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Pete Williams had two good friends: his dog and Art Nelson. Then Nelson died in a robbery, and 
Williams found out what a dog’s loyalty means! 

 
 WANTED action. Instead, I sat twiddling 
my thumbs in the police cruiser, 
swallowing dust from the trucks that 

rolled along the alley in back of the newly 
completed row of two-family houses. The 
trucks carried building materials to further 
rows of similar houses under construction. 
Every time they rumbled past, the air filled 
with dry lime from the pile where a sack had 
fallen off a truck and burst open. I wondered 
why the devil someone hadn’t shoveled it up 
and carried it away. 
 Life was a sequence of minor 
annoyances. 
 It was a brisk fall day, the quail season 
was half over, and I still hadn’t taken my 
shotgun off the wall. Jeff, my Irish setter, 
moped around home wondering what was 
wrong with me. 
 There wasn’t anything wrong with 
me—except boredom. Since Art Nelson 
fractured his right wrist and Jim Harrell went 
to the hospital for an appendectomy, I had 
been working 16 hours a day, including days 
off. My boss, Chief of Police Larry Stearns, 
was up against it and I had to help out. 
 The cruiser was parked at the side of 
the rough, pine shack that housed the field 
offices of the Stacy Construction Company, 
builders of the huge Windsor Village 
development. The payroll truck was due in 
half an hour and I was assigned to Art 
Nelson’s regular job of hanging around while 
the dough was counted and passed out to the 
four or five hundred workmen. 
 Buck Nixson, paymaster for Stacy, 
stepped out of the shack and said: “Hi, Pete.” 
 My answering grin froze when I saw 
his companion. I nodded to Buck and said to 
the other man: “Howdy, Mr. Gant.” 
 The stocky little man with the small 
blob of ruddy nose looked coldly at me, his 

pale blue eyes protruding slightly. “Hello, 
Williams,” he said, shortly. I  It burned Arlington Gant up to be 
called mister, and he knew that I knew it. He 
liked to be called Captain, but I didn’t 
consider he rated it. He’d organized a bunch 
of dumb young guys around Cherrydale into 
what he called a Home Protective Corps, after 
the National Guard was mobilized. But Larry 
Stearns and I didn’t believe the cops needed 
any self-appointed fuehrer to help us maintain 
order in our quiet little city. 
 I often wondered where Gant got the 
money to keep up a flashy car and fairly 
expensive house. He never did anything 
around Cherrydale except try to stir up 
prejudice against people he didn’t like and 
play politics—always on the losing side. 
Sometimes, though, he’d disappear for a 
couple of days and he always had plenty of 
dough when he returned. 
 Gant drove off. I asked Nixon whether 
the Home Protective Corps was going to take 
over the payroll policing. 
 Buck shot an accurate stream of 
tobacco juice at a piece of two-by-four and 
snickered. “Maybe they better at that, the way 
the Cap’n talks about the police force,” he 
said. “Seems as though you boys ain’t keeping 
proper track of the crooks around these parts.” 
 I said there weren’t any crooks around 
Cherrydale, and asked him what Gant wanted. 
 He shook his head. “He’s dropped in 
several times the last week or so, but he never 
seemed to seek anything but conversation. 
 “By the way,” he added, “I had to fire 
your pal, Tige Davidson, the other ev’ning.” 
 I scowled at him. “What the blazes 
for?” 
 “Just too shiftless to live,” he said. 
“And then the so-and-so threatened to get 
even with me, after I’d kept him on two weeks 



A MAN’S BEST FRIEND 
 

3

longer than I should just because I was sorry 
for his wife.” 
 “Oh, Tige’s all right,” I said. “But he’s 
a ball player, not a brick-layer. You got to 
make allowances for a guy who’s an artist.” 
 “He sure could pound that old tomato,” 
admitted Buck. “And what an arm! Man, those 
pegs from deep right field used to hit the 
catcher’s mitt on the line. It’s a shame he was 
kicked out of the league.” 
 “Tige was the goat for the 
sharpshooters,” I said. “He’d never got drunk 
during the playoff series with Chesterbrook if 
the gamblers hadn’t started him off by spiking 
his drinks. I always thought the club should 
have given him another chance instead of 
blacklisting him.” 
 Buck said: “Well, he’s sure lost 
without his baseball. Just willing to set around 
and let his wife take in washing.” 
 I said that seemed to be the case and 
then looked around in surprise as Art Nelson 
pulled up in his coupe and got out. He was 
wearing his police uniform, but his wrist was 
still in a cast held up by a sling over his 
shoulder. 
 “Looking for someone, Officer?” I 
inquired, politely. 
 “Yeh, you.” His gray eyes were 
quizzical. “Go on, beat it. You’ve been 
wanting to hunt birds for a week. Here’s your 
chance. I’ll watch this joint while Buck short-
changes the help.” 
 I told him he was crazy, but he got 
stubborn. And when Art got determined about 
something, his face looked like it had been 
hacked out of a piece of granite by someone 
that wasn’t too expert with the chisel. Rough, 
but strong, if you know what I mean. 
 I thought about Jeff getting fat lolling 
around home and my protests got weaker. 
Finally, I let Art give me a shove with his 
good hand, got into his coupe and drove off. 
 I’d give my right eye if I hadn’t. 
 

JEFF was delighted that I’d finally regained 
my senses, and galloped around like a fool 
pup when we started out with the shotgun. I 
ignored his antics, knowing he’d settle down 
to business as soon as we got into the field. 
 He did, and we had a swell afternoon. 
Jeff found five coveys in all and I had a good 
bag when we turned down the rutted trail 
through the big woods toward the Nelson 
cottage on Sleepy Hollow Road. 
 Doris was out cutting flowers for the 
table. 
 I displayed the bag of quail. “See,” I 
said, “I am a good provider. Now will you 
marry me?” 
 She pushed a wisp of reddish-brown 
hair into place and wrinkled her small nose at 
me. “On that theory,” she pointed out, “It 
would be hard to choose between you and 
Jeff.” 
 The setter grinned at her. 
 “At that,” she continued. “You might 
be better than that brother of mine. The big 
lummox promised to drive me into town to do 
some shopping, and now he’s disappeared 
with the car.” 
 “Your jalopy is parked down the road 
a mile or so,” I informed her. “Where we 
abandoned it when we hit into the fields. 
Meanwhile, your brother makes it possible for 
me to offer you half my birds by standing 
watchful guard over the Stacy payroll.” 
 There was a startled expression in her 
hazel eyes. “Pete,” she said, sharply. “You 
didn’t let Art go back to work with that wrist 
still in a cast?” 
 I sighed. “Need I point out how futile 
it is to argue with a Swede?” I said. “Besides, 
Officer Nelson with one wrist is better than 
any other cop on the force with two.” 
 I was wrong—damnably wrong. 
 
