me at my 
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hotel room.” She placed a finger under his ample chin and wiggled it ever so slightly. “But I 

know my big old Panda Wanda would never do that, so my guess is your fellow Lo gave them 

the where’s and how’s. I just don’t know why; nor do I know who he’s really working for.”  

Her demeanor suddenly changed and it was as if the Panda were looking upon an actual demon 

of Chinese folk lore.  

“I intend to find out,” the vixen said softly. “My guess is he’s ransacking your office right now. 

If I was you, I’d send my people to fetch him back and if he runs I’d have him followed. Unlike 

you… I’ll get my information in whatever way works best.” 
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Who’s on First 

 

“This is going to hurt… a lot.” 

Doc didn’t even give me time to think about it before he pressed the red hot piece of iron to my 

wound. As I passed out, I had a vision of Lemon Fox with a finger on the gramophone disk 

playing background to a scream that came from my lips. Slowly she began winding it backwards. 

With the ‘mrip doop sir eep’ sound of it; things began walking in reverse all the way to the fight 

we’d had in my office. 

“You had an accomplice stealing the paintings while you posed for the dirty old painter.” 

“No I didn’t! I told you, my sweet private dick, all I did was pose for him. Then he got shot and 

all hell broke loose.” 

“No… it didn’t happen like that. Shot; yes. Hell breaking loose; no doubt about it. Escape; at 

least partially. But somebody tipped off that spaghetti head; otherwise he never would have 

found you. You can handle yourself, I know that for a fact. You got bushwhacked. Now the 

million-dollar question is; what was he trying to find out.” 

She reached out and touched me on the cheek. “I got a bush that needs whacked Wolfy. What 

say we go find us a swank place and take a little time to ourselves?” 

“He wants you to say ‘uncle’,” I told her. 

“Why ‘uncle’?” 

“Because you’re good at what you do and he wants to sell you on joining him.” 

“Who?” 

“Whoever it was that had Don Sancho killed.” 

“Who?”  

“What’re you now… an owl?” 

That got me slapped. 

‘mrip doop sir eep’ went the record and we were all the way back to when I first laid eyes on her. 

It was one of those nights with nothing going on so I slipped over to Little Napoleon’s which 

was a speakeasy up to a point. After closing, it became an afterhours strip joint that was 

supposed to be a well-kept secret. Yeah, sure… and me the detective wouldn’t know about that.  

You guessed it; the joint was actually owned by none other than Little Napoleon. He was so 

named, I will presume, for his smallish stature. He’s quite the character and only half again the 

size of Lemon. When he’s introducing a new act he puts on this big Roman looking helmet with 

a colorful brush on top and rather than have the help adjust the microphone down for him, he 

carries a soap box out onto the stage and plunks it down so he can stand higher up. 
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“Good evening ladies and gentlemen,” he says into the big chrome microphone. There’s some 

reverb that hurts my ears. He has to pull it back slightly still to get up to it, which is all really a 

part of the act. “You too Tate, cuz I know you’re out there somewhere.” 

Next thing I know a spotlight finds me and there I am looking all sheepish like. Trust me it’s not 

a good thing to be easily recognized if you a detective. I squinted my eyes and raised my glass to 

him. Prohibition was almost over but you still had to be careful drinking. Rumor was, a new 

amendment was about to be passed which would repeal the Eighteenth, and ‘prohibition’ would 

be over. 

“You enjoying the ginger ale?” he asks, and this gets the audience into a giggle fit. Little 

Napoleon’s is one of the few places where you can actually have a drink without some copper 

barging in and smelling your breath. I understand that the little rascal was able to grease the right 

wheels which is how it’s been done from the beginning of time. 

“Indeed I am,” I tell him loud enough to be heard. 

“One on the house for this fine fellow, barkeep, and make it a double!” the little guy call’s out, 

“And that’s just because.” 

Everyone laughed and applauded. LN then gets down to the business of introducing the new act.  

“Just in from the east coast on the last train from Timbuktu, I present to you the lovely Lemon 

Fox!” 

The lights dimmed and the piano player begins a blues number as the aforementioned Fox came 

out from behind the curtain. She was wearing a red near see through evening gown that looked as 

if it’d been painted on. My right arm was frozen in mid-air holding my drink to where I was 

almost drinking it. She was the best thing I think I’d ever seen. Stopping next to LN she lifts the 

helmet off and plants a big kiss on his head, then handing it back to him, hip bumps him of his 

box and cups the microphone like it’s her lover’s head and begins to croon. 

“I got a lover 

Who’s a real male 

Ooooo baby 

He’s got a tail 

(She winked at the audience though it felt like she meant it for me) 

And it ain’t a little nubby one either.” 

(Taking the microphone off its stand she held it her left paw, the palm cradling it and then 

holding it lower and moving it up and down as if she were weighing an overly large testicle. Her 

face held the expression of someone who was both surprised and pleased. Bringing it back up 

she matched the music and began to sing again.) 

“I got a lover 
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He carries a gun (she held the microphone down near her nethers and then brought it back again) 

Ooooo baby 

That guy is never done.” 

(She moved further out into the audience and chose her first mark. The spotlight flashed upon a 

large German Shepherd wearing a police uniform. Officer Shep smiled at her and held up a glass 

of bourbon. And here I thought he was a teetotaler.) 

“I got a lover 

He’s got a long tongue (She stuck her tongue out at the Dog and wiggled it at him.) 

Ooooo baby 

He keeps things fun.” 

(As I watched, she moved around the room pausing by certain tables as she sang. Each of those 

tables hosted someone who was involved somehow. Fat China was there and Lucky Louie, along 

with those three strange lawyers and the three dead Nazis. That made me wonder and, glancing 

to the piano, I found Don Sancho playing the music. Just when I thought this couldn’t get any 

stranger she stopped at the table right next to me. The spotlight followed and I saw Stan Stan the 

Hotdog man sitting there. As Lemon teased him with a finger under his chin, he stood up… and I 

noticed he had both legs. Placing her paws on his shoulders, she gently put him back in his seat 

and then came to me.) 

“I got a lover,” she crooned into the microphone 

“He’s a private dick 

Ooooo baby 

That could be really sick 

Except sometimes… he can be thick as a brick” 

 

The music stopped and she kissed me long and deep. 

 

And then my eyes opened. “He’s got legs,” I muttered. 

That’s when Doc leaned over me and poured raw alcohol on my wound to finish the sterilization 

process. I think I shall always remember that moment. Old Doc had already stuffed cotton in his 

ears against this moment. 
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Shep 

 

 

When my eyes opened for a second time I found a very serious face hovering over mine. “I 

asked you to solve a murder,” it told me, “Not to get yourself killed in the process.” 

“I love you too Shep,” I muttered. Well… maybe it came out more as a croak. “Where’s Doc?” 

“Passed out on the sofa. I think he polished off whatever it was he used to wash out your 

wound.” 

“Well at least he held it together long enough to get me patched up,” I managed. Then I tried to 

sit up and failed miserably.  

“You’re lying on my father’s kitchen table with a hole in your shoulder that might or might not 

fester for lack of proper attention,” the big Police Dog tells me. “You’re in no shape to continue 

an investigation of any type.” 

“Are you a Nazi?” I managed. 

“A what?” the Shepherd asked, doing his best to keep a straight face. 

“A Nazi…” I growled through the pain. “Are you going to help me up, or what?” 

Grasping my good paw he placed the other behind my head and moved me steadily but firmly to 

a sitting position. “Take your time and breathe deeply through your mouth. If you have to puke 

don’t get it on my uniform,” he told me, “I’m a National Socialist. Nazi is an acronym they use 

in Germany. Last I checked, we don’t live in Germany.” 

When I was done gritting my teeth I asked him, “What’s an acronym?” 

“That’s when you make a small word out of the first letters of the big words because it’s easier to 

say and remember.”  

“You mean like saying ‘Private Dick’ instead of ‘Private Detective Investigator and Chief 

Kickass?” 

“That would be ‘Private Dicka’,” he growled, “And smartass would be closer to the truth.” 

“Smartass won’t work… it’s got to start with a K. If it began with an ‘S’ I would be a Private 

Dics which would make me sound plural.” 

“Yeah well, for a brother I think the term fits regardless; though dumbass might be more 

appropriate. You’re supposed to dodge the bullets.”  

Undoing the bandage that was wound around my shoulder, he looked at the wound and then 

whistled. “I think you’re going to be out of commission for a while. You were lucky it was a 

through and through. You were right to come to Doc, bullet wounds were his expertise. It’s 

rough how he does it but he got the bleeding to stop.” 
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“That’s step-brother, if you please,” I corrected through gritted teeth as he probed the wound. I 

was feeling surly and regretted saying it as soon as it passed my lips; especially because he 

pressed harder to spite me. Black dots appeared in front of my eyes and for a moment I thought I 

was going to pass out again.  

Somewhere, way back in the beginning, Doc found me huddled behind a garbage can and near 

starving to death. That was when he was overseas with the 18
th

 Infantry. He smuggled me home 

when he transferred back from the war and his buddies all helped. I was his souvenir. Not long 

after that Shep came along and for a while it was happy. Those were the days before he was as 

bad as he was now. Booze was how most of them dealt with the pain of what they saw during the 

war. Some could handle it, while others crawled all the way into the bottle and stayed there. That 

was Doc. A better Dog I never met, but… well… he lost his practice and his license as a doctor 

for it. If it wasn’t for Shep and me supporting him he probably would have died years earlier. 

“I got a call about a shootout half a mile from here,” Shep tells me. “What happened?” 

“I got bushwhacked. I think they’re Nazis. All three were Doberman and I’m thinking they’re the 

shooters from Don Sancho’s place. I caught a cab coming to see you and the cabbie was a setup. 

The car was stolen. I knew that as soon as I looked at the license on the back seat and recognized 

the name. There were two others following in a sedan. I took the gun from the cabbie; it’s in my 

coat pocket. Let’s just say I wasn’t the one who started shooting first.” 

Shep went to the kitchen cabinet and took down a jar of Indian Salve ointment. This he applied 

to both sides of my shoulder liberally. “What about the hotel in Mucksville? That one was pretty 

damned bloody and no one is talking.” 

“Self-defense,” I told him, and together we both said, ‘I didn’t shoot first.’ 

“But you did use a sawed off shotgun,” he said softly.  

“It belonged to the front desk guy and I was saving the cleaning lady.” 

“Saving her?” 

I explained the whole story of the rescue to him leaving Lemon as ‘just’ a cleaning lady.  

“Something’s not right in Denmark Tate; and it reeks,” he responded as he began winding the 

bandage back around my shoulder. “One thing is for certain; you can’t get back in the game. You 

play wounded like this and they’ll eat you alive.” 

“Who?” I asked. 

“I wish I knew.” 

“Where’s the painting that was on the easel at Don Sancho’s?” I asked.  

“I had it placed in the evidence locker. It’s a crappy paining but I just wanted to be sure it didn’t 

go somewhere… and don’t ask me why because I don’t know. Call it a hunch.” 
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“It’s already gone,” I told him. 

He stopped wrapping my shoulder and looked at me. “What do you mean it’s gone?” 

“Someone anonymously offered me a lot of money to get it back,” I informed him. “I told them 

the same thing; it was impounded. They told me it was now gone and they were willing to pay a 

king’s ransom to get it back.” 

“The maid?” he asked. 

“Not her.” 

“So she’s alive then.” 

“Very. I told you I rescued her.” 

“Where is she now?” 

“I have no idea.” 

“That’s gratitude for you.” He finished tying off the bandage as he told me this, “You’re now 

officially dead. I’ll call it in and make it official. There was press crawling all over the shootout 

site so the story will be in the papers by morning. This is getting too darned risky for a simple 

murder. I’ve now got a pile of bodies and no real explanation for it. When I get back to the 

station, if that painting isn’t where I left it I’m going to have someone’s balls for breakfast.” 

“Watch your back,” I warned. “I haven’t a clue who’s behind this but your status as a police 

officer isn’t going to amount to a pile of beans if you get too close.” 

