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ONE

“HE HAS THOSE TWO TO THANK”

Mary’s phone rang at 11 am Saturday morning. It was Carter.

“Mary, I’m on the way over to Sid’s.” 

But it wasn’t what she had expected. 

“There was a 911 call requesting an ambulance at his address.”

“Oh, my God, I’m on my way. I’ll see you there.”

When Carter pulled up, there was an ambulance in front of Sid’s house, and Sid was on a gurney being wheeled toward it. 

Fanny and Jenny walked alongside, 

The sergeant heard Sid talking to Fanny and Jenny. 

“Take care of our little friends, girls. There’s plenty of food there.” 

“Yes, Mr. Madden, we will,” Fanny assured him.

Mary arrived with her daughter in tow, as one of the EMTs told Carter.

“It’s just a mild heart attack. He should be fine. Probably the stress from the fire at his shop.” 

The EMT paused and nodded toward Fanny and Jenny. 

“He has those two to thank.” 

One Hour Earlier

It was 10 am Saturday morning when Fanny rang Jenny’s bell. Jenny came running down the stairs as her mother opened the door.

“Hello, Mrs. White.”

“Hello, Fanny, come in. You must be excited, Jenny told me you’re going to take home a puppy today.” 

“Oh yes, Mrs. White, I can’t wait. I’d like a white one, but any color would be fine.” 

Jenny came to the door. “Mom, we’ll stop back later and show you.”

“That would be nice. Pick out a cute one,” she yelled as the two girls rode their bikes down the driveway. 

The girls left their bikes in Sid’s driveway, and once on the porch, heard the yipping of the puppies at the door.

“Something is wrong, Jenny.”

“What could be wrong?” Jenny replied with a puzzled look.

“I’m not sure. I feel Sid needs help.” 

Fanny rang the bell.

“Come on, Jenny, we have to call for help.”

The girls ran down the stairs and across the lawn to the neighbor’s house. They rang the bell and knocked on the door. Fanny told the lady who opened the door that Mr. Madden needed a doctor. The 911 call was made. 

The ambulance arrived shortly after, and it was Fanny who simply pushed the front door open. 

The EMT thanked the girls for their quick thinking and told them Sid should be fine. 

Fanny and Jenny walked alongside as Sid was wheeled out. He asked them to care for the animals until he got back. They were still standing there while the EMT spoke with Sergeant Richards and Officer Reilly.

As the ambulance pulled away, Carter turned toward the two girls who were fussing over Mary’s daughter Renee.

“Well, sounds like you two saved the day. How did you know to call 911?”

“Mr. Madden didn’t answer his door,” Jenny explained. 

“So we thought he might be sick.” 

“You didn’t think he might not be home?” Carter asked, nodding his head toward the driveway. “His car isn’t in the driveway.”

“That’s what we thought at first, but his car is in the garage,” Fanny replied.

“Good detective work, girls. You came to visit the puppies?”

“Fanny was taking one home today,” Jenny replied.

“Well, so am I. Why don’t we go inside?”

Carter met Renee, whom he had only seen in photographs until now.

“Looks just like you, Mary. I’m glad you brought her. She can help me choose a puppy.” 

There were three puppies in the house: two female, black and white cocker spaniels, and a white, female beagle with black markings on the lower half of her legs, which gave the impression she was wearing boots. 

Renee went to one of the cocker spaniels and seemed to have made a friend. The beagle was attempting to climb Fanny’s leg as she giggled and told the dog.

“I’m going to call you, Boots.”

Fanny and Jenny filled water and a food bowl for the remaining dog and promised to return. 

Fanny and Jenny rode off on their bikes while Carter and Mary secured the house. 

Putting his new friend in his car, Carter told Mary she would have to bring Renee to visit.

“It would be cruel of me if I didn’t,” she replied with a smile.

Carter stood in the driveway and looked toward the garage. 

“Mary, you remember Fanny telling us that Sid’s car was in the garage?”