WE GOT the news over home-made grape 
juice and cookies in the Nelsons’ pine-paneled 
living room. I automatically turned the radio 
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to the police wave-length and waited for the 
preliminary hum that showed a broadcast was 
coming. 
 Ed Schuster’s voice was vibrant with 
excitement as he started his announcement 
and I became tense. I’d never heard anything 
but an impersonal drone from him before. 
 It hit us squarely between the eyes and 
left us numb of mind and body. 
 It was a three-state alarm for two 
men—wanted for holdup and murder; Two 
men in a black, panel-body delivery truck who 
snatched the Stacy payroll and shot and killed 
a policeman—Arthur Nelson—in their 
getaway. The paymaster, Buck Nixson, had 
also been slain. 
 Schuster gave the usual warning to 
proceed with caution: “These men are armed 
and may be expected to resist arrest. Number 
One is six feet, one hundred eighty pounds—” 
But I was too dazed to hear any more. 
 Jeff knew that something was terribly 
wrong. His warm, brown eyes were anxious as 
he nuzzled my hand and whimpered 
tentatively. I patted his silky, red head 
absently as my fingers curled with itching for 
the heavy .45 still slung in a hip holster, even 
on a hunting trip. 
 After seconds that seemed like 
eternity, I lifted miserable eyes to look at 
Doris. All the color had been drained from her 
fresh, young face. One hand was frozen in 
midair half way to her mouth. Her lips were 
tight and her nostrils distended as she fought 
for control of herself. Moisture was showing 
in her glazed eyes. 
 She caught my glance and her 
expression changed to a terrible hardness. She 
stared at me without recognition for an instant 
as though I was something that had just 
crawled out from under a log. Then she said 
with measured deliberation: “Get out. Get out 
and don’t ever come back. You left a crippled 
man to do your work while you went 
hunting.” 

 I started up as hysteria came into her 
voice, but she waved me back imperiously. 
 “No! Don’t come near me—just get 
out. And never let me see you again.” 
 It was like being lashed across the face 
with rawhide. 
 “Doris!” I pleaded. “Don’t take it that 
way. It’s just one of those horrible senseless 
things. I’ll get them—before God, I’ll get 
them if it costs me my life!” 
 She rose from her chair, steadied 
herself and walked into her bedroom without a 
backward glance. 
 I called her mother from the kitchen, 
mumbled some sort of clumsy explanation, 
and rushed from the house. 
 
I’VE SEEN my share of sudden death without 
losing a cop’s objectivity, but one long look at 
Art’s body was all I could take. 
 He had pitched forward on his face in 
the dusty alley and the back of his head, where 
the slug came out, was a bloody mess. I 
thought of the twinkle in his gray eyes that 
belied the grimness of his set jaw when he was 
pretending to be tough with someone. I went 
to the side of the paymaster’s shack and was 
sick. 
 Buck Nixson was dead inside the 
shack and his helper, a kid of about twenty, 
was having his head bandaged by an 
ambulance doctor. I pushed in and questioned 
him before he was taken to the hospital. 
 The stickup had been a smooth 
performance, indicating a job by 
professionals. The kid hadn’t seen the first 
part of it, but apparently what had happened 
was this: 
 The armored truck which brought the 
dough had left, and Nixson and the kid were 
counting the money and stuffing it into pay 
envelopes. Art was slouching outside the door. 
A heavy truck carrying sewer pipe had just 
passed when a black, panel-body delivery 
truck pulled up and stopped. The kid had 
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given only a casual glance through the 
window and wasn’t sure, but he believed the 
only lettering on the truck said something like 
“Gem Decorating Service.” 
 A tall, well-built man stepped out and 
asked Art where Job Number 56 was, 
remarking he had been called to patch up 
some plaster. Art told the guy to inquire 
inside. Meanwhile, the driver had got out and 
was wiping dust off the windshield, leaving 
the motor running. 
 The kid said he was slugged 
unconscious when he unsuspectingly reached 
for a handkerchief in his hip pocket just as the 
big bandit stepped inside the shack. He hadn’t 
had a good look at either crook and, of course, 
didn’t know what happened from then on. 
 But it appeared the kid’s unknowing 
false move had touched things off. The big 
guy had shot Nixson—the driver had burned 
down Art—they had scooped up the dough in 
some sort of sack and beat it. 
 By now the place was jammed with 
company officials and workmen, but none of 
them had arrived in time to see more than the 
rear end of the delivery truck as it roared 
away. 
 The best Nixon’s helper could do in 
the way of description was the thought the big 
bandit was about 6 feet, 180 pounds, dark 
complexion, wearing blue coveralls over a tan 
work shirt and a plasterer’s white peaked cap 
pulled down over his forehead. The kid had a 
vague idea the driver had worn an oversize 
cap above large chauffeur’s goggles, a 
voluminous gray raincoat with collar up 
around the chin, and a tiny black moustache 
under a small nose. He was sure the driver 
was not over 5 feet 6 inches, but said the 
raincoat was too concealing for him to make 
any weight estimate. 
 Larry Stearns showed up with a state 
trooper and the three of us went over the 
place, both inside and out, for clues. 
 We didn’t find any—at least any we 

could recognize. The alley was too dusty to 
hold tire marks and neither bandit appeared to 
have dropped anything like they do in 
detective stories—not even a match book 
cover with a night club name on it. 
 We had Frenchy Le Prevost, our 
technical man, go over the shack for finger 
prints, but with no hope of finding any we 
could use. 
 Larry Steans was white with fury, but 
he didn’t take any of his rage out on me. He 
would have been justified in kicking me off 
the force, but I guess he knew I’d already been 
punished worse than anything he could do to 
me. 
 After we’d finished our painstaking 
search, the chief told me to wait for him at the 
station. I slumped back into Art’s coupe, 
where Jeff was waiting for me, and left. 
 