“Never mind me… just see that Pop is taken care of.” 

With that, he made one phone call announcing my death, and then he was off again. 

***** 

It was two ‘o’ clock in the morning when Fat China knocked softly on Lemon’s sleeping 

chamber. He heard the sound of a hammer being cocked back on a pistol but he didn’t flinch. If 

she shot him dead, he felt it would be justly deserved for what he’d ordered Wun H’ung Lo to 

do. It was true, he’d reasoned, that he felt it had been an order from an unknown ‘boss’ but… 

but… there were simply so many buts. And now, he was to tell her the most disheartening news 

of all. In a way he wished she would shoot him. 

“Who’s there?”  

“It is me, Most Honorable Boss,” he said softly, “I have news.” 

“What time is it?” 

“It is very early in the morning.” 

“Tell me something I don’t know.” 
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“There was a shootout earlier this evening.” 

“How does this concern me?” 

“Detective Tate Wolf was killed.” 

There was a quiet moment and then the vixen asked softly, “Who else?” 

“My informant says there were three Dobermans, one in a taxi and two in a sedan.” 

“How many bodies did your informant count?” 

“He saw the bullet riddled cars and three covered forms. He could not identify which was 

whom.” 

“Then how did he know they were Doberman?” 

“I will get you more details.” 

“See that you do and get it as quick as you can.” 

The huge Panda heard the pistol un-cocked and unconsciously he exhaled never even realizing 

he’d been holding his breath. “Yes Boss.” 

As he turned away, he swore to all of his ancestors that he would never go for the easy money 

ever again. She’d been right about Wun H’ung Lo. The Rat had been found rifling through his 

office. It was unknown what exactly he was looking for because seeing the number that had 

come to secure him, he took out a knife and snarling, plunged it into his own throat. 

Information wise they were no further along than they’d been; and that was nowhere. 
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The Egg and I 

 

 

Sergeant Brick was the night shift desk sergeant. He was known as a no-nonsense copper on the 

streets in his younger days. Never one to run away from a flap he once took on an entire gang of 

toughs with just his billy club; knocking three unconscious and causing no end to broken bones. 

“Likie ricie?” asked a voice with a very heavy accent. 

The good Sergeant glanced up from the report he was reading and found a delivery Cat in front 

of the elevated desk and looking up at him from a deep bow. “I didn’t order anything,” the 

Bulldog growled, “Now go away.” 

The Cat straightened from the bow and the opened the satchel he’d brought with him. Lifting the 

lid of a ceramic pot, he held it up. The aroma hit the Sergeant square in his flat nose. “You take 

order of Numb’a Eight with eggroll and egg drop soup.” 

“What’s a Number eight?” Brick asked, leaning over the desk and watching the youth present his 

delivery. 

“Egg Foo Yung… come with brown gravy and flied ricie. Good meal… you pay me and then 

eat.” 

By now the veteran Sergeant was drooling. “How much?” he asked, and then offered exactly half 

because he hadn’t ordered the meal. “That way you don’t lose all of your money when you have 

to take the entire meal back with you to the kitchen.” 

An argument ensued with the Cat snarling Cantonese curses and beginning to carefully stuff the 

meal back into his satchel. As he did, and with Brick’s eyes on the meal which smelled so 

absolutely wonderful, a haggard looking cleaning lady slipped through the door to the station and 

went down the hallway to the left of the desk. Brick didn’t notice because his back was to the 

door as he dickered with the belligerent delivery kid. 

This negotiation was interrupted by the station’s door opening to the jingle of its bell and then 

slamming closed with the loud jangling of its bell. Two people entered but one crouched low and 

headed down the hallway in the direction the cleaning lady had followed. The other covered with 

the bulk of his delivery, adding his voice to the mix making sure to be loud enough to cover his 

partner’s footsteps. “All right’a then, I bring’a two extra large pepperoni pizzas here with a side 

order of pickled eggs for the watch Sergeant. Its’a all paid for; but’a  tip is always be 

appreciated.”  

The Sergeant looked up at the mention of ‘pickled eggs’, which was his favorite thing in the 

whole world, and the word ‘free’, which equally delighted him.  

The Chinese Cat looked back over his shoulder and hissed. “China food betta!” 
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“I never ordered any pizzas,” Brick told the fellow, who was a Greyhound wearing a backwards 

biker cap and a vest with an Italian flag pin fastened to it.  

“Its’a present from Lucky Louie. He tell’a me it’s ‘Be nice to policeman day’. That’s’a why he 

send two extra large so it’s’a for everyone.” He raised an eyebrow, “Unless you think you can’a 

eat two extra large pizzas.” Then he held out a paw indicating he expected something in return. 

The door opened again and Stan Stan the Hotdog man clomped in bearing two dogs in their buns 

held in a serving cloth. Their tops were covered in chopped up hard boiled eggs the whole of 

which was smothered in catsup. This was Brick’s most favorite topping when buying his lunch 

from the vendor’s cart. “Hey Sergeant…” he began, and then seeing the other two vendors, 

stopped in his tracks. “Well now boys; I thought I was the only one with the good Sergeant’s 

appetite in mind. Goodness knows being on this awful shift he doesn’t really eat all that well.” 

Moving slowly to the elevated desk, he placed his delivery there and then held up a huge pistol 

he’d been holding under the cloth. Pointing it at the trio, he said, “All right then… enough with 

the niceties. Before we go any further, how about you empty out your pockets and holsters of 

any sort of weapons and place them up next to the hotdogs; that’s just so you don’t get any funny 

ideas. Then, perhaps if you’re real cooperative, we’ll just put you in the holding cell I know is 

right back around the corner and you can share what you have in a social manner. No funny 

business… no yelling for help… and nobody gets hurt.” 

***** 

Now I know you’re not really expecting that I would just lay low at Doc’s place. What point 

would be made in an action thriller dime novel if the good guy couldn’t suck it up enough to 

finish a lousy chapter? OK, so this ain’t a dime novel and we had real lives at stake; not to 

mention a hefty reward if a certain Wolf could deliver the goods. Maybe I could retire.  

Nahhhh… ain’t gonna happen. 

Checking to make sure Doc was tucked in for the night, I got my 38 and stuffed it into my left 

pocket hoping my braces (suspenders) could handle the extra weight. Being that my shoulder and 

right arm were all strapped up to my chest, what I could do was now severely limited… but that 

didn’t matter. I’d been headed for the police station when all of this went down. Whoever our 

mystery bad guy was, he apparently knew that, so, my edjamacated guess was he’d head there 

too. Nor did I fully trust Shep. Brother or not, we had enough of a history together that I knew he 

might appear the standup guy of the police force but there was a lot of gray area he played with 

while being a cop. Was he a killer? I hardly thought so… at least not this time. He called me in 

on the case. That meant he hadn’t a clue. Or did it? It could also mean he wanted something to 

throw suspicion off of him. 

“He’s left you holding your nut bag before,” a little voice whispered in my ear. Doubt now clung 

to my neck, being respectful enough not to try sitting on my right shoulder where Guilt had cried 

his eyes out. “It’s not like he wouldn’t let you take the fall for this one too,” he adds, snaking his 

tongue into my ear. 
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“Not funny,” I said aloud and for a second, Doc stopped snoring. I continued in a whisper, “All 

of that was when we were just pups. The worst I got was a spanking; not shot.” 

“He’s a Nazi. Those stooges in the car were Nazi’s. How is it he just happened to be on the scene 

quick like and then knew he would find you here?” 

“Good point,” I agreed. 

“I’m also willing to give you odds that since he called you in dead, somehow, someway, he’s 

gonna use that and if he really does need you to ‘go away’…” 

The little shit left that one hanging in the air like a half dead kid’s balloon and for exactitude, I 

mean that the balloon was half dead… not the kid. 

“How’s your shoulder?” Doc muttered from the couch.  

I knelt next to him, and placed my left paw on his forehead. It was cool and I was relieved. “The 

shoulder’s fine,” I told him, “Thanks to you.” 

“You’re a liar. It hurts like hell and you’re just trying to be a Wolf. Tough soldiers those Wolfs. 

When it comes to fighting, you want one or two on your side to be sure.” 

“Shep redid the bandage for me,” I explained. “My arm is all bound up but he left my paw free 

and low.” I wiggled it for him so he could see I had use. 

“That’ll come in handy when you have to pee,” Doc chuckled. 

“That’s what Shep told me,” I replied with a smile. “How many times you patched me up now?” 

I asked him. 

“Too many.”  

The old Dog swung his legs over the edge of the couch and looked at me through bloodshot eyes. 

“I’ll make you a deal,” he muttered while running a paw through the fur on his head. God knew 

when the last time was he even had a bath. “You live through this one and maybe you’ll consider 

another line of work. You do that and I’ll check myself into the hospital and do the twelve steps. 

I’m kind of tired of living like this.” 

I was really taken back by this. All these years I’d been using my connections to keep him in 

whiskey and now I was thinking I’d been wrong to do that. “I’ve got my 38,” I told him, “And I 

can shoot pretty good as a lefty. I’ll be alright.” 

“Sure,” he tells me with a snort, “And there ain’t going to be another war ever again either.” That 

was actually the belief of his generation. Those who survived the war would see to it this never 

happened again. “You need an edge,” he tells me and his breath near knocked me over. 

“I’m a Wolf; that is a lot of edge.” 

He actually laughed. “Now you’re beginning to sound like your brother. He thinks I don’t hear 

him when he’s practicing the speeches he makes to his National Socialist buddies. He sounds a 
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lot like that German fella I hear on the shortwave, all full of himself and puffing out his chest 

while making some sort of arm in the air thing. That’s what the Spaghetti heads do too over there 

in Italy. I’m telling you, the world is going to hell in a hand basket and we’re sitting back letting 

it happen.”  

He paused and then got himself upright after which he made his way to the kitchen. Opening a 

drawer, he rifles through it until he finds what he’s looking for, which was a short knife in a 

sheath. Holding it up, he tells me, “I took this off of a wounded Wolf they dragged into my 

hospital tent. On the front lines you tend to fashion weapons to suit your needs, and this fellow 

had made himself this belt knife. It gets tucked into your britches on the inside and it’s got this 

little clip that keeps it in place.” Pulling my pants out he stuffs it in where my right paw can get 

to it. “You get in close; you can still pull this out and gut the bastard who’s trying to choke you 

to death.” 

I was truly touched by this. “It’s a screwed up world, isn’t it Doc?” 

“It sure the hell is.” 

“See that?” Doubt whispers to me, “Even your father understands what’s going on.” 

I didn’t respond because Doc would have said something. I clearly remember him telling his 

wife while touching his head with one finger, ‘It’s the war sweetheart; it left him a little bit odd. 

No harm in that so long as he doesn’t get into trouble for it.’  

***** 

Officer Shep stood looking over the three bodies in the morgue which was located in the 

basement of the police station. For the trauma they’d been through, they actually didn’t look too 

bad. So far the three had only been transported and each was now laying on a metal table 

covered with a sheet. In the dim light and quiet of the empty room, everything actually looked 

peaceful.  

‘Death will do that’, he reflected, ‘It makes things all peaceful.’ Who had spoken those words to 

him? Ah yes… his mentor in the National Socialist Party. Now there was a brute who knew what 

was what. His name was Bruno and he was a pure Rottweiler sent to the states on a recruiting 

mission. Go figure he would end up out in the middle of nowhere, which is what Shep 

considered his little city. They almost had their own laws out here. Literally, the police could do 

just about anything they wanted and get away with it. Certainly, they had their own way of 

meting out justice which kept the local hoodlums at bay. Even so, after speaking with the fellow 

over beers, Shep decided to spend two weeks at a special ‘boot camp’ out in the woods. He’d had 

the time off coming and so figured he would enjoy what they had to offer.  

There was no fooling around. The two weeks they’d spent in the woods were hard. The German 

Shepherd ate well, and put on a good ten pounds of muscle while learning all about military 

order as well as spit and polish. They even had a tailor come in and measure each of the thirty 

recruits for their uniforms which they were told to keep secret even from their wives. The big 
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German Shepherd was a true fit for what was being preached and took to the ‘look’ like a 

Spaniel to water.  