“Sure.”

“I wonder how she knew?” he said as they both stared at the solid roll-down wooden garage door. 

Carter walked up to check it and found it was locked.

“There must be a window on the side she looked through,” Mary suggested.

Carter walked to the side and saw a window frame on the garage wall. 

“You’re right, Mary, there’s a window on this side.”  

He walked alongside the garage toward the window. He came back as Mary was securing Renee in her car seat.

“See, Carter, no loose ends here.”

“Mary, that window was completely blocked on the inside.” 

––––––––
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TWO

“I’M HERE FOR MY REFUND, SADIE”

Sergeant Richards had just left the Middle Village Luncheonette and was entering his cruiser when he looked toward the Savings and Loan Association building. He had the distinct impression the fella he saw exiting the building intended to walk in his direction, but made an abrupt turn and walked the opposite way.

The sergeant turned his dashboard camera, so it faced out his side window and made a U-turn. He drove slowly up Main Street, looking straight ahead. The camera recorded what he was really interested in, the face of the man who had walked out of the bank. 

Driving a few more blocks, he made a U-turn and parked on the side street next to the bank. Checking the digital files of the camera, he selected one where the fella was looking in the cruiser’s direction and downloaded the black-and-white photograph.

I knew he looked familiar, the sergeant thought. That fellow from Sadie’s and Jimmy’s Place that Mary called Bobby. Now, let’s see what he was doing in the bank.

The sergeant spoke with Mrs. Kim Lee, the no-nonsense manager of the bank. She had started as a teller several years ago and with ambition, determination and, if the stories are true, a little bullying along the way to become the manager. He waited while she discreetly approached the four tellers, showing them the photograph. She inquired which one of them might have serviced him. 

The answer was none, but one teller remembered him at the counter where customers usually filled out deposit or withdrawal forms.

That's interesting, the sergeant thought, who goes into a bank without a reason? No, he had a reason, I’m sure of that. I just don’t like what his reason might be.

The sergeant gave the manager his personal cell number and told her to call him anytime she saw him come in again. On his way back to the station, he thought, I'll run his photograph through the system and see if anything pops up.

At three-thirty, Fanny stood on the sidewalk outside the luncheonette with Boots curled in the basket attached to the front of her bike. Sadie spotted her soon enough, came out, and had Boots in her arms when Jenny rode up.

“Hi, Sadie, hi, Fanny,” Jenny said, as she steadied her bike on its kickstand.

“Hello, Jenny,” Sadie said, “when I saw Fanny, I knew you weren’t far behind."

Sadie smiled as she stroked the little dog's head and reminisced.

“I always had a dog when I was a little girl and went nowhere without my dog.”

“Hi, Jenny,” an excited Fanny said. 

“I have to show you what Boots learned.”

Sadie handed Boots to Fanny, who put her on the sidewalk.

“Fanny,” Jenny said, “you should have a leash on her.”

“She won’t leave me, Jenny, watch.”

“Boots, sit down,” Fanny said as the dog promptly sat.

“Boots, stay.” Fanny turned and walked ten steps away, stopped, and turned around.

“Boots, come to me.” The dog trotted to Fanny, and she picked her up in her arms.

“Boots, give me a kiss.” The dog licked her cheek. A giggling Fanny walked back toward Sadie and Jenny.

“One more, one more, okay?” Fanny pleaded.

Jenny and Sadie answered together. “What else can she do?”

Fanny held the dog close to Jenny and said, “Boots, this is Jenny.” 

She turned toward Sadie and said, “Boots, this is Sadie.”

Fanny again walked ten steps away and placed the little dog by her feet. 

“Boots, I want you to go to Jenny.” The dog trotted over and stood by Jenny’s feet. 

“Go to Sadie, Boots,” Fanny said.

The little dog immediately left Jenny’s side and went and stood by Sadie.

Jenny laughed, but it was all too much for Sadie. 

“How long,” Sadie asked, “have you had Boots?” 
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