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Praise for the Chet and Bernie Mystery Series


THE DOG WHO KNEW TOO MUCH

“A charming tale.”

—People

“Outstanding. . . . intelligent writing and on-the-mark pacing and tone.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Human cunning and canine smarts triumph once again.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“A thoroughly entertaining comic mystery. A must-read, of course, for everyone who likes a canine presence in their crime novels.”

—Booklist

TO FETCH A THIEF

“Terrific. . . . You don’t have to be a dog lover to enjoy this deliciously addictive series.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“If you like Sue Grafton and Janet Evanovich, hop on this train. . . . To Fetch a Thief is every bit as good as the first two.”

—LA Times Magazine

“Tender-hearted Chet and literal-minded Bernie are the coolest human/pooch duo this side of Wallace and Gromit.”

—Kirkus Reviews

THEREBY HANGS A TAIL

“Pulls the reader along as if on a leash.”

—Booklist

“A proper, satisfying whodunit.”

—Publishers Weekly

“For all mystery lovers, even those with cats.”

—Library Journal

“The most winning detective duo since Shaggy met Scooby. . . . Quinn mixes suspense and humor as Chet tries to puzzle out humans’ odd ways.”

—Christian Science Monitor

DOG ON IT

“Spencer Quinn speaks two languages—suspense and dog. . . . My sincere advice to you is to rush to your nearest bookstore and put your paws on this enchanting one-of-a-kind novel.”

—Stephen King

“Nothing short of masterful.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Chet is a hoot—or should I say a howl.”

—The Boston Globe

“Sweetly engaging . . . and wonderfully entertaining.”

—The Denver Post

“Readers will love Chet’s ruminations on steak, bacon, chew toys and cats. Adorable describes this character-driven novel, which is also well-written and nicely paced. . . . Even cat lovers will howl with delight.”

—USA Today

“A winning debut . . . that fans of classic mysteries are sure to appreciate.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Excellent and fully fleshed primary and secondary characters, a consistently doggy view of the world, and a sprightly pace make this a not-to-be-missed debut. Essential for all mystery collections and for dog lovers everywhere.”

—Booklist (starred review)

“At last, a dog lover’s mystery that portrays dogs as they really are.”

—Library Journal (starred review)

“A detective, a dog, and some major league prose. Dog On It is a genuine joy.”

—Robert B. Parker

“Bernie and Chet may be the most appealing detective duo since Watson and Holmes.”

—Sharon Kay Penman
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“Chet—let’s get a move on, buddy.”

Chet? That was me, and getting a move on was my kind of thing. Plus here at K-9 school they were big fans of coming after your name was called—pretty soon after, in fact, if you wanted a treat. Which I always did. But at this particular moment, I had just lifted my leg, and once started in on something like that, there’s really no stopping till it’s over, as you probably know. I’m not referring to the brief leg lift for marking purposes, over and done with in a flash. This was the other kind, much longer-lasting, and often a peaceful break in the day, where the mind can wander in a pleasant sort of—

“Chet!”

I finished up and trotted over to Officer Bobby Torres. Bobby gave me a funny look. I gave him a funny look back. His eyes, dark and watchful, narrowed a bit, and he wrote something on his clipboard. I yawned. Bobby opened the back door of his black-and-white.

“In,” he said.

I hopped in. Butch, my K-9 school pal, was already there, taking up most of the space. I nudged him over toward his side. Butch was one huge dude, everything about him enormous—excepting his eyes, which were tiny and dust-colored—and took a lot of nudging. No problem—I’m a good nudger. But hey! So was Butch, which I found out pronto from how he nudged me back. Then there was nothing to do but nudge him again, even harder. And what did he do? Renudged me, still harder. My pal Butch was turning out to be more fun than I’d thought. I gathered my strength, possibly tearing the seat cover with one of my back claws, just to judge from the sound, and gave Butch a nudge he wouldn’t be forgetting anytime soon. Surprise: Butch seemed to forget it immediately, gathering his own strength—what was that? another ripping sound?—and—

Bobby pounded on the steel grill separating front from back in the cruiser. “Knock it the hell off, you two!” he yelled. “Lookin’ to flunk out of the program right this goddamn second? Cause I’ll do it in a heartbeat.”

Whatever that was didn’t sound good. Butch and I knocked it off and lay low, growling at each other from time to time, but real quiet, so Bobby couldn’t hear. After a while I felt the cruiser slowing down, way too soon for the range. I sniffed the air, picked up the distinctive smell of crullers. Crullers, a complete unknown to me until K-9 school, were a big favorite of Bobby’s, especially the crullers at a joint called Donut Heaven where cops hung out. Cops were also new to me but I was liking them already: they had big appetites and ate messily.

I raised my head just as we pulled into the Donut Heaven parking lot and stopped beside another cruiser. We parked cop-style, driver’s-side door to driver’s-side door. The windows slid down and Bobby said, “Hey, bro.”

Sergeant Rick Torres was Bobby’s actual brother, not the other kind of bro I knew from my rough early days among the gangbangers. They looked pretty similar, Rick’s mustache being a little bushier, and they smelled practically identical, except that Rick showered every day and Bobby did not. Rick stuck his arm out and handed Bobby a cruller and a paper cup of coffee. Coffee did nothing for me—water’s my drink—but crullers are another matter, if that’s not already clear. I pressed my muzzle against the bars, just as a hint to Bobby, and what do you know? Butch was up and doing the same thing. I gave him a nudge.
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