It was no surprise to him that at the end of the two weeks he was promoted to Unteroffizier 

(Sergeant) and placed in charge of the group.  

Promoted to Gefreiter (Lance Corporal) and placed second in command, was none other than 

Don Sancho. Being an artist, he was specifically in charge of drafting, writing, and protecting the 

recruitment document. This was one very large paper upon which was written the group’s sworn 

oath of fidelity to the National Socialist’s rising star, Adolf Hitler. Each person present, most of 

them very powerful and influential within their small community, had signed this page in their 

own blood; including Shep.  

The police officer readily took part knowing full well that, given the right circumstances, this 

document could be a real gold mine. 

On the last night of their boot camp, Bruno, with Shep standing to his right, and Don Sancho to 

his left, addressed the group who stood at attention in their new uniforms. He told them how 

proud he was to know them for the friends they were.  

“In the coming year,” he bellowed, “A new organization will be forming within your country. It 

will be called ‘The Friends of New Germany’. When this happens, I will turn to you as its 

leaders and organizers.”  

Giving them a very hard look he spoke his next words while pounding upon the lectern with bare 

paw to emphasize the words he spoke. “There will be many and many and many who will stand 

against us; but with your support all will be well. Death will find those who oppose us, and when 

it does, all things will be peaceful again.”  

A week later the police department received word that a German citizen by the name of Bruno 

Rottweiler was dead. He’d been found in a Chicago hotel room with his neck cut from ear to ear. 

There were no suspects to this killing; but a vixen Fox had been questioned and cleared of any 

involvement. 

Don Sancho’s cleaning lady had been a Fox. She’d since dropped off the map after he’d let her 

slip through his finger. She was to be closely questioned but there was a vicious shootout where 

she’d apparently been rescued.  

He also knew his dear brother’s apparent new girlfriend was a Fox. 

Tate was reported dead; and now Shep waited in the morgue.  

The allegiance document was missing and he wanted it back. 
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Temple of the Dead 
 

Sergeant Brick was not a happy Dog at this particular moment. Having been relieved of his 

sidearm and ushered around the corner from his desk, he was about to go into the holding cell 

when he made a move to take the pistol away from the one legged hotdog vendor. The Chinese 

delivery Cat and the pizza delivery Greyhound were already in the cell and quite content to 

follow orders without so much as a snarl. Perhaps this was their inbred reflex response to 

someone waving a pistol in their direction; but Brick was tougher than that. His effort, however 

quick it might have been, had gotten him pistol whipped and now he had a huge lump on his 

head.  

“I told you to behave yourself,” Sam muttered, almost in the way of an apology. Closing the cell 

door, he locked it and then hung the keys on the far wall where they’d been hanging when he 

marched his prisoners in. “Which way is the morgue?” he asked. 

“Downstairs,” all three of the prisoners told him, though the police sergeant more mumbled than 

spoke. 

Turning to look at them, Stan growled, “I expected the answer from Sergeant Brick,” pausing he 

pointed to his chest and said, “I read your name tag,” then nodding to Brick’s cell mates, said, 

“But how did you two know?” 

“Temple of Death below,” the Cat told him, “Smell of death come from stairway next to desk 

leading down.” 

“And there’s a sign on the wall next to that stairway,” the Dog added. 

Stan sighed, “I’m getting too old for this crap.” Tucking his pistol into his waste belt, he flipped 

open Brick’s and dumped the cartridges on the floor and then kicked them over into the 

adjoining cell where he also tossed the weapon. Unstrapping his wooden leg, he dropped it to the 

floor. Reaching up under his coat he undid the leather strap holding his foot up and slowly 

brought it down, taking the time to stretch the muscles of his actual good leg. Eyeing the three in 

the cage, he decided the policeman’s feet were the same size as his own. “I’ll be needing your 

shoes.”  

Brick, still stunned from the blow to his head, made no move to comply, so the Greyhound bent 

down and helped him out. He then passed them out between the bars. 

“Thank you,” the hotdog vendor muttered. 

“You’re welcome,” the Italian growled back. “And before you go, ya think you could maybe 

return the favor and slide the pizza boxes in to us?” 

***** 

I stood outside the police station in the darkness away from the single streetlamp illuminating its 

front. The city was aggressive in trying to get electricity to everything and everywhere but that 
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still took time, though the streets were sprouting poles and wires like it was a forest in one of 

Don Sancho’s crappy paintings. My shoulder throbbed even though my arm was taped to where I 

couldn’t use it at all. I had no idea what I was going to do or why I was even there, except; I had 

to be there. 

Checking the street and seeing no one, I made to cross but hesitated as I saw something strange 

going on just inside the glass door. 

“Confucius say, ‘Wolf who stand still in darkness have leg pissed upon by shadows’.”  

Needless to say the whispered voice scared the crap out of me. Spinning around, I stuffed my 

free paw into my pocket, feeling my pants moving towards my butt cheeks as I tried to get my 38 

out. A rock hard paw reached out and grabbed my arm, preventing the delayed draw caused by 

my suspenders.  

“I do hope your pants coming down is not a sign of happiness at seeing me,” Fat China said 

softly. “I heard you were dead. I am relieved to see the rumor of your death was less than true.” 

“Where’s Lemon?” I asked him. 

“She’s inside. I had a delivery boy lead the way as a diversion to the Desk Sergeant. She got in 

with no problems.” 

“But?” I asked him due to the serious look I could make out by the single streetlight. 

There was a delivery of pizza that followed my delivery of Chinese food, and someone in a 

police uniform followed in the same direction as Miss Lemon.” 

“Why didn’t you storm the place?!” 

“She gave me strict orders to maintain guard and to wait for her signal. You do not cross the 

Fox.” 

“Like you did at Don Sancho’s?” I asked him, and there was no missing the acid in my voice. 

“Miss Lemon is a very good agent, and when she is in charge you do exactly as she says or pay 

the consequences. She told me to run when we came under attack. You are probably the one 

person in the entire world who has some sway over her… at least you did until you got yourself 

killed.” 

“My brother called that one in,” I told him. “He was the first on scene at the Taxi shooting and 

figured out where I would be. He made the call so he could figure out what was what, figuring I 

was half-dead in any case. Since I seem to be attracting a lot of bullets lately I didn’t argue; 

especially since I was about to pass out from the pain.” 

“And are you?” 

“In pain? You bet your fat butt cheeks I am.” 

“I meant dead… and for the record, my butt cheeks are not fat, they are pure muscle.” 
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I was about to tell him ‘Confucius say, ‘Muscled butt cheeks attract big penis,’ when Stan Stan 

showed up with his hot dog cart. Fat China, still holding my good arm, placed a paw over my 

snout and dragged me further back into the shadows where we watched the old Dog prep two 

hotdogs, which he placed upon a towel laid over a very large revolver. After that, he made his 

way up the steps to the station’s entrance. 

***** 

Shep surveyed the morgue’s area in the dim light of the one light bulb left lit. The light, located 

on the far wall, would illuminate anyone coming in through the hallway entrance of the building. 

The doors to the outside he’d securely locked and as a further precaution, bared. As a place of 

ambush the morgue rather stunk (no pun intended) because there really wasn’t anywhere he 

could hide his German Shepherd bulk. Nor did it effectively give him a good field of fire, or 

afford him any retreat. Since the painting was indeed missing, which was the first thing he’d 

checked when getting back to the station and coming in by the ‘police entrance’, he now had to 

take whoever showed up alive. If he killed them, then the secret of the painting’s location would 

die too. He had to get the painting back if he was going to use it to blackmail the other recruits. 

He couldn’t give two hoots about a political party somewhere in Europe; money, however, was 

money. 

Realizing there were only three bodies and yet four tables, the idea occurred to him he could 

pose as the forth since that was the word he put out; Tate Wolf was dead. He had no doubt 

someone would be by to check this out, especially since his brother had been hired for big money 

to recover the same thing he too was now looking for. 

Making sure each of the Dobermans was respectfully covered with a sheet, he pulled out his 

service revolver and lay down on the forth table, fighting the uneasy feeling it gave him. With 

little difficulty he got the sheet situated so it would also cover the pistol held next to his leg. 

Wolfs and Shepherds had a similar look so he felt the silhouette under the sheet should be 

enough to fool whoever came to look. 

A few minutes later and he was softly snoring.  

It had been a hard day. 

***** 

Lemon followed her nose to the left of the Desk Sergeant, though she already knew the layout of 

the police station intimately. Fat China had come up with the building plans and photos from 

somewhere; though he also warned it was not a place leaning towards easy access or escape.  

“I need to confirm the painting is actually missing from the evidence locker,” she told him 

quietly. The Panda shuddered at just how quiet and calm she’d become. “If it’s there, I’m in and 

out in under five minutes and I’ll have it with me. If it’s not I’ll take an additional five to… to 

say goodbye to a friend.” 

He hadn’t argued. It wouldn’t have done him any good even if he had. Instead, the huge Panda 

resigned himself to getting her there and back, devising the entry scheme, and personally acting 
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as her lookout. If things went well, possibly she would be out of his life for good… and that did 

suit him. 

Once in, the vixen paused only to retrieve a bucket and mop from the janitor’s closet around the 

corner from the front desk. With these as her props, she headed down the stairs. First stop was 

the evidence impound, the door of which she made her way through like a fire through a dried 

field of corn. Picking the door lock, she carried her accoutrements in with her, closing and 

relocking the door from the inside. Since it was the middle of the night, most likely, no one else 

would be there to interfere with her search; but you could never be too careful.  

Switching on a small electric torch taken from her pocket, she began opening the numerous 

cupboards and drawers but clicked off her light when she detected someone softly creeping down 

the hallway. Ducking down, so her silhouette would not be easily observed, she watched as a 

uniformed police officer crept past the wire mesh of the room’s open windows, his service 

revolver drawn and at the ready. He never so much as glanced in her direction, and the scent she 

picked up hinted ever so slightly at fear. 

As soon as he was past, she moved back to the front of the small room and pulled the cardboard 

box down to the floor from the front counter. Clicking her flashlight back on, she put it in her 

mouth and then opened it, finding exactly what she expected… the remains of the weaponry 

involved in the taxi shootout earlier that evening. Obviously it had been stuffed in here when the 

officers went home. Most likely they expected the box to be inventoried in the morning and since 

the shooters were all dead. The key favored weapons would likely end up in someone’s 

collection, and she had no doubt that ‘dibs’ had already been called. The one thing she’d 

expected to find, however, was not there; Tate’s 38. 

The hair on the back of her head stood up. Tate’s brother was a cop. What better way to protect 

him than to patch him up, knock him out for the pain with a shot of morphine, and then keep him 

in the morgue. Her brain told her it was a long shot… a very long shot… but her heart told her it 

was true. 

In the box, along with all the empty shell casings and pistols smelling of gunfire, she found two 

hand grenades and a wooden holster containing a broomstick Mauser. The wooden holster was 

also outfitted with an external leather holster containing two spare clips of ammunition and a 

cleaning rod. She’d been intrinsically trained in the use of this weapon (among many others) as 

one that would most probably be available in her trips abroad; except that she’d been called 

home for a more ‘closer in’ assignment.  

The grenades she stuffed into the pockets of her cleaning lady disguise. Unlimbering the Mauser, 

she attached the shoulder stock, pulled back the receiver just enough to make sure it was loaded, 

and then unlocked the door letting herself out into the hallway. 

For now the sought after painting was totally forgotten. 

***** 
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Fat China let go of my snout only to get a real earful of hissed cursing. At that point my right 

paw was itching to grab hold of the dagger in my britches so I could let him experience some 

similar pain… and no I wasn’t going to kill him, just leave a red stripe along that fat belly of his. 

Of course, Sniffer had come to sit on my good shoulder and I can hear him sampling the air. That 

pulls my attention away just a bit. 

“I wouldn’t do that just now,” he whispers in my ear. “Turn around and watch the door, 

somethings going down and I think you might want to pay attention.” 