I SAT staring at the police radio, only half 
hearing Ed Schuster’s now weary voice 
repeating instructions to the men out on the 
dragnet. They thought the bridges across the 
river had been blocked in time to prevent an 
escape into the next state, which left the city 
and its western suburbs as the most likely 
location for the bandits’ hideout. They figured 
the pair hadn’t gone far out of town because of 
the state highway troopers. 
 The door banged open and Jeff gave a 
warning growl, his neck hair bristling. I turned 
to see a man wearing a cab driver’s cap 
stumble in. He skirted Jeff warily and said to 
me bitterly: “The dirty rats got my cab and 
eighty-six bucks.” 
 I wearily pulled out a complaint form. 
I didn’t give a damn about a cheap hacker 
stickup with Art dead and his killers at large. 
 “Okay, buddy,” I said. “Let’s have it.” 
 His name was Joe Byers, he was 29, 
and so forth. But I jerked to attention when he 
told me he’d been hired at Twentieth and 
Overlea streets. That was only ten blocks from 
the Stacy job. His fares had directed him into 
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the country, robbed him and taken his hack, 
leaving him tied to a tree. 
 I questioned him minutely about their 
description, and relaxed. The man didn’t 
match up with the bandit leader’s description. 
The cabbie said he was a little guy, about 5 
feet 6 inches, 140 pounds and wearing a 
Homburg hat and brown suit. His companion 
was a girl about 5 feet, 95 pounds with dark 
hair and wearing a blue dress. 
 The cabbie squawked that a valuable 
diamond ring had been grabbed, along with 
his wallet and cab. He said he had to get the 
dough back some way; it was company 
money. 
 The other details were short and to the 
point. His passengers had directed him to 
leave the highway and go up Sleepy Hollow 
Road. When safely away from houses, the 
man stuck a gun in his back. The girl lifted his 
wallet and ring. Then they marched him into a 
nearby thicket and tied him to a tree. Some 
fifteen minutes after he heard the cab drive 
away, he managed to free himself. He hiked 
back to the main highway and thumbed a ride 
into town. 
 I said: “When did all this happen?” 
 He glanced at a fancy wrist watch and 
calculated. “About an hour ago—that’d be 
about three twenty,” he told me. 
 I told him we’d work on it and let him 
know. He said he’d grab a bus to his 
apartment and wait until he heard from me. 
 “Nice looking mutt,” he said, glancing 
at Jeff. “What’s its name?” 
 “He’s no mutt,” I said, shortly. “That’s 
why his name is Jeff.” 
 The setter lay languidly at my feet, but 
his eyes never left the hacker. The guy 
shrugged and said: “Too bad he ain’t a 
bloodhound.” Then he left. 
 Larry Stearns came in after awhile 
looked at me morosely and went into his 
private office without saying anything. I sat 
looking at my desk top. I was frantic to get 

started on the trail of Art’s killers, but I had to 
have a plan of campaign. And there seemed no 
place to start. 
 The state police would be scouring the 
highways, and the city cops would be probing 
into every part of town. But none had the 
fervent personal interest that would drive them 
past the point of exhaustion, if necessary. 
 
DAYLIGHT was fading when my brain 
wracking was interrupted by the brusk 
entrance of Arlington Gant. He glared at me 
and said: “I might have expected to find you 
here doing nothing.” 
 I held my temper and asked him what 
he wanted. He said nothing I could do, and 
demanded to see Stearns. I called Larry. 
 “As my Home Protective Corps is not 
yet fully organized,” Gant told him, “I feel it 
my duty to turn over any clues to the police, 
incompetent as they are.” 
 “Never mind the cracks,” said Larry, 
quietly. “What have you got?” 
 “Probably nothing of interest to your 
Boy Wonder here,” said Gant, looking at me 
scornfully. “Merely the solution of the case 
that proves so baffling to the police.” He 
paused for effect and then went on: “That 
bum, Tige Davidson, was seen by one of my 
men a short while ago flashing a big bankroll 
in Porter’s poolroom. You may not know that 
Davidson was recently discharged by Nixson, 
the Stacy paymaster, and threatened to get 
even.” 
 Stearns looked thoughtful. News that 
Tige had a bankroll was a surprise. He’d never 
made any serious money since he was kicked 
out of professional baseball. 
 Gant’s pale eyes were vindictive. “If a 
mere citizen may make a suggestion,” he 
added. “It would be that you investigate any 
underworld connections of Officers Nelson 
and Williams. I don’t imagine this payroll 
robbery could have been planned and 
executed without collusion on the part of 
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someone in authority.” 
 I leaped forward, but Larry held me 
back with a massive paw on my arm. 
 “Why, you cheap—!” I panted. “I’ll 
smash your face if you dare even hint Art 
Nelson had anything to do with that job—and 
Art burned down by those rats.” 
 “He could have been double-crossed 
by his own gang,” said Gant, coolly. 
 “It would also be interesting to know,” 
he went on, hurriedly, “how it happened that 
the crippled officer Nelson happened to 
replace the uncrippled officer, Williams, just 
in time for the robbery.” 
 I tore loose from Larry’s grasp and 
started for Gant. It wasn’t too hard to break 
away, I noticed. 
 The self-appointed fuehrer backed up 
hurriedly and barked: “Now, wait a minute, 
Williams. I don’t want to have to have you 
locked up—yet.” 
 I moved steadily toward him and he 
scurried behind a desk. Then Larry halted me 
with a sharp command I couldn’t ignore. 
 “Hold it, Pete!” he ordered. “Later, 
maybe. But not in the station house.” 
 Gant looked at Larry meaningly. “I 
don’t blame Williams for getting upset,” he 
sneered. “I expect some things I’ve said hit 
pretty close to home. Meanwhile, I’m warning 
you my home protectors will be ready to take 
over this case within 48 hours if the police 
haven’t solved it in that time—and I feel sure 
the public will back me up.” He turned on his 
heel and left before Larry could reply. 
 The boss glanced at me, sighed and 
said: “Oh, hell.” Then he walked back to his 
office and slammed the door. 
 