Doing as was… ahem… suggested, cuz I always have the final say so in the things suggested by 

my ‘pretend friends’, I sniffed the air and catch just the slightest scent of Lemon. OK, ok, ok… I 

also got Chinese food, pizza, pickled eggs, hot dogs, and the smelly pits of a huge ‘hug me’ 

Panda with a bad English accent. I was about to cuss Sniffer a good one when I see a figure 

walking out and around the Desk Sergeant’s place and he ain’t got no limp.  

“Son of a bitch…” I muttered. 

“Please excuse the correction,” Fat China whispers, “But my mother was a sow, not a bitch.” 

“Your mother was a Pig?” 

“Don’t make me hurt you.” 

“I meant… sows… Pigs… oh for Cripes Sake! Sam Sam has two legs!” 

“Of course he does, but one is wooden.” 

Now I really really wanted to pull that knife. “The wooden leg is fake!” 

“I knew that… it’s called a prosthetic and it’s made of wood. Even a fool Japanese Monkey 

could see that much.” 

“HE JUST WALKED BY THE DOOR AND DOWN THE HALLWAY WITHOUT A LIMP!” I 

shouted at him. In the still of the night at 3 AM your voice sure does seem louder than normal. 

Somewhere down the road I heard a baby begin to cry and that’s all I managed to hear because 

the Panda scooped me up like ‘said’ baby and ran across the street to the Police Station where he 

charged up the stairs three at a time. When we get to the door, he sets me back on my feet and 

then pulls the door open for me, holding it like he was the doorman at the frigg’n Waldorf 

Astoria. He even had the audacity to place a huge finger in front of his lips as a sign I should be 

as quiet as possible. 

At this point, since Sniffer had fallen from my shoulder and was holding on for dear life to the 

waist band of my pants, he bit my paw when I really did try to grab the knife.  

Welllll… all right, so the situation was actually a little bit different than that. My suspenders 

apparently had loosened up even more and my pants now hung a good six inches lower well 

showing my boxer shorts. Fat China, seeing this, reached over and lifted them up for me, 

adjusted the tension of my braces to keep them up, and then gives me the old ‘after you’ paw 

gesture. 
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I kicked him in the shin and gave him my own look of, ‘How do you like them apples?’  

That’s when Sniffer bit my paw to get my attention. 
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Mexican Standoff or Chinese Fire Drill? 
 

You’re expecting that I would run head long into danger gun blazing, teeth gnashing; beating all 

the bad guys physically and tossing them around like rag dolls with every kick, punch and bullet 

I take hardly phasing me at all. Fox Movietone excitement in all of its glory. 

Actually I pissed myself. It wasn’t all that much… just a little sprinkle… but there you have it. 

Perhaps I should back things up just a bit for better comprehension. 

Standing in the entrance of the police station, I was want’n to give a certain Panda a good punch 

to the snout when Sniffer bites down on my good paw to get my attention. Pretend thing that he 

might be, and maybe you can chalk it all off to a pinched nerve or something, the pain got my 

attention pulled back to the present and what I was there to do. Getting the 38 out of my pocket 

was a bit of a trick, but once out I felt a lot better even if it was in my left paw.  

Sniffing the air, I caught all the different scents at once and let me tell you it was like a brick to 

the face. I wanted to throw up and yell out all in the same moment. There was the over powering 

smell of death coming from the morgue along with hot dogs, nervous sweat and the smell of 

cleaning soap… yeah… and throw in the odor of Panda pits. There was also Chinese food, pizza, 

and blood to my right. 

Then I catch the only two good smells; Shep’s overpowering ‘Saltydog’ cologne along with the 

sweet smell of one Lemon Fox. 

I indicated the way with my 38. Fat China nods his understanding, and then points to my feet. I 

didn’t get it at first, but when he pointed to his own feet, which were unshod, I understood that 

my shoes were not going to be so good for sneaking up on someone. Before I could simply slip 

them off, he reaches out, grips me around the waste, and then lifts me off the floor. Without so 

much as a snicker, he transported me forward in the direction my pistol was pointing. I had to 

admit this was efficient and quiet; though it looked really strange… me with my arm stuck 

straight out brandishing a 38 ghosting over the floor followed by an enormous Panda.  

Dang; what a circus act we might have made. 

***** 

Lemon ever so carefully followed the blue uniform in the semi-darkness of the hallway; curious 

as to why the Dog was headed to the morgue with his pistol drawn.  By the glimpse she’d had of 

him and the scent he’d left behind, she knew he was a German Shepherd just like Officer Shep. 

That, by itself, made her uneasy but it was not a disqualifying item; this was not Germany.  

In her paws the Mauser gave little comfort. Her heart was cold and the mission was suddenly 

‘just’ two dimensional black and white like a Dick Tracy comic. Tate was gone and there was a 

huge hole in her heart the same as if she’d been shot just like Don Sancho. She’d inadvertently 

gotten the detective into the fray by letting her guard down and he’d paid the price.  
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‘If it wasn’t for him you’d be dead,’ her mind whispered. ‘He figured you out… no one has ever 

figured you out.’ 

For a second she found it hard to breath. Forcing herself to concentrate on the ‘here and now’, 

she thought about the weapon held in her paws. She liked an automatic when compared to a 

revolver; it was much more accurate when squeezing off rounds in a firefight and with the 

addition of the detachable shoulder stock she’d be deadly accurate at a hundred yards versus a 

hundred feet. 

Her ears picked up the metallic sound of the morgue door opening bar being pushed and the door 

swung open. For a moment the smell of death was much stronger. This was mixed with the odor 

of alcohol, formaldehyde, and other doctor’s stuff… all things that could be used to good effect 

to extract the truth from the living as well as the dead. There were more ways than one to get a 

confession and you needn’t hurt your paws trying to beat it out of the bad guy. 

Coming to the door with the frosted glass, she pressed an ear to ‘said’ glass and listened intently. 

Hearing nothing, she very carefully pressed the chrome plated locking bar down until the lock’s 

bolt had withdrawn and she was able to swing the door inwards enough to slip in, after which she 

carefully eased it closed again. Seeing the single lit light bulb almost directly above her spelled 

trap… but this was something she had to risk. 

***** 

Sam Sam, now standing by the evidence locker, pressed his back against the wall and raised his 

pistol into the air as he heard the faint click of the morgue’s door and the second strong odor of 

death. This told him that two people had gotten there before him. His intentions had originally 

been to simply invade the evidence locker and do a thorough search for the missing painting. His 

boss would have asked him if he had.  

‘Did you confirm the painting was not there?’  

‘Well… ahhhh… sort of but not in person.’  

Wheeeeeeoooooahhhhhh…goes the siren, ‘Wrong answer and you just won yourself a trip to 

Don’t-touch-yur-bum, Usurbistan,’ to do surveillance on mountain Goats. 

Carefully he inched forward using every trick ever taught him in remaining silent in movement. 

***** 

If I wasn’t in so much pain I might have actually enjoyed what was happening. Not only was the 

huge Panda totally silent in his movements, but he was twice as fast in his sneakability and I just 

knew he would have told me it was his Kung-fu training that made it so. Within mere seconds 

we were next to the evidence locker. Vaguely in the darkness ahead I could see a shadowy form 

which was slowly moving forward. I kept my pistol trained on this form figuring whoever it was; 

it wasn’t Lemon. Put a slug into ‘said’ form? You betcha. At this point I hardly cared who it was. 

It was my fault she was here trying to tie up the loose ends and I was going to rectify that. 

***** 
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Peeking around the corner of the morgue’s foyer, Lemon watched the blue uniformed German 

Shepherd make his way to the first table where he pulled back the sheet exposing the face of the 

first Doberman. As soon as the body was exposed, he moved to the second table and did the 

same thing, and then the third, and then to the forth, where he stopped without pulling the sheet 

back. Instead, he took out his service revolver. “Sorry Tate,” he says softly, “But Louie says 

dead or alive, I gotta put a bullet in your head. You musta got him some sort of pissed.” 

The gunshot was loud. It echoed off the walls like a schoolgirl’s scream at seeing something she 

shouldn’t have for the first time of many. For a second, the police officer looks down at his pistol 

as if he can’t believe it went off… and then he slipped sideways and lay still on the cold floor. 

Lemon, still aiming down the smoking barrel of the Mauser, sensed more than felt the pistol 

barrel next to her temple as a soft voice told her, “Don’t move.” 

This was when Shep popped up from the forth table like a deranged jack-in-the-box after ‘the 

monkey chased the weasell’ song ends. His paw was wrapped around his service revolver and he 

had it pointed at the pair. “DON’T MOVE!”  he commanded, and then blinked. “Who the fuck 

are you?” he asks the hot dog guy. 

While Sam Sam’s attention turned to the police officer across the room, Lemon smoothly 

transfers her weapon to the left paw and takes out one of the grenades from her apron pocket. 

Pulling the pin with her teeth she slides her arm into the hotdog vendor’s trouser pocket. “Shoot 

me,” she tells him with a tap to his nuts for emphasis, “And you lose the boys.” 

That was when I come floating in from around the corner of the foyer, now held well up in the 

air by Fat China so I can get the uphill advantage on Sam Sam. Placing my 38 next to his left ear 

I cocked back the hammer to make a point. “Real careful like, Sam, lower the hotdog slugger 

towards the floor. Make sure it’s not cocked and then drop it.” 

“Tate?!” Lemon, Shep, and hot dog guy said in the same breath. 

As Sam Sam begrudgingly complies, I swung my aim over to my brother. “Same goes for you 

Mr. Nazi! Drop the heat!” 

“Tate… I told you…” 

“Save your breath, Doc told me all about your ‘interests’. Until we have a heart to heart, toss the 

piece…” 

The next thing I know, Lemon up and chucks the grenade she’d threatened Sam Sam with and 

yells, “COVER!” 

Sam Sam flat falls to the floor. 

Fat China drops me like a sack of potatoes and leaps back behind the foyer wall. 

Shep screams and leaps off of the table, tangling with the body of the dead copper, just managing 

to pull the body over top of himself. 
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Lemon laughs like a giddy teenager until she hears me cry out from landing on my right side and 

then she’s there holding me, but not before tossing the Mauser to Fat China.  

“Cover the cop!” she orders him, “Shoot him if he tries anything. If the hotdog guy moves I’ll 

take care of him.”  

To Sam Sam she says, “You got that Mr. Sicherheitdienst?” 

“Ya, I am lying still und I have no wish to die. Might I offer a truce until we get this mess 

cleaned up?” 

“What’s a sich… sich… sicher…” I tried through the blinding pain I’m now feeling. 

“Shhh…shhhh… shhhh,” Lemon tells me, covering my face with kisses and tears. 

“It is ‘secret police’,” the hotdog guy growls from the floor and gets a Fox heel in the ribs for it.  

“I suggest a truce,” he continues after grunting with the kick, “I wish none of you dead; I only 

want the painting. I was the one who hired the lawyers to hire Tate.” 

I was quickly getting pulled into that web of Fox and at this point didn’t give two hoots about a 

painting and who it was hired me to find it; except that Lemon got a bit more emotional than was 

good for either of us and made to lay upon my chest. Needless to say I screamed pretty loudly. 

“What about the grenade?” Shep calls out from across the room. 

Sitting up, the Fox yells out, “I never pulled the pin. Get up slow and keep your paws where we 

can see them.” 

“Are you all right Tate?” he asks. 

“As if you care,” I managed. 

“What about me?” Sam Sam asked. 

“Nobody asked if you were alright,” Lemon hissed and gave him another kick. 

“No one ever asks if the Panda is all right,” Fat China muttered. “It’s the story of my life.” 

“You dropped me!” I managed. “You left me to die to save your own fat ass!” 

“She threw a grenade; you would have been on top of it if we were close enough.” 

Was there any wonder why I didn’t trust this guy? 

“Truce!” Shep yelled from across the room while raising empty paws in the air.  

“Who are the Dobermans and why were they working for you?” I asked Stan Stan through a 

clenched jaw. 

They were German mercenaries,” he told me and then oofed when Lemon sat on him none too 

gently. “They were not mine! I agree truce!” 
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Getting up on all fours… well… all threes, I got a lick on the face from Lemon who seemed to 

be happy enough to have totally forgotten everything that had happened so far. For a second I 

was about to jump into LaLa Land with her but I heard the Panda mutter something about 

‘getting a room’. He was right; now was not the time. We had most of the major players in the 

same place and everyone was looking for the same thing. That meant if we put out resources 

together we might be able to come up with an answer. 

“I want you,” Lemon whispers to me and though I wasn’t looking at him, I could tell Fat China 

was rolling his eyes. 

“We’ll take care of that later, baby,” I tell her, “Call the truce… we all need to compare notes.” 
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Parley 
 

Once we were sure all the guns were put away we met in the middle of the room. Naturally 

everyone and their brother wanted to be in charge of the parley. I squelched that quick like, being 

I was the one without any specific interests other than my original fee. Seeing the clock on the 

wall was telling me it would be dawn in an hour or so, I called the meeting to order. 

“Everyone stifle!” I yelled as loud as I could. “We got us a situation here and today is going to 

be a hornet’s nest; especially since we now got a nixed police officer.” 

“He was sent to make sure you were dead,” Lemon reminded me, “I killed him. He deserved it.” 

“And he damned near shot me in your place,” Shep chimed in. “You’re a magnet for bullets and 

you almost got me killed!” 

“That’s your own fault,” I countered. “How stupid are you?! I bet you were asleep!” 

“I heard him snoring,” Lemon added and you could feel the contempt in her voice. 

“Who died and left you in charge?!” he demanded of me, “And what if I did fall asleep?!”. 

There was a moment’s silence and then we all busted up laughing.  

“I’m for Tate,” Lemmon told them when we could finally breath again. “Anyone has a problem 

with that and we can talk about it outside.” 

There was another moment of silence and then, when she held up the Mauser, there was a 

harmonized chorus of ‘I’m in… me too… same here.’ 

“Are all Americans like this?” Sam questioned the Panda standing stoically next to him. 

“There is no getting used to it,” Fat China growled, “Some of them are also very dangerous just 

to be around.” Here he looked right at Lemon as if having others in the room with him would 

keep him from getting hurt. 

“All right then,” I told them in a softer tone, “Sam, you and Fattie get the dead guy up onto the 

slab and cover him over. Shep, you get upstairs and spring Biscuit Brains Brick from the holding 

cell. Let him know he screwed up royally and a crooked cop got killed for it. You also tell him 

we have things under control and he’s to keep a sharp eye on the front door. Let the China Food 

Runner go but bring the Pizza Pusher down here. He’s the key. He was ‘Crooked’s’ way in and I 

want to use him to open a door or two for us. Fattie, as soon as you get the body up, go with 

Shep and council your delivery boy on the side. Give him a good chunk of cash to appease the 

gods of silence and don’t be chincy; I need him to stay mum for a day or two.” 

“What’re ya gonna do?” Sam asked.  

“You’ll find out when I do it,” I responded, “Now… I know everyone here and who they work 

for except for Mr. Hotdog here. That on caught me off guard.” I nodded to the old boy as a mark 

of admiration. 
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“Shep’s a Nazi,” Lemon said a little too loudly. 

“Am not! I’m an opportunist.” 

“So you saw an opportunity for blackmail perhaps?” Stan asked. 

“You say tomato, and I say cash money. You think I can retire on what the PD is going to give 

me?” 

Fat China screwed his face up and gives the Chinese accent a real poke in the eye. “Confucius 

say, ‘Want retirement, be criminal; prison give you three meals a day and bed with bunkmate 

named Bubba.’” 

I think even the dead guy groaned. 

“All right,” he sighed, “So I’m not so good at being what I look like. My restaurants still bring in 

the cash and obviously I have pretty good connections.” 

Lemon gave him a hard look. “Not if you end up in prison, Bubba.” 

I pointed to Sam. “Finish… who do you work for?” 

“The Abwehr,” he told me. “In English that would be German Military Intelligence.” To Lemon 

he said, “I am not a Nazi. I am a German patriot and have been here for a number of years in 

order to keep tabs on things American. I was instructed to look into the death of a Rottweiler 

who was recruiting wealthy American business types to the cause. He was bringing in badly 

needed money and fostering a friendship base should they need that in the future. My 

investigations showed a vixen to be the most likely suspect.” 

“It wasn’t me,” Lemon told him. “If I killed a big fat Nazi like that I would have claimed the 

kill… trust me.” 

Sam was about to reply to that, but I beat him to the punch. “Who did the dead guys belong to? 

I’m just guessing but I kinda got the impression they’re Nazi’s too?” 

“What is this obsession you people have with Nazi’s?” Sam asked. “Give that bunch time and 

they will wither up and blow away like a dead flower. There’s nothing to them. They have a 

leader who’s crazy and simply says what some want to hear. That’s the extent of it. Those who 

back him look to get rich… that sort of backing goes away as quickly as it arrived. No, these 

three were not on my Nazi list. My guess is they were German mercenaries. Many such came out 

of the last war, ya? Easy money if you can stay alive.” 

“Who hired them then?” Lemon pushed. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Who hired the three idiot lawyers?” I asked, being that Mr. Intelligence apparently had a lot of 

information that needed to be shared and he was showing his forgetful side. 
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He sighed. “I did. You seemed to be on the right track and if you got the painting before I did, 

maybe all was not lost.” 

“Shep,” I said, getting his attention (I’d seen him ogling Lemon’s assets). “Tell me about the 

dead guy.” 

“Which one?” he shot back after blinking. 

“The cop, you moron… pay attention.” 

“His name is Nick. He doesn’t work in my group so I don’t know much about him, except he’s 

in charge of the evidence locker.” 

There was a moment’s silence and then the rest of us collectively sighed. Now the secret was out 

as to why Shep always swung work in my direction. 

“All right then,” I said loudly, trying to get things rolling. “Now that this piece of the puzzle has 

been revealed, introduction time is over.” 

“What?” Shep asked, but I ignored him.  

“Everyone hop to it. We only have an hour or so before the entire police department swarms this 

place. I want to be outta here before that happens.”  

As soon as they turned to their tasks I pulled Lemon aside and before she could melt all over me 

like cheap chocolate, I told her, “Time for that later sugar puss. Right now I gotta know how you 

did that trick with the hand grenade. I saw you pull the pin with my own eyes.” 

She smiled and licked my nose. “I used a girl’s best friend,” she told me. 

“You used a sex toy? Somehow that makes no sense at all.” 

The vixen snatched my ear and gave it a good twist until I let out a strangled sounding noise as 

the pain in my shoulder almost made me pass out. Seeing what she’d done there was momentary 

panic until I told her I was all right. Leaning close she whispered, “I used a bobby pin.” 

“I don’t get it,” I confessed, and she made a noise with her lips and then muttered something 

about males in general being real stupid. Pulling the second grenade out of her apron pocket, she 

holds it up to where I can see it and sure enough there’s a bobby pin in the safety hole. Dangling 

next to it is the actual safety pin. “Pretend to pull the pin out so everyone can see you do it and 

then tossing it into a room guarantees you clear the place out. In the mean time you can get away 

with murder and run before anyone is the wiser. Speaking of which,” she looked up, “Where did 

that other grenade end up?” 

She went to retrieve her lost goodie and that left me to consider my next move, which, above all 

else was; not getting shot ever again. 

I made my way to the copper who got shot and, pulling the sheet down so I could see him, 

looked down trying to puzzle this one out. He came in with the pizza delivery guy so obviously 

he worked for Lucky Louie. That left me to wonder why the Greyhound would go to such 
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extremes to kill a guy who was already dead. There were all kinds of reasons the cop would have 

done this. There could have been a good payday involved, or conversely, the settling of a 

gambling debt. In essence, that worked the same. He could have been trying to gain favor with 

the mob boss, or, even break into the Spaghetti Bender’s business. The remuneration there 

certainly was a whole lot better than what the police department could pay. 

“What the heck were you thinking,” I whispered. 

One of his eyes opened and I gave a jump that hurt my shoulder. Licking my thumb, I closed it 

again, only to have the other one pop open. 

“Stay dead!” I told him as I closed that one too. I was waiting for him to sit up next, but then the 

little wheels in my head started moving again. This wasn’t just the murder of a detective, since I 

was already supposed to be dead; this was personal… the kick to the head after the final bullet to 

the groin. The message to the troops. 

“You came in with the pizza guy,” I whispered, “Son of a bitch!” 

His face began to smile, and that just about freaked me out. I got the finger of my good paw on 

his face and dragged the smile down into a frown. “You think it’s funny, don’t you? You come 

here to kick me in the head for someone and get plugged by my girl and you think it’s funny? 

You’re a sick son of a…” 

“You called me your girl?” Lemon asked from behind me. 

I turned a little too quick and found a lot of pain that got me real light headed. She steadied me 

and when I could see something other than red spots, found the prettiest eyes right next to mine.  

“Nobody has ever called me their girl,” she whispered.  

I must have been really out there because I wasn’t sure if she liked the idea or was highly 

insulted and about to paste me one. 

“It’s not what you think,” I responded automatically. Note to self… always engage the brain 

before opening your yapper. 

“What should I think then?” she asked, helping me to lean back on the metal slab the copper was 

on. 

My butt brushed up against the dead guy’s paw and I swear he pinched me. This caused me more 

discomfort when I lurched away from the table like I’d been electrocuted. Now Lemon was real 

concerned.  

“Maybe you should let us take it from here Tate,” she began, but I cut her off. 

“No! This just got personal and you bet I’m gonna pay the bastard back.” 

“Who, Tate… who are you going to pay back?” 
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I was about to tell her when Shep and Sam dragged the pizza guy back down to the morgue. I 

could hear him blabbing away as they came down the hallway with him doing his best to make 

them understand he was ‘just’ the pizza delivery guy… he had noth’n to do with nuth’n. This 

kept up until they muscled him to where Lemon and I were standing. The moment our eyes 

locked, we recognized each other. He was the lookout who jumped out the window when I 

busted in the door to rescue Lemon. 

“You!” we both shouted, “You’re not dead!” 

And then all hell broke loose. Lemon held me, which at this point was not all that hard. He was 

held by Shep and Sam, though it was all they could do to keep him from breaking free in his 

remembrance of a crazed Wolf with a sawed off shotgun.  

Fat China solved that problem by executing a field goal kick right to his chops. 
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Busted 
 

Once we revived the pizza guy the words flowed out of his mouth like water from one of those 

fancy Roman statues.  

All of a sudden I felt like I needed a scorecard.  

Apparently, Officer Nick had a long-standing arrangement with Lucky Louie. The favors went 

back and forth and this one was a pretty big one to ask of the cop; shoot a dead guy. It carried a 

rather large payday for some reason. Pizza guy was to be there to see the whole thing go down. 

‘How easy could that’a be?’ Louie asked as he counted out the payoff to Nick. ‘Oh yea, by the 

way, the bastard’s ‘a laid out in the police morgue.’ 

Hearing that last part, the hair on the back of my neck stood up and I actually growled. Yeah… I 

took it real personal. 

Pizza guy, on the other paw, was just a schmoe trying to ‘make nice’ with the boss because he’d 

bailed on his buddies when I kicked in the door to their hotel room. He should have skipped 

town when he had the chance. This also told me that Lemon’s ‘interrogation’ was on Louie’s 

orders, and I could feel the same tenseness in her that I felt myself. I knew I needed to keep a 

close eye on her because otherwise she was going to cut the guys throat. I would’a let her do it 

too; except I needed the crooked pazoo. Afterwards… when all the questions were answered, all 

bets were off and I might just shoot him myself. 

Oh yeah… there was also a certain painting in the evidence lockup that pizza guy said Louie 

wanted, and that was retrieved earlier. Though we now knew who had the painting it was still an 

open question as to who actually shot Don Sancho. 