ALMOST immediately there was a tap at the 
window to the side of the building. I went 
over and found Tige Davidson crouching in 
the shadows outside. 
 He put a finger to his lips as I started 
to speak and whispered quickly: “I heard what 

that feller said. Don’t believe him, Pete. He’s 
a southpaw all the way through. I never had 
nothing to do with no robbery. I been hunting 
all afternoon.” 
 He paused for emphasis and his brown 
eyes glowed at me. “But, Pete,” he continued. 
“I did see Gant hisself driving a black, panel-
body truck into the big woods off Sleepy 
Hollow Road ’bout an hour ago.” 
 “The hell you did!” I said, startled. I 
looked around to call Larry. When I turned 
back, Tige Davidson was slipping swiftly 
away into the shrubbery. I just got a glimpse 
of his shaggy hair and the back of his ancient 
brown windbreaker when he disappeared. I 
vaulted over the window sill, but he had too 
much of a start, and I returned empty-handed. 
 Larry sent some cops out to bring in 
both Gant and Davidson for questioning. Then 
he and I chewed over what we’d been told by 
the pair. 
 “Mighty peculiar,” I said, thoughtfully, 
“how both Gant and Tige seem to know stuff 
about the stickup that won’t be made public 
till the morning papers get out. 
 “For instance, how did Gant know 
about Tige getting fired and threatening 
Nixson? And how did he know I was 
supposed to be on the job at Stacy’s today 
instead of Art?” 
 Larry stroked a stubble of beard and 
looked at me. 
 I went on: “And how did Tige know 
about a black panel-body truck being used in 
the holdup if he’s been hunting all afternoon? 
To say nothing of where did Tige get the 
bankroll Gant said he had?” 
 “It’s also kind of funny how the only 
time Art happened to sub for you is the day a 
stickup is pulled,” mused Larry. 
 I glared at him. 
 “Now wait a minute,” he hurried on. 
“Don’t get sore. I never believe nothing that 
fellow Gant says, but I’m thinking how it 
might look to the state cops—or the 
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prosecutor.” 
 
THE STATE police found the missing taxicab 
early the next morning. It had been driven into 
some woods off the main highway, several 
miles from where the driver said he was held 
up. Neither Gant nor Davidson had been 
located yet, so I ran out to look at it. There 
were no discernible clues and the cab was 
undamaged. 
 This wasn’t far from the big woods off 
Sleepy Hollow Road where Tige said he saw 
Gant driving the truck, so I left the police 
cruiser alongside the highway and scouted 
across country. 
 Jeff was with me and he couldn’t 
figure why I didn’t have the shotgun, but he 
was glad of a chance to romp without having 
to do any work. I can always think better 
when I’m away from what passes for 
civilization and I mulled over the few facts we 
had as I strolled along under the high canopy 
of oaks, tulip poplars and occasional pines. 
 There was plenty phony about the 
stories of both Gant and Davidson, yet the pot-
bellied, red-nosed Gant didn’t seem to fit the 
description of either killer, and I couldn’t see 
the harmlessly eccentric Davidson as the 
murderer of a man who had been his friend. 
 I was more suspicious of the cab 
driver, even though his passengers didn’t fit 
what we believed to be the description of the 
bandits. But I had nothing remotely 
resembling evidence. The cabbie had said he’d 
lost a valuable ring as well as his wallet in the 
stickup, yet he was wearing an expensive 
wrist watch when he reported at the station—
and I hadn’t been able to detect any mark on 
his fingers indicating he’d ever worn a ring. 
Jeff had shown he didn’t like the man, but that 
also wouldn’t prove anything in court. 
 Meanwhile, my friend since early 
boyhood, Art Nelson, lay on a cold 
undertaker’s slab with part of his face shot 
away, and Doris—the girl I planned to 

marry—was blaming me for her brother’s 
death. I thought of the happy times the three 
of us had enjoyed together and couldn’t 
realize it could never happen again. I wanted 
to smash my fists against a tree trunk. 
 I didn’t find anything of interest until I 
reached the abandoned road over which stone 
once was hauled from a quarry deep in the 
woods. The thick mat of dead leaves had been 
disturbed. People sometimes drove up here for 
picnics, but it was late in the year for that sort 
of thing now. 
 I followed the signs until I lost them 
on an outcropping of rock almost at the edge 
of the quarry, which long since had filled with 
water and now was used only as a summer 
swimming hole. 
 Jeff had disappeared on private 
business and the hush of the forest was broken 
only by a squirrel scampering over dry leaves. 
 I was about to turn back when I 
realized there was a false element in the 
sylvan setting. I looked around puzzled—then 
I got it. There were splotches of oil on the 
surface of the quarry pool! 
 Opaque shadows made it impossible to 
see much below the surface. I stripped off my 
clothes and tossed them over the nearest bush. 
I nerved myself for the shock of cold water 
and dived in. Down, down, I went until my 
fingers touched a smooth surface. 
 I made out the outline of a panel-body 
delivery truck! 
 
MY lungs were almost bursting and I came 
back to the surface to gulp in fresh air. Then I 
went down again—three times in all. But I 
could determine nothing except that there 
were no bodies in the driver’s compartment. 
The rest must wait for a tow truck with winch 
and steel cable. 
 I shook water from my shivering body 
and went back for my clothes. 
 They were gone! 
 I was dumbfounded, then sore as hell. I 
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whistled for Jeff and he showed up in a minute 
or two carrying my shorts. There’s no denying 
a man’s best friend is his dog. 
 But the setter couldn’t tell me anything 
more and I spent twenty minutes looking for 
the rest of the stuff without any luck. It had 
disappeared completely—including my gun 
and holster. 
 I couldn’t go back to the highway and 
be kidded the rest of my life; neither could I 
stay skulking in the woods. I remembered an 
old shack once used by a hunt club and set out 
for it. Maybe I could at least find a discarded 
pair of overalls. Jeff again slipped off on 
personal affairs. 
I stopped to reconnoiter at the edge of the 
clearing in the rear of the shack and could see 
no signs of life. But when I rounded the front 
corner, I froze in dismay. A good-looking 
blonde clad in a nifty play suit sat in a rustic 
chair reading a true detective magazine. 
 She looked up and her eyes widened. 
 “I beg your pardon,” I blurted out. 
 “Oh, that’s all right with me,” she said, 
with a slight smile. “But you better take them 
off before Mrs. Bethune sees you.” 
 “Them?” I said, still stunned. 
 “Yes, the shorts,” she said, 
impatiently. “She won’t like it for you to be 
wearing them.” 
 “You mean I should take them off?” I 
said, desperately. 
 She looked at me curiously, then 
laughed shortly. “Oh, you mean because I’m 
dressed,” she said. “We rent this place and 
even Mrs. Bethune admits it’s too chilly to sit 
out here in the woods without any clothes on.” 
 I was further out of my depth than 
ever, but I was beginning to be able to take in 
the scenery, And, boy, it was worth seeing. 
The blonde was really built. Her shapely white 
legs had it all over those of the girl, on the 
magazine cover. Dark, arched eyebrows, dark 
eyes and full, red lips made a striking contrast 
to her blonde hair. There was nothing inexpert 

about the assistance nature had received. The 
only incongruous note was where the left side 
of her face had been sunburned except for the 
upper part of her forehead and a white circle 
around her left eye. Her nose had started to 
peel a little on the left side. 
 She intercepted my stare and frowned. 
 “Someone stole the rest of my 
clothes,” I explained, hastily. 
 Her lips pursed in speculation and her 
eyes narrowed a bit. 
 “Just where did you come from?” she 
asked. 
 I gestured toward the woods. “I was 
swimming in the old quarry. When I got out, 
my clothes were gone. I remembered this 
shack and thought I might at least find an old 
pair of trousers. But I never expected to see a 
girl here.” 
 She rose from her chair with a lithe 
movement. “I’m afraid you’re trespassing,” 
she said bluntly. “This is the Bethune Health 
Camp—for nudists.” 
 I looked around in alarm, but didn’t 
see any naked people coming at me from out 
of the woods. “Where’s everybody?” I asked. 
 “The camp’s closed for the season,” 
she informed me. “But my husband is a bird 
lover and Mrs. Bethune rented us this cottage 
for a few weeks. The regular camp members 
come only on weekends this time of year.” 
 “Then you’ve seen no one but Mrs. 
Bethune the last day or so?” I inquired. 
 “Of course not,” she said. “Why?” 
 I made an airy gesture. “Oh, nothing,” 
I said, carelessly. “One of my neighbors 
thought he saw a truck drive into the woods in 
this direction, and I just wondered what it 
would be doing around here.” 
 Her eyes flickered almost 
imperceptibly. “A truck?” she said. “Why no, 
there’s been nothing—.” 
 
SHE was interrupted by an angry oath and I 
turned to see a big guy striding out of the 
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cottage doorway, bearing down on me in 
determined fashion. He was well-muscled and 
wearing only sneakers, tan shorts and a blue 
polo shirt. He had beetling black eyebrows 
and thin lips. 
 He glared at me and demanded to 
know what I was trying to pull. The girl 
stepped back a pace or two. 
 I looked him over coolly and started to 
explain. 
 He cut me off curtly. “Never mind the 
guff,” he barked. “I saw you making passes at 
Blondie.” 
 I stuck my chin in his face and said: 
“Now listen, mister—.” 
 It was a mistake. It gave him a too 
good a target— and he had a left jab that 
flicked out with the power of Joe Louis. I 
picked myself up and waded in, but my bare 
toe stubbed against a sharp rock and I was off 
balance when he sunk his right up to the wrist 
in my middle. 
 Blondie scooted up and grabbed his 
arm while I sat in the weeds, gasping for 
breath. 
 “No, no, Harry,” she whispered. 
“Don’t you know better than to start anything 
around here.” 
 Harry grunted and watched me. I sat 
up slowly and said if he’d wait just a minute 
we could go on where we left off. 
 Harry took a step forward, but the 
blonde jerked him by the arm fiercely and 
gave him a stinging slap in the face with her 
other hand. He took it without a glance at her. 
 “Okay,” he said to her over his 
shoulder. “He can beat it. But he better not 
snoop around here any more. Damned 
countryman.” 
 I got up, but the blonde pushed 
between us and faced me with alarmed eyes. 
“Please go,” she begged. “Harry’s just so 
jealous.” 
 I shrugged. “All right,” I said; finally. 
“But I may see Harry again some time.” She 

grabbed him tighter and he merely stood 
glaring as I walked back toward the woods. 
 I slipped behind some bushes and 
watched them. They were scowling and 
whispering at each other. They looked in my 
direction a couple of times, but I knew they 
couldn’t see me. 
 There seemed no use to spy any 
longer, so I imitated the call of the western 
meadowlark. Jeff soon loped up, tongue 
sweating, to find out what I wanted. Neither of 
the couple had glanced my way when I gave 
Jeff the piercing whistle that was our private 
signal. 
 