As pizza guy babbled on, my mind drifted off to a sniper pit just inside the tree line staring down 

the barrel of a finely tuned rifle. It was in a fixed position and already pre-aimed to put its bullet 

through the hole left by the missing glass. There was a muffler device on the end of the barrel too 

so it wasn’t just accurate, it was quiet. 

“What do you want to do?” Sam asked me. 

“Huh?” I responded like some kid to his mom asking why his paw was in his pants. 

“He was thinking again,” Lemon explained.  

“That’s what he does,” Shep added. “He’s always been strange like that. He hears voices and 

stuff too. He says it’s a gift and a curse.” 

“I don’t do that and I never said those words,” I countered, though it felt a lot like I was just 

waking up. “At least not those exact words.” 

“Yeah ya did. So what do we do now Champ? We have to get moving; dayshift will be here 

soon.” 
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“Fattie… get me the dead guys coat and hat,” I told the only one who hadn’t said anything. “I 

think we need to go pay a visit to one Lucky Louie. Of course we need to give him a reason to 

come out and meet with us. That would be me… or rather Officer Nick. It seems that he found 

something in the evidence locker that Louie can’t live without.” 

“And what would that be?” Sam asked. 

“I’m not sure but in a few minutes I’m going to find something.” 

Fat China came back with a coat that was surprisingly only slightly blood stained and a hat that 

actually fit me. A moment later I was in the evidence locker and, with the click of the light 

switch, felt like a kid in a candy shop. There was stuff in there that a Cat burglar would sleep 

with a Dog for…  but forget that… Sweet Gordy Gundorfer the sawed of shotgun from the hotel 

was sitting on one of the shelves. Picking it up with my good paw, I broke it open to be sure it 

was empty, and then let out a yelp. The door was quickly opened.  

“You all right?” Lemon asked. 

“Couldn’t be better!” Holding up my toy I told her, “All I need now is a few shells to stuff in my 

pockets and something Louie would want.”  

Of all things, I found a box of 12 gage bird shot. I have no idea what it was doing in an evidence 

locker but I relieved the box of six rounds. With my arm still strapped to my body it didn’t make 

sense to take more because reloading anything was already pretty much out of the question. 

Since the evidence had nothing to do with me I didn’t want to disturb it too much. That’s when I 

spotted what I was looking for in the form of a Don Sancho painting tucked away in a back 

corner. I don’t know… perhaps I have a sixth sense for these things – or – it might also have 

something to do with the shadowy form of Don Sancho standing next to it. 

“Whatcha got for me?” I asked, and the figure pointed to the painting. Pulling it out from behind 

the shelving, I saw Sancho’s black velvet signature look and smiled. Laying the sawed off on one 

of the shelves, I held the frame with my good paw and then used the knife Doc gave me to cut 

the picture out of its frame. I then slid the frame back into its hiding place. Wasn’t someone 

going to be surprised when they came back for this one. But then again; that someone was most 

likely the Dog stretched out on the slab downstairs. I was going to say something to Sancho’s 

apparition about being hot on the trail of his killer but it was gone. Once you get used to this sort 

of thing happening in your life it stops being such a shock to the system whenever one of them 

shows up like this and then leaves again. You stop asking the hard questions and just accept it for 

what it is and you damned sure don’t tell anyone or you end up in the loony bin. I spoke to Doc 

about this once when I was first over here and that was exactly what he told me. 

Rolling it up, I handed it to Lemon. “Hang on to this and don’t let anyone see it,” I told her, “I’ll 

take it back later when we get to Louie’s.”  

Coming back out of the evidence locker, I see Sam look at his watch and shake his head. Fat 

China just smiles at me (he’s looking really worn out right about now), Shep makes an off color 

remark like he always does, and pizza guy is still sniveling.  
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“OK then,” I tell them, “Let’s head on over to Louie’s and pretend like he’s our best friend in the 

world.”  

“I do hope you have a plan,” Sam Sam snarled at me. I get the feeling he’s not really a happy 

hooligan about being hooked in with the likes of us. That sets off the little alarm bells in my head 

and I make a mental note to fix it so he won’t be a bother. I’m kind of sick of people taking pot 

shots at me and all this ‘let’s play together and make nice’ stuff was just that... stuff.  

“You bet I do,” I told him.  

When we got to the car, I tucked the sawed off up under his chin, had Lemon relieve him of his 

pistol, and then had Fat China stuff him in the trunk with a warning that if he made any noise I’d 

find out if his pistol was able to shoot through the back seat. 

  



75 

 

Concrete Shoes 
 

With pizza guy driving, and my sawed off pointing at him so there wouldn’t be any funny stuff, 

we ironed out our plan. In an hour the sun would be up and we had to have things wrapped up 

quick like. Lucky Louie lived above his main restaurant. He had three body guards there at all 

times, and there wasn’t getting past any of those muscle heads. But that’s the beauty of the 

impossible… it’s never really impossible.  

After ‘discussing’ the situation with pizza guy, it was found out that Peppe came down to the 

restaurant kitchen to make coffee exactly at 7AM every morning. He would then set up a tray, 

walk it up the stairs to Rocko for delivery, and then come back down to the kitchen to begin 

preparations for the day. He was more of a cook than a body guard. Rocko would then walk the 

tray to the bedroom, knock on the door softly, and deliver it to Joseppe, who would deliver it to 

Louie in bed.  

So; I looked enough like Officer Nick that getting into the kitchen with Peppe wouldn’t be hard. 

I had the painting and would flash that to gain acceptance. Pizza guy would stay with me and my 

concealed sawed off whereby there would be the direct understanding he was the first to go if 

things went south. We’d then take the tray up to Rocko leaving the cook to do his cooking. The 

hallway to the bedroom was long and had a window at the end where Lemon, with Fat China’s 

Chinese Circus abilities, would sneak in and distract Rocko so I could smack him over the head. 

Then we knock on the door and boff Joseppe when he opens it. Bingo; all of Louie’s torpedoes 

are out of action and we’re in. Once all of this happened, Pizza guy is left to jump out the 

window, which we all know he’s really good at, and that leaves sweet little Louie all to us. I was 

very much looking forward to that. 

Oh yeah, I told Shep to stand by in the car with the engine running just in case; because you just 

never know. 

Well, that’s how it was supposed to go. 

***** 

Upon arrival, we all very quietly went to our places and got ready. Pizza guy and I went right in 

through the back door. Sure enough Peppe had just put the coffee on. Of course he recognized 

pizza guy right off. 

“Hey Jimmy, what are you doing here so early? I thought your uncle gave you the morning off.” 

Uncle? Suddenly I found Dumbass sitting on my good shoulder. ‘Ha-yuk… that’s what he said 

all right… he said uncle. Heyyyyy… wait a minute… isn’t that what you was calling that there 

Lemon Fox?’ 

“Who’s dis?” the beefy cook asked while looking right at me. 
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“The name’s Nick,” I told him, “Officer Nick. I got the painting Lucky Louie requested. What 

say you let me take him his coffee so I can make the delivery myself? He promised me cash for 

the job.” 

Peppe turned back to the coffee maker, taking his time pouring the boiling water into the carafe. 

He didn’t say a word. It was like he was concentrating a little too hard. “You ain’t Nick,” he 

finally says without looking up. “Nick owes me a G note. You think I’d forget a face that 

belonged to a debt like that?” He looked at pizza guy. “What the fuk, Jimmie. Louie turned a 

blind eye to you jumping out of the window cuz you’re family… and now you bring this punk 

ass into our house? If he don’t kill you for doing that I’m gonna personally see you get one hell 

of a beat down.”  Turning to me he says, “Show me da painting.” Then he nonchalantly turned 

and took out salad stuff, dumping it on the counter as if he were preparing for his day. Now I had 

a predicament… I only had one functioning arm. 

“Jimmy,” the schmook says, “He’s been shot and probably can’t use his right arm so good. 

Obviously, per the usual, Nick didn’t get it right being this bum is here. Is he dead?” 

“Yeah,” the kid tells him. 

“Fuk! There goes my G note.” Picking up a large kitchen knife he begins chopping the salad 

stuff. “Why not show a little prerogative on your own for once,” he tells the kid. “The dumbass 

gumshoe ain’t gonna be able to show me the painting and use that shotgun he’s got under the 

coat is he? He’s not gonna blast you so help him out.” 

“How did you…” I began, but he gave me a look of such utter contempt. 

“You think I got this job because I make good meatballs?” 

“No… of course not. Well… in all fairness I’ve eaten here and your meatballs are some sort of 

wonderful.”  The compliment fell flatter than an Italian pancake. 

Jimmy held out his paw and I let him go under the coat for the painting. He opened it and held it 

up for Peppe, who looked at it and nodded. Turning back to me, the cook held his paws up to 

show me they were empty. “Ya done good after all,” he says, “And for that I’m grateful. That’s 

the actual painting Louie was looking for. The real Officer Nick brought a painting of some ugly 

Fox butt. The boss don’t even like Foxes. He says ya can’t trust’em and they’ll stab you in the 

heart for the sheer pleasure of it.” With that comment he looked right at Jimmie, and I can see 

there’s no love lost there. I almost felt sorry for the kid. “Obviously the prick had some Fox in 

him somewhere cuz that’s a classic switcheroo if I ever saw one… but at least he didn’t have a 

yellow streak like a certain pizza delivery kid.” 

This information made my eyebrows go up, and I hear Dumbass say, “Well whatdaknow; I say 

we grab that painting back and skedaddle while we got the chance.” Suddenly he didn’t sound 

like such a dope after all. 

Turning back to me the cook tosses his kitchen knife to the counter and growls, “Go slow now 

cuz I’m just mak’n things easier for you. Louie has a finder’s fee for the painting and if you want 
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to collect it you’ll need to follow my instructions. Hav’n that bootleg pointed at my gut makes 

me just a tad nervous. The Boss ain’t too fond of’em neither.”  

Real careful like he takes the hat off of my head and tosses it to the table next to me. Next he lifts 

my unbuttoned officer’s coat off my shoulder and tosses it over a chair. Then he looks down at 

what I had pointed at his middle and an utter look of contempt flashes across his face like I’m 

standing there holding my private parts and they’re not all that impressive. That hurt bad. To be 

honest I was tempted to make things easier and just pull the triggers; but I’m not that kinda guy.  

“So you’re gonna take me upstairs to Louie?” I asked him. 

Picking up two large carrots from the counter, Peppe shows them to me and says, “Yeah, I’m 

gonna take you upstairs, but just so you know, you don’t rattle my cage gumshoe. I’ve seen 

bigger, and badder, and…” he stuffed the carrots down the barrels of the shotgun, “A whole lot 

smarter than you.” 

That’s when I was saved by the bell; literally. The first gong and Peppe’s eyes rolled up into his 

head just before he pitches towards me. Fortunately I was quick enough to sidestep. The second 

gong took Jimmy full in the kisser and he went down flinging the painting to the side. It made a 

fluttering sound like a kid’s kite that’s lost its wind. I actually felt bad about that one because I 

was sort of getting used to the kid.  

Sam Sam stood, frying pan raised, waiting to see if either of them would be getting up. “You’re 

certainly not very good at what you do,” he muttered. “I’m surprised you’re even still alive. You 

let him shove carrots into your shotgun! Are you really that stupid?” 

Dumbass whispers in my ear, “I think he’s got your number.” 

“What did you do to my brother?!” I hissed while trying to get said carrots out of where they got 

stuffed. Breaking the breach open I took the shells out and looked for something to push them 

out from the back side. 

“He’s not very good at what he does either,” the hot dog vendor replied, handing me a long 

handled wooden spoon. “I didn’t do anything to your brother; he’s sound asleep in the front seat 

of the car.”  

Before I could ask my next stupid question, he says, “There’s a release cable attached to the 

latch. All you have to do is pull it and the trunk pops open. The seat’s simple upholstery so I 

heard all your plans while you were discussing them. Did you really think this was going to 

work?” 

“Well… yeah.” 

He shook his head and lowered the frying pan to a less threatening angle. Spotting the painting, 

he crossed to it and picked it up. “This is an original Don Sancho,” he tells me, “Where did you 

get it from?” 

“The evidence locker.” 
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Placing his weapon of choice on the table he took the time to neatly roll the painting up. “Well… 

what are you waiting for? Get the coffee tray and let’s finish the job. Maybe we can trade this 

painting for the one we’re looking for.” 

I wiggled the fingers of my strapped down arm and he gives me an ‘oh yeah’ look and then 

hands me back the painting so he can pick up the coffee tray himself. “Which way?” he asked. 

“No idea,” I told him, as I struggled back into the coat and tucked the painting back where it had 

been. No way was I going to let it out of my possession again. So long as Sam hadn’t heard what 

I heard, things couldn’t be better.   

“I hope Germany and the United States do not get into another shooting match,” the hotdog guy 

tells me from over his shoulder. “Because if all Americans are like you, your country won’t stand 

a chance.” 

That rather pissed me off. “Seems we did some pretty good ass kicking in the last war.” 

Sam Sam opened his mouth to argue and then just sighed and led the way to the stairs. 

***** 

Rocko was more down to earth than Peppe. By that I mean he was bigger and stooped at the 

shoulders almost to where his knuckles dragged on the floor. He probably could have ripped me 

in half without a whole lot of effort. Working night shift for the spaghetti bender must have been 

tough. Having to stay up every night just to safeguard a guy who would stab you in the neck for 

a lousy dime had to wear on a guy. Then again there are those who don’t seem to be bothered by 

it. 

Sam Sam led the way up the stairs holding the coffee tray in front of his chest like he was hiding 

behind it. When he gets to the tops step he waits there like we had planned for Rocko to come to 

us. That he did and then proceeds to stand and stare down at us. Finally he says, “Who the fuk 

are you?” 

The hotdog guy must have had a lot of practice at this because he didn’t so much as bat an eye. 

“You didn’t get the memo?” he asks. 

“What memo? Louie don’t do memos. He has something to say, he says it verbal like.” 

“I’m the new hire assistant cook. The fellow behind me is Officer Nick. I have the coffee and he 

has something for Mr. Greyhound.” 

I felt my fingers tightening on the triggers and this time Dumbass actually saved the day. ‘Don’t 

do it,’ he whispers in my ear. 

“Why not?” I whispered back. 

“Why what?” Sam Sam whispers without turning around.  

“Why we whispering?” Rocko chimes in. “Louie’s a heavy sleeper.” 
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“Why shouldn’t I shoot him?” 

‘Cuz ya don’t have to,’ Dumbass answered. 

Rocko’s frown deepened, if that was possible. “In case you’re forgetting, I’m on your side. What 

took you guys so long?” 

The hot dog vendor smiled warmly as if he was actually expecting this. “We’re professionals,” 

he whispers. “In and out… no one sees us or remembers what we look like… got it?” 

“Who sent ya?” the goon asks. 

“Chicago,” Dumbass whispers to me and I repeated it. 

Rocko nods his head. “That woulda been my guess. Give me a minute to get Joseppe and we’ll 

be outta your hair. When we’re gone just push the bedroom door open. He’s in there all cuddled 

up with his teddy bear. Do what ya gotta do and when you get back to Chicago put in a good 

word for us. Unemployment sucks.” 

“We’ll do that,” Sam Sam whispers. “If I was you I’d definitely blow town for a while and 

maybe change my name.” 

Rocko nods again. “I got a cousin in New York.” 

With that he turns his back to us and finds Lemon standing behind him. She’s topless and 

holding a baseball bat in a cocked back position like she’s aiming for the centerfield fence. 

“Nice tits,” Rocko tells her and then knocks on the bedroom door. When it opens, he growls 

something and was quietly joined by Joseppe. They looked like twin cousins come from an ‘ugly 

farm’. The pair of them pushed past Lemon as if she wasn’t even there. Getting to the end of the 

hallway Rocko pressed on the wall and a panel opens up. With a small nod to us, the pair of them 

disappears and the panel closes again. 

“How did you know that was going to happen Dumbass?” I asked the little guy on my shoulder. 

“I didn’t,” Sam Sam answered. He then led the way into the bedroom holding the coffee tray up 

high, leaving me looking at Lemon and making silent faces asking what the heck she was doing 

topless.  

“You said distract him,” she whispered with a wiggle of the girls.  

I thought Dumbass was going to fall off my shoulder. He ‘hayucks’ one last time and hiss 

whispers, “I think she likes ya Tate… and to answer your other question; I just had a feeling. 

You know my motto; ‘You don’t have to be smart, but ya sure gotta trust your gut.”  

At this point I mentally banished him and turned back to the business at paw. 

Sam Sam quietly places the tray on the bedside table and pours out a cup. He then pulled a small 

chair close to the bed and sits on it. Picking up the coffee he sipped from it. Looking at me, he 
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indicates I should lose the hat and coat. When I’d done that, he nods to Lemon and tells her 

softly, “Wake him up.” 

Lemon smacked Louie on his right knee with her baseball bat. Even I winced at the sound it 

made. Just to be clear; there wasn’t going to be an issue with Louie trying to make a run for it. 

His screams just about broke my eardrums. 

Sam Sam is now completely professional and not in a good way. Standing from his chair, he 

finishes his coffee in a swallow, puts the cup and saucer on the night stand, and then turns the 

chair around so the back is to the bed. He then sits and makes himself comfortable.  

“Goot morning Mein Herr. I believe you have something that belongs to me.” His words actually 

caused the hair on the back of my neck stand up because I had this vision of him asking me 

questions in that German accented voice… which was odd because when he was talking to us 

before he had a straight forward mid-west accent. 

 “I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Louie managed as he snaked a paw under the pillow 

on the other side of the bed.  

I stepped forward and let him feel the cold metal of double shotgun barrels up against his face. 

“You tried to have me killed twice,” I growled at him. “Just give me a reason.” 

Lemon walked around to my side of the bed and placed the end of her bat right between his eyes 

putting a double whammy on him. “That goes double,” she snarled, and the Greyhound went 

rigid.  

Holding her paw out, Louie reaches under the pillow and pulls his pistol out with just two 

fingers. The Fox snagged it from him and stuffs it under the belt holding up her skirt.  

“Can’t you at least put a shirt on?” I asked her. 

“Last I knew,” she retorts, “You liked looking at the girls.” 

“Looking… not sharing.” 

“Achtung,” Sam says softly. “Vee are conducting business, ya? No one has to die so long as 

everyone gets what they want.” 

“I want this bastard dead,” I snarled at him. 

“And how!” Lemon agrees. “If it wasn’t for the Italian connection here, none of anything would 

have happened.” 

“I no kill Don Sancho,” Louie growls through his pain. “I done’a lotta things, but I no kill-a 

Sancho.” 

Lemon opened her mouth to say something as she cocked back the bat again, but I stopper her 

with a look. Yeah, us guys have that ability too sometimes. “He’s tell’n the truth, babe,” I told 

her. “So you’re kill’n him would be wasted effort in the revenge department.” 
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“His boys were the ones who were questioning me… or did you forget that chapter of this 

story?” 

“Questioning you means they didn’t know what happened either. The busted knee repays the 

questioning, and his goons are all dead.” 

“That’s a’right, that’s a’right.” Louie adds and you can tell he’s in a lot of pain. Lemon 

obviously knew how to play whack ‘a’ goon. 

I put my right paw up… well… as far up as the strapped down arm would go, and motioned for 

her to lower the bat. “The truth will be known all in due course girlfriend. All in due course.” I 

repeated my words so she would understand I had a plan. “Dumbass told me to trust my gut, and 

I’m get’n one heck of a bowel squeezer.” 

“The bathroom is over there,” Louie tells me with a nod in the direction he thinks I should go. 

“I didn’t tell you any such thing,” Sam Sam says in that German accent he’s decided to use. 

“What are you talking about?” Lemon asks me with a very perplexed look on her face. 

And… just when I thought it couldn’t get any more confusing, Fat China and my brother burst 

through the door. Well… they didn’t exactly burst, they each sort of tried to be the first one 

through and wedged themselves in the door jamb real tight. That, along with some purple and 

blue language aimed at each other as they squeezed through, even drew Louie’s attention. Shep 

finished with, “And I ain’t never buying another meal from one of your lousy restaurants!” He 

stopped and looked around the room and blinked. “Where’s the bodyguards and how the blue 

cheese did hotdog boy get out of the trunk?” 

“If vee were in Germany right now I would…” 

“What? Arrest me and shove me in a cell to rot?” Shep cuts him off. 

“Confucius say,” Fat China chimes in, “Man with only one leg to stand on eventually fall over.” 

We actually all busted up except for Sam, who didn’t get it. “What iss this joke you laugh at?” 

“And you told me Germany was going to win the next war because we Americans are so stupid,” 

I snipped, “Yet you don’t even get a corny ‘Confucius’ joke.” 

“Fat China is Chinese,” the Abwehr agent countered. 

“American all the way baby,” the Panda tells him with a smile. “And who was it that pretended 

to have one leg? So, Mr. One Leg To Stand On, what are you doing out of your trunk?”  

“Lucky Louie is Italian,” he countered, ignoring the remark about the trunk. 

“American,” the Greyhound tells him, dropping the fake spaghetti bender accent. He’s still in 

pain but he’s at least being honest. “It’s true my ancestry is Italian, but born and raised here. It’s 

just that I have a reputation to uphold. By the way… where are my bodyguards?” 
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“Peppe took a frying pan to the nog’n,” I told him. “Joseppe and Rocko simply took off when we 

showed up. Rocko seemed to think we were Chicago lawyers… sooooo I’m guessing you didn’t 

have long before you were fitted for your own concrete shoes in any case.” 

Louie let loose with a few choice words in Italian. When he was done he says, “I take it we can’t 

make a deal of some sort here?”  

“Who’d you hire the three dead German boys from?” I asked him. 

He nods to Sam. “He told me they were very good.” Looking right at Sam he says, I should have 

known better to trust a Nazi.” 

“Sam?” I ask, moving the sawed off more towards him now. “What do you have to say about 

that?” 

“No one was supposed to get hurt,” he told me. “At least that is what I was told. Certainly the 

idiots were not supposed to get into a shooting match with you.” 

“What was that?” I asked him, twisting the knife. “Three of your best agents got themselves 

nixed by just one dumbass American gumshoe?” 

 “Apparently they were not all that good,” he grumped. “Can we get back to what we came for?” 

“Which is?” Lemon asked him, and I can see she’s getting twitchy. I think Sam saw it too. 

“Finding the painting Sancho did of you,” he tells her levelly. I’ll give the hotdog vendor credit; 

he was cool under fire. 

“It’s in the chest at the foot of the bed,” Louie tells him. “You could have just asked.” 

The German got up from his chair a little too eagerly and went to the chest and opened it. There, 

sitting atop the spare linin was the painting he’d been trying so hard to find. 

“So why’d you pull the trigger on Sancho?” I asked him. “Certainly it wasn’t all about this 

painting. I’m figuring you already had that free and clear. You could have just taken it and 

skipped town.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he muttered as he looked at the painting. 

“Sure you do,” I told him, “Don Sancho was in on it. You were his contact.” 

This time he did look up. 

“Sancho was going to give you the list of names all nicely done up as a painting, so you could 

easily transport it back to Germany. You were going to personally deliver it to Herr Hitler just to 

prove your loyalty; but you wanted something more than that. You wanted Lemon Fox dead. 

She’s good at what she does, so you never could get a clear shot at her. Since she wanted the list 

of names too, and knows for a fact Sancho has it, you arranged for her to be in an exact place at 

an exact time so you could kill her.” 
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“The studio!” Lemon says in sudden realization. The baseball bat is now bouncing on her 

shoulder as her paws are trying to decide what to do. 

“Sancho wanted that list to go to Hitler too,” I continued, “Being that he was a devout follower 

and American. He also knew the death of an American agent would be icing on the cake; so it 

was like killing two birds with one stone. The only problem he had was you shooting through the 

glass of his precious studio. That was his pride and joy and nobody was going to do it damage, 

right?” 