I STILL hadn’t solved the problem of 
clothing, but I got a break when I finally 
stumbled footsore out of the woods near Tom 
Elston’s place on Sleepy Hollow Road. There 
was no one home, but the door was unlocked 
and I borrowed shoes, shirt and a pair of old 
trousers. Tom didn’t have a phone, so I started 
up the road toward town. 
 Then I got another surprise. A late 
model brown coupe was parked off the road 
where a disused driveway had once penetrated 
the woods in the direction of the nudist camp. 
The reason it was no longer used, I 
discovered, was because a plank bridge over a 
creek had been carried away by a flood and 
the only way to cross was by foot over some 
large flat stones. I noticed the only recent shoe 
prints were of two men—headed into the 
woods. Otherwise, the soft ground at the edge 
of the stream was undisturbed. 
 Still no cars had passed and I trudged 
on toward town. Jeff suddenly shot ahead, 
yelping gleefully and I saw Doris Nelson 
picking apples off a Winesap tree by the road. 
Jeff loped up to her, panting with joy. I’d 
bought him from Art as a pup, and he 
considered Doris almost as much his mistress 
as he did me his master. She was the only 
person except me he knew by name. 
 Doris saw me and hastily averted her 



A MAN’S BEST FRIEND 
 

11

red-rimmed eyes. I hungered to take her in my 
arms and comfort her, but instead I stood 
stiffly a few feet away and said formally: 
“Sorry to bother you, Doris, but I’m checking 
every angle on this case, and I’d like to ask 
you a few questions.” 
 She threw me a quick glance, looked 
away again and said: “I can’t imagine how I 
could be of help to you—but go ahead.” 
 “This nudist camp in the woods,” I 
said. “It’s a new one on me. What do you 
know about it?” 
 She shrugged. “Nothing special. It was 
started a few months ago and quite a few 
people came out until recently. The last week 
I’ve just seen the woman who manages it and 
a young couple.” Her voice was as cool and 
impersonal as if she were talking to a delivery 
boy she barely knew. 
 “Have either the woman or young 
couple been away from the camp recently?” I 
asked. 
 “I haven’t seen the woman for several 
days,” she said. “I saw the other two drive past 
in their coupe yesterday afternoon. They were 
headed toward the camp. I think they leave 
their car by the road and walk in from there.” 
 “Just the man and girl—no one with 
them?” I asked. 
 “As far as I know,” she said. “I noticed 
the girl especially. She wasn’t wearing a hat 
and her hair was being blown all over.” 
 I made a fumbling attempt to lighten 
the atmosphere. 
 “I just met the blonde,” I said. “She’s 
certainly attractive.” 
 Doris gave me a scornful glance that 
made me squirm. But I had to try to draw her 
out of her shell some way. “She dolls herself 
up so,” I went on, “that you’d think she was 
trying to get a man, instead of having one. Do 
you know if the fellow is really her husband?” 
 She elevated her nose. “I haven’t the 
faintest idea,” she said. “If you are going in 
for nudists, it is wise to pick one with plenty 

of practice in putting on her face. Most of 
them look so leathery.” 
 I was getting a rise, and I grinned 
inwardly. 
 “Well, she was mighty friendly,” I 
said. “Offered to help me in any way she 
could.” 
 Doris’ eyes were frostier than ever. 
“You’d better go to her then,” she said, 
shortly. “I’m sure you’ll find her a great help.” 
And, before I could answer, she ran lightly but 
swiftly toward the house. 
 I felt a little better as Jeff and I 
continued up the road. 
 
LARRY STEARNS was awaiting me 
impatiently and he became even more glum 
when I told him I didn’t have anything yet. I 
said I thought I’d look up the cabbie and he 
nodded for me to go ahead, acting as though 
he thought it didn’t make much difference 
what I did. 
 I found the hacker at the address he’d 
given me. He was in a dingy apartment 
reading the funny papers, his shoes off and a 
dead cigar in his mouth. He greeted me 
casually. “Locate my dough yet?” 
 I shook my head and he grunted his 
disappointment. “I sure need it,” he said. 
 I looked him over thoughtfully and had 
an idea. “Get your shoes on,” I said. “I’ve got 
some suspects I want you to look over.” 
 He looked startled. “No kidding,” he 
said. “I’ll be right with you.” 
 Jeff sniffed at the hacker, then hopped 
into the back seat and lay with his head on his 
paws watching our every gesture. 
 I drove up the old road to the quarry 
and parked the car. The cabbie gave no 
indication he’d ever been in that part of the 
world before and I said nothing of the truck in 
the quarry pool. We walked on toward the 
cottage. 
 Jeff saw a flicker of white and took it 
as a personal insult. He bounded into the 
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underbrush after the rabbit. He knew we 
weren’t after birds and it was all right for him 
to play. 
 I rapped on the front door of the 
cottage. There was a moment’s silence before 
the blonde opened the door. Her eyes 
recognized me and then glanced quickly at the 
hacker. 
 I looked past her and saw a pile of 
canned food in a corner near the sink filled 
with dirty dishes. I asked if we could come in 
a minute. 
 Her eyes became watchful, but she 
said: “Why yes, I guess so. But what is it you 
want?” 
 I smiled at her pleasantly. It wasn’t 
hard to do either. She was wearing slacks and, 
judging from the contour of her shirt front, 
nothing under them. “Just want to ask a few 
questions,” I said. 
 She stepped aside and we went in. I sat 
down without waiting for an invitation. There 
was a pair of shoes in front of my chair and 
they were covered with chalk-colored dust. I 
stared at them and my stomach crawled 
toward my throat. I wished fervently I’d 
replaced the gun stolen from me at the quarry. 
 The girl looked at us questioningly. 
The cabbie smirked at her and spoke before I 
could stop him. 
 “The copper made a mistake, lady,” he 
said. “He said he had some suspects for me to 
look at, but you sure ain’t one of them.” 
 The blonde’s face whitened under her 
artificial coloring. “Copper?” she whispered. 
 I tried to make my smile innocent. 
“Yeh,” I said. “But the hacker’s got it all 
wrong. The suspects I want him to see are 
further down the road. I just stopped here to 
ask if you’d seen anything suspicious 
recently.” 
 It was a bum stall, but the best I could 
think up in a hurry. I only wanted to get out of 
there as quickly as possible—and get back 
with a gun. All the pieces had fallen into a 

pattern and I thought I knew all the answers. 
 “If there’s nothing you can tell us,” I 
continued. “We might as well be on our way.” 
 The girl’s face was expressionless, but 
I caught a look of sudden panic in the cabbie’s 
eyes and swung my head around swiftly. It 
was too late. A crushing blow struck the base 
of my skull and I went out like a snuffed 
candle. My last conscious thought was to 
recall that there was a closet door just behind 
my chair. 
 