I saw the Bulldog go perceptively pale so I knew I had the bastard.  

“Noooooo problemmmmmm….” I went on, “You removed the glass from its pane and then 

sighted your weapon so the bullet would pass through without doing any damage to the house.” 

“You cannot prove any of this,” the hotdog vendor hissed at me. 

“I’m thinking a rifle like that is a favorite toy so it’s safely tucked away; most likely in your 

hotdog cart. Shep’s got a pretty good bunch of Hounds on his team. They’ll find it.” 

“Ah soooo… Fixed gun and not so fixed target?” Fat China chimes in, “So, Honorable 

Detective; how was it German American spy shot not so bright Sheepdog instead of beautiful 

Fox?” As a straight man he could be pretty handy. 

“My gut tells me,” I told him with a straight face, “Sancho got a little too involved with his art. 

This was a new type of sex for him and he was at the height of arousal.” 

“That dirty Dog,” Lemon said softly. “I never did see a stiffie that stiffie. And here I thought it 

was the girls.” With that she gave a little shake of her chest. 

I sighed. “Do you have to do that? At least let me pretend it’s about me.” 

She stuck her tongue out and then wiggled her fingers indicating I should continue.  

“Sancho was painting a murder victim while she was still alive and probably was going to 

splotch her red as soon as the bullet stuck home. That got him so excited, perv that he was, he 

forgot the plan and moved around to adjust her arm or tail or something just as…” I paused to 

smile and then asked, “Tell me Sam, what’s moron in German?” 

“Trottel,” Lemon says in a truly sarcastic tone as she moved around behind me and more towards 

the end of the bed which I could tell was going to be the ‘strike zone’. 

“He was the trottel, not me!” the hotdog vendor suddenly raged. “A fucking American trottel! 

Vee had a plan und he did not follow it!” 

“Just as you pulled the trigger on Lemon, Sancho blocks your shot,” I continued. “He’s killed. 

The Fox is shielded. And everyone sets about looking for the wrong painting which Officer Nick 

knew all about. Nick was a Nazi too wasn’t he Shep?” I asked my brother. 

“Yeahhhh… he was.”  
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“What were you going to do with the painting Louie?” I asked without taking my eyes off of the 

German.  

“I was going to send it to Mussolini figuring he could give it to Hitler as a gift. That would show 

he had good ties over here and maybe give them something to talk about friendly like. If those 

two ever seriously get together they could rule the world.” 

“And maybe that brings you a little extra business?” Fat China asks him sarcastically. “So you’re 

saying you’re not really serving authentic made in Italy noodles?” 

“When’a in Rome,” Louie shoots back. “It’s ‘a’ business… that’s ‘a’ all…. business!” 

I’d had enough of this jerk. Before I could stop myself I reared around and stuck the bastard full 

across the face with the barrel of the sawed off. It had a satisfying ring to it as the steel came in 

contact with his snout and I was gratified to see I’d drawn blood. “You ordered a hit on me!” I 

yelled at him, “So if I return the favor and blow your brains all over the wall, that’s just ‘a’ 

business too!” 

Sam took this moment as his chance to escape. Bolting like a scared pup, he ran directly into Fat 

China. The Panda hardly moved, but Sam bounced off of him like he was made of rubber. As he 

staggered backwards, Lemon’s bat smacks a home run with a wooden sound that made my head 

hurt. The Bulldog dropped like a rock in a deep well and it was ‘lights out; shows over’. She 

would have finished him if China hadn’t stopped her.   

“Why not take this one alive?” he asked her softly. 

“Why should I?” she asks back, “He’s a Nazi.” 

“You could turn him and then learn from him. Sun Tsu said, ‘If ignorant both of your enemy and 

yourself, you are certain to be in peril.’” 

“That’s not one of you corny Confucius sayings is it?” The vixen asked him with a sly smile. 

“It’s from Sun Tsu, who was one of the greatest generals to ever live,” he told her, and then adds, 

“Perhaps you should also put a shirt on before the police swarm the place, Boss.” 

“I agree,” Shep said loudly. “Put a shirt on. I got a reputation to uphold, and the boys’ll be here 

any minute. Besides, we got what we came for. Lets cuff the bastards and throw’em in the 

clink.” 

***** 

Well it’s been about six months now and things have gotten back to somewhat normal. Mrs. 

Jone’s cat is lost again. I’ve had a few calls for wife and husband watching, which I did more 

just to keep my hand in while my shoulder healed. Take my word for it; getting shot is just not 

worth it. I got a big bald spot where Doc cauterized the wound and every time it’s going to rain I 

can tell you in advance. 

Louie was arrested for the murder of Officer Nick and the three German mercenaries. He didn’t 

actually pull the trigger on them but he did set the situations up. Oh yeah, there was also the 
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attempted murder of one Wolf Detective thrown in just for good measure. The three morons no 

one really cared about, but a police officer… that’s a different story. It doesn’t even matter if the 

cop is crooked. Nick’s fellow officers took that sort of very personal. It’s a brotherhood, and if 

the organization is to remain strong and respected, certain things are simple ‘action/reaction’. It 

didn’t take long before there wasn’t a lot left to Louie. Comparatively, what me and Lemon did 

to him would hardly even qualify as hurtful. 

A couple of weeks after his arrest, a real Chicago lawyer shows up and has a talk with the judge. 

Said judge, coincidentally now driving a new car, convenes another bail hearing and sets the bar 

real low. The last anyone saw of Louie he was being stuffed into the back of an oversized limo 

accompanied by a couple of pretty heavy looking fellas. My best guess would be he was finally 

fitted for his own concrete shoes. 

Pizza guy, who now goes by the nic of Little Jimmy, took over the family business but has sworn 

to stay legit. I told him me and little shotgun were going to hold him to it. He even kept Peppe on 

as Head Chef with an ‘all is forgiven’ contract. Turned out Jimmy’s father had originally owned 

the restaurant but died in a mysterious car accident thanks to Uncle Louie. Peppe swore on his 

grandmother’s grave he didn’t know this. Jimmy’s Pop had some close ties with his Italian 

relatives in Chicago; so that probably explains what happened to Louie. 

My brother got an accommodation and a promotion. Secretly he swore off all the Nazi silliness 

and made it his business to visit all the dupes and tell them exactly what happened. I sort of told 

him Lemon might kick his ass if he didn’t. He didn’t say so but I think he’s truly afraid of her 

abilities at baseball.  

I also noted the look on her puss when Fat China said what he said. He talked her down from that 

crazy plateau where right and wrong no longer matter. I admired him a lot for that.  

China went back to concentrating on his take-out joints and I think he’s got a future there. If 

nothing else, he’ll rake in the dough just selling those silly fortune cookies. No more wrong side 

of the law stuff for him… he swore off the same as Doc swore off the booze. 

Doc, I’m pleased to say, got himself dried out and did the twelve steps. He actually went back to 

doctoring, and you know what? I’m really really proud of him. It’s like we’re a family again 

complete with Sunday dinners at home. That said… yeah I feel just a little bit guilty cuz I’m 

sitting at my desk with my feet up sipping on a well-deserved whisky.  

That brings me to Sam Sam and Lemon. 

Sam was booked for the murder of Don Sancho which he freely confessed to. He was duly 

thrown into solitary confinement under constant guard against his escape. Getting smacked on 

the head like that was apparently quite a shock to his system because he remained dossal as a 

kitten all the way through the booking process.  

Once that was done Lemon took me back to the place above Fat China’s warehouse where I was 

soaked in a hot tub of water and my shoulder tended to by a wizened old Chinese doctor who did 
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a pretty good mumbling incantation against infection along with the washing of the wound and 

then packing it with a combination of herbs and God knows what else.  

Once that was finished, Lemon took me to that wonderful bedroom where we made love like 

never before. It was gentle love in a place where we didn’t have to look over our shoulders 

followed by wonderful wonderful sleep. When I finally woke up I knew she was gone. 

Finding my cloths hanging next to the bed, all washed and mended, I figured that was my cue to 

leave and not look back. Catching a cab to the station, I checked on our prisoners and found Sam 

Sam was gone too. From what the desk clerk told me, a good-looking Fox in a very conservative 

dress complete with a birdcage veiled hat showed up with a G-man at each shoulder. She 

produced official documents allowing her to take our not-Nazi into Federal custody, along with 

the actual painting that covered all those American Nazi signatures. Wash off the coloring and 

there you go. It could mean a real future for these idiots; or it could be a death sentence. Only 

time will tell for sure.  

And that was the last anyone had seen of her or him. Sure, I was sad… a better word would be 

numb; but there was hardly time for that. You don’t just close out a case like this and continue 

on… there’s a ton of paperwork and depositions, and convincing all the who’s who that you 

really did have to defend yourself. 

That was six month ago.  

This morning I got a special delivery. I’m used to those kinds of things. The messenger kid was 

waiting for me outside my office door, an envelope in one paw and the other out looking for his 

tip. “Are you Mr. Tate Wolf?” he asks. 

“Sure kid… whatcha got?” 

He handed over the envelope and I check it for anything that might not be right. There’s no 

address on it and no return either. “Where did you pick this up?” I asked. 

“Western Union.” 

“But it’s not a telegram.” 

“No sir, a car pulled up and the guy hands me the envelope and tells me who to give it to along 

with a sawbuck. Who am I to kick, I usually get ten cents a delivery. He tells me to wait for you. 

For that much I would have camped out up here for a week.” 

I didn’t reply, but I was feeling generous so I gave him half a dollar. It pays to keep the delivery 

kids happy because they’re your eyes and ears on the street. 

When I get into my office I closed the door and then took a seat at my desk. Pouring myself a 

drink I checked the envelope over and then opened it up. Inside is an eight by ten glossy picture 

of Sam Sam standing next to Adolf Hitler. He’s in a well-tailored uniform, as is The Little Wolf, 

and held up between them is the Don Sancho painting with all the hidden signatures. I turned the 

picture over and written there is, ‘He really is a trottel.’ 
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“Son of a bitch,” I mutter to myself. 

So now I’m sitting in my office alone drinking hooch that Shep confiscated from somewhere, 

looking at one of the ugliest pictures of Fox butt ever. To the winner go the spoils; I kept the Don 

Sancho because I could. Yeah… all right… it wasn’t like anyone else wanted it. What the heck, 

Lemon’s face isn’t on it so it could have been any Fox… but not every Fox has that birthmark. I 

had it framed and it hangs where I can see it every day. 

The radio’s playing a soft jazz tune and tonight there’s not too much static. I kinda like that. 

Around the Sancho picture I tacked all the post cards that have arrived at the office to the time 

frame of twice a week, though sometimes it’s three. There’s no message on them and my address 

is always written in a different handwriting… but I know she’s sending them to me. Mostly 

they’re from Europe. Sometimes they’re from the States. One was from Mexico.  

What I’m really waiting for is the one that’s hand delivered special delivery by a certain vixen.  

Maybe I can convince her to give it up. The world’s going to be what it is in any case and not 

much you can do about that. 

I might even have had one of those little guys come sit on my shoulder and torment the hell out 

of me since I’m drinking and feeling kinda… well… the way I’m feeling. But they’re all 

wrapped up in a poker game down the hall in the men’s room. Nope… not gonna happen tonight. 

While I’m sitting there all wrapped up in my personal misery, from what looked to be a hundred 

miles away I see the office door swing open on silent hinges. I got my paw on the 38 as a gloved 

paw comes through first and it’s holding a post card. 

“Hold your fire, Tate,” she says in that soft sultry voice only she can so muster. “It’s just me.” 

 

Somewhere in the darkness of the city 

In an alley maybe, or near an abandoned park, 

There’s the flickering of a bad neon sign  

Proclaiming something like  

‘Eat At Joes’ or ‘Girls, Girls, Girls’ 

 

Whatever it says, or wherever it is, 

I don’t care… 

Lemons back. 

Tossing down the whiskey, I watch her come close.  

As she bends down to kiss me, I whispered, “Uncle.” 