I WAS sprawled out on the floor like a sack of 
wheat when I finally came to. The hacker was 
tied in a chair, his eyes wild with terror. 
 The blonde was expressing herself 
without reticence. “From now on, I do the 
thinking,” she was telling the big guy, bitterly. 
“You and your safe hide-out in the woods! If 
we’d holed up in a nice apartment like I told 
you, no hillbilly cop would have stumbled 
onto us—and we’d been a hell of a lot more 
comfortable. Now we’re in a swell jam. We 
got to knock off a couple more guys and find a 
new place to lay low.” 
 I could sympathize with her 
annoyance. The idea of knocking off some 
more guys didn’t appeal to me either. 
 The floor was hard and I tried to ease 
my position, but they heard the slight sound I 
made. The girl got up with pantherish grace. 
Her sandals moved near me and I thought how 
I had always hated painted toenails on women. 
 I grabbed for her ankle, but I was still 
too foggy for good timing. All I got was a kick 
in the mouth from a hard heel. 
 The big guy grunted. “Take it easy, 
pal,” he said, wearily. “We don’t want to have 
to bother mussing you up first.” 
 I didn’t like the connotation of that 
“first,” but I didn’t say anything. There wasn’t 
much I could say—or do either. I thought of 
Art Nelson with the back of his head shot off 
and was nauseated with helpless rage. 
 The hacker’s forehead was wet. 
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“Listen,” he pleaded. “This guy don’t mean 
nothing to me. Let me out of this. I know how 
to keep my trap closed.” 
 They ignored him completely. The 
blonde glared at me and said: “How did a hick 
copper like you ever stumble onto our setup?” 
 I licked my bleeding lips where she’d 
kicked them and tried to grin. “That wasn’t 
hard,” I said. “You gave me a lead the first 
time I talked to you.” 
 Her hard eyes looked me over bale-
fully. “You’re a liar,” she said, 
contemptuously. 
 The big guy was staring at her 
speculatively and I wondered if I could get 
them quarreling among themselves. I’d heard 
a lot recently about this “divide and conquer” 
theory. I addressed him directly. 
 “Yes,” I said, chattily. “The blonde 
sure spilled the beans.” 
 “Keep talking,” he ordered, curtly. 
 “Well,” I said, “I got to thinking about 
the vague description of the bandit driver and 
it suddenly occurred to me that a big cap, 
goggles and long raincoat could easily be used 
to disguise the fact a girl was involved—and 
start the cops looking for two men. Then when 
I found the truck near this shack—” 
 The blonde interrupted me with some 
lurid language and the big guy growled at her 
to shut up. Then he turned to me and said: 
“Okay, wise guy, you made some lucky 
guesses. Only they turned out unlucky for 
you.” 
 He went on: “Yeh, we heisted that 
Stacy job and Blondie figured we’d throw the 
cops off by making it look like two guys did 
it. She thinks we should use more psychology 
in our work. That’s what comes of reading a 
book.” He looked at her with disgust, and she 
spit out a dirty expletive. 
 
I TRIED to drag it out as much as possible, 
although we were buried so deep in the woods 
it looked like all the time in the world 

wouldn’t do me any good. But I still had a 
chance to keep my promise to Doris and 
avenge Art as long as I was breathing. I 
wouldn’t mind going so much if I could just 
take them with me. 
 “I had to put together a lot of little 
things,” I told them. “The left side of 
Blondie’s face was sunburned, like she’d been 
cruising at the driver’s seat in a car—or truck. 
A circle around her eye was white, which 
could account for goggles. Then she’s 
supposed to be in a nudists’ camp and her cute 
legs are as pale as a whitewashed fence. 
Nudists are supposed to have a little tan on 
their hides.” 
 The big guy’s lips curled in a sardonic 
smile. “It’s a shame to get rid of such a bright 
boy,” he said. “We’ll make it as painless as 
possible.” 
 I continued hurriedly. “I began to get 
closer when I found you two had come out 
from town yesterday afternoon, yet the only 
fresh shoe marks coming this way past the 
creek were of two men. Another hint the 
blonde was wearing men’s stuff.” 
 The big guy was getting impatient. 
“All right, all right,” he said. “We admit 
you’re smart. But what does it get you?” He 
pulled out a short-barreled revolver and hefted 
it. The cabbie moaned and passed out. 
 “Wait a minute,” I said, trying to fight 
off panic myself. “Here’s the two main things 
that tripped you. First, the blonde said you 
were a bird lover, yet you paid no attention 
when I made this call from the edge of the 
woods near you. Listen.” I wet my lips and 
gave the imitation of the western meadowlark. 
I’d had an idea and was fighting for seconds 
now. 
 “Any bird lover,” I went on, “would 
have been surprised to hear that call in these 
parts and would have investigated. That was 
my first good proof there was something 
phony about you. Then the clincher came 
when I entered this room just now. Look!” 
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 I pointed to the shoes covered with 
chalky dust. Both turned their eyes 
automatically and I explained: “Dry lime—
stirred up from the pile spilled in front of the 
Stacy paymaster’s shack. Whoever wore those 
shoes killed Art Nelson!” 
 That really got him. He spun around 
toward me and brought up the gun. The sights 
lined up with the bridge of my nose as steadily 
as if he was getting ready to knock down clay 
pipes in a shooting gallery. 
 “Wait a minute!” I yelled. “Do you 
lunkheads think I’d come here without being 
covered. Hell’s fire, the place is surrounded!” 
 It was an old gag and I was afraid it 
wouldn’t work. 
 It didn’t. 
 The big guy looked bored. “You’ve 
been smart up to now,” he said. “Why spoil 
your record?” 
 His finger started to tighten on the 
trigger and my throat constricted in sheer 
terror. Cold sweat broke out on my forehead 
and I tensed myself to take it going at him. 
 Then everyone froze to attention. In 
the breathless moment while we all awaited 
his shot, each of us heard a stealthy movement 
on the porch outside. 
 
EVERYTHING happened at once. As he 
swung toward the door, I yelled: “Come and 
get ’em boys!” Then I dived head-first out the 
window. I was crashing through the glass 
before he could do more than snap a wild shot 
at my back. It only clipped my arm. 
 I rolled to my feet and ran frantically 
around the corner of the cottage. There I 
crouched, trembling and with blood streaming 
down my face from cuts in my forehead where 
I’d gone through the window. There was no 
time to get across the clearing into the woods 
without being shot down from behind. I 
grabbed up a heavy stick and waited. 
 The big guy knew I was unarmed. He 
jumped out the window and raced recklessly 

after me. I met him at the corner with a 
smashing blow on the head and he went down 
like an axed steer. 
 But the blonde had gone around the 
house the other way and was dispassionately 
drawing a bead on me with a heavy automatic 
when I turned to face her. It probably was the 
same gun that killed Art Nelson. 
 Then there was a flash of red through 
the air behind her and Jeff had her by the arm, 
hanging on grimly. I got there in no seconds 
flat and caught her on the side of the chin with 
a right hook. It was the first time I ever hit a 
woman. It felt swell. 
 I got them tied up with some rope from 
the cottage, but I was too busy to release the 
cabbie for the time being. 
 My arm was aching where the bullet 
had pinked me and my cut forehead hurt like 
fire as I sat down with all the guns to wait for 
the blonde and her boy friend to regain 
consciousness. 
 Jeff came up and licked my hand 
anxiously, eager to know if he had done right. 
I kissed him smack on the end of his cold, wet 
nose, and he grinned at me in huge 
satisfaction, his tongue lolling out a foot. 
 “The guy that made that ‘man’s best 
friend’ crack certainly wasn’t fooling,” I told 
the setter. “But, boy, I sure was worried 
whether you were close enough to hear our 
meadowlark whistle when I needed someone 
to distract those thugs. When you crept up to 
that front door to see what the boss wanted, 
you weren’t a second too soon.” 
 The blonde woke up and started to 
curse me. I thought of Art Nelson and told her 
to keep still or I’d knock her teeth down her 
throat. And I wasn’t fooling. 
 A gruff voice behind me said: “Drop 
the gun and put your hands behind your neck.” 
The man sounded like he wasn’t fooling, 
either. 
 I took a chance and looked around. It 
was the red-nosed Gant. He was aiming a big 
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Luger at me. 
 I started to tell him off, but his wrist 
straightened and I hastily dropped my gun. I 
told Jeff to stand—I didn’t want him shot. 
 “That’s better,” Gant said. “Now 
maybe you can explain why you have 
assaulted my friends here.” 
 “Listen,” I told him in cold fury. 
“You’re interfering with an officer making an 
arrest. I’ll see you in the can for this.” 
 He looked a little uncertain, but the 
Lugar still pointed at my belt buckle. 
 The blonde was edging toward the gun 
I’d dropped and the big guy was stirring from 
his nap. Something had to be done—and 
quick! 
 It was done, but not by me. 
 
A ROCK cracked Gant on the temple and he 
pitched forward to the ground. I got to the gun 
a split second before the blonde. She swore 
some more when I waved her back beside her 
boy friend. 
 Tige Davidson ambled out of the 
woods and said: “I guess the old peg can still 
mow ’em down at home plate, eh?” 
 I agreed with him, whole-heartedly. 
 He gave the blonde and her pal one 
curious glance and then calmly turned back to 
me. “I found Gant’s truck back of the old 
Lewis barn,” he informed me. “I stole all his 
guns and hid ’em. He was pretty mad when he 
found ’em gone. Then I trailed him here 
through the woods.” 
 “Nice going,” I said, “but why the hell 
did you steal my clothes at the quarry?” 
 His eyes fell. “Gosh, Pete,” he said, 
sheepishly, “how’d you know it was me?” 
 “Jeff’d made a row if it wasn’t a 
friend, and I couldn’t figure any friend likely 
to be around there except you,” I told him. 
 “Well, Pete,” he explained, “I thought 
you was looking for me on account of what 
Gant said. And I couldn’t afford to let you 
catch me until I got the goods on him. So I 

thought I’d slow you up a little.” 
 I grinned at him. “Did you really have 
a bankroll at the pool room?” I asked. 
 He looked startled. “For gosh sakes, 
keep that quiet,” he pleaded. “My wife’ll slay 
me if she ever finds out I didn’t quit playin’ 
the ponies, like I promised.” 
 Gant started to stir around and I shot 
him questions about his truck and the guns 
Tige had spirited away. He broke down and 
admitted they were part of an arsenal he was 
collecting for his secret vigilante band. He 
swore they had nothing to do with the bandits. 
 The big guy interrupted us. “Hell, no,” 
he sneered. “This crackpot never helped us 
any. He ran into me here in the woods the 
other day and wanted me to join some sort of 
a Ku Klux Klan. I kidded him along to get rid 
of him. Personally, I never needed any mob to 
back up my plays.” He turned to the girl, 
sourly. “Particularily, it turns out, I didn’t 
need any dumb blonde to ball things up for 
me.” 
 The blonde spat at him. 
 I remembered the cabbie. I told Gant 
to beat it; I’d deal with him and his arsenal 
later. Tige held the guns on the bandits while I 
went inside and released the shaking hacker. 
 “Next time,” I said, “you probably 
won’t think it such a smart idea to report of 
phony holdup to gyp the company out of a few 
bucks.” 
 He looked stunned and asked how I 
found that out. 
 “I didn’t until you just admitted it,” I 
said. “But I figured something of the sort 
when I found you laying around your 
apartment doing nothing. If you’d really been 
robbed, you should have been out scrambling 
to make some more dough. 
 “At first I thought you were in with the 
bandits, but I finally picked up enough odds 
and ends to convince myself they worked 
alone.” 
 Tige’s voice came from the yard. 
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“Hey, Pete, how long I got to hold this gun on 
these crooks? I got to get down town before 
the Racing Form is sold out.” 
 “Just wait till I write a note,” I told 
him. 
 I addressed it to Doris and asked her to 
phone for Larry Stearns and a couple more 
cops to come and get the bandits. I added a 
postscript saying I’d be over as soon as I got 

my wounds dressed. I knew that would have 
her softened up before I got there. 
 I stuck the note in Jeff’s mouth. 
“Doris! Take it to Doris!” I commanded. 
 The dog looked at me approvingly. I’ll 
swear he winked knowingly. Then he loped 
off through the woods, his ears flopping gaily. 
 Man’s best friend?—you said it, 
brother. 

 


