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DEDICATION
This book is dedicated to animal lovers of all ages and
especially to those who delight in dogs, no matter what
their size, breed, gender or unique character.
Remember, dogs are man’s best friend, unless of
course you’re a cat lover… However, we can all appreciate
a good animal story—just ask my editor, who isn’t
particularly enamoured with dogs, but she loves Hercules!
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PREFACE
Of course dogs can’t talk, but if they could, they’d
add a lot of meaning to the other modes of
communication they freely express: tail wags and
positioning, barks, yips, yelps and other sounds, the way
they look at us, how they listen attentively, and so much
more!
Once again I’ve taken the liberty of adding words and
thoughts to what our dog hero, Hercules, has to say as he
and his lady, Big Bertha Kowolski, Private Investigator, try
to unravel a case of abducted dogs. The story ties into the
first book in this series, Case of the Duffle Bag Kids.
The Chihuahua/Terrier figures he’s a Dog P.I. now,
having another case under his belt… er, collar, Case of the
Pop Up Ducks.
Hercules will personally tell you all about the case,
including how he was momentarily held hostage himself,
with threat on his life!
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Chapter 1
Hercules here, again. I’m back. In the words from my
former boy, Timmy, holy doodle, am I glad of that!
Thought for a while there, I was a goner, but my lady, Big
Bertha Kowolski, who I just call Big Gal, rescued me. You
see, I got held hostage by a bad guy who dognapped some
guard dogs and sniffer hounds.
I guess you could say I’m a scent dog myself, because I
use my nose to detect things no other dogs sniff out, like
chloroform and mouldy vinyl. Ya see, I’m a self-taught
sniffer, according to Detective Paul Jamison, Handsome
Hunk to my lady. She called him that when she was
telling me about him right after I hooked up with her.
Snarly, that’s Constable Anthony Sanchez to the other
cops at the Falcon City Police Service, says I’m just plain
weird. I ignore him when I can, growl at him the rest of
the time.
This latest case all started when a guy we already
knew called into BK Investigations. He called before the
sun was up so my lady was pretty grumpy, ’specially since
we’d just come off a cheatin’ husband case so we’d been
doing night work.
Naturally, I rolled onto my belly to listen. I could hear
the guy who phoned.
“Bray Whitney, calling. I’ve got an abduction and I
understand from speaking to a night officer over at the
Falcon City Police Service that you are the person to
handle it.”
“Really?” Big Gal muttered as I perked my ears up
now that I knew it was a case. Louder she said,
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“Kidnappings and abductions are for the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police, sir. Who, exactly, told you to contact
me—at 5:30 in the morning?”
“I was speaking to Constable Sanchez, Ms. Kowolski.
He worked with you on the Case of the Duffle Bag Kids. I
was a part of that case, too.”
“Sanchez?” she grunt-huffed. I could tell she wasn’t
happy about that. “Who did you say you are?”
“The FCSP and yourself knew me as John Whitney
when someone tried to kidnap my little girl. Everyone else
knows me as J. Brayford Whitney. Bray.” His voice was
fast and snappy and he didn’t wait for Big Gal to
comment. “Several of my dogs have been stolen and I
want you to find them.”
Big Gal sat up and just as snappily said, “You’re
talking about dognapping?”
“Specialized guard dogs: two Doberman pinschers.
You remember Killer?”
Oh, yeah, I remembered that big unfriendly dog! Looked
like he wanted to tear me apart. I whined, uneasy just
thinking about the big Doberman with the stubby tail.
“I remember,” my lady said. “Someone swipe him out
of your yard or the house?”
“Neither. I had him out at our acreage, Northern
Lights, east of Falcon City. We raise guard dogs with a
reputation for being the best: uncompromising, vicious,
never let anyone get past them.”
Big Gal laugh-snorted. “Sounds like they didn’t live
up to your expectations.”
Whitney didn’t answer that. “Someone came in
during the night. Had to have used a tranquilizer gun on
my Killer and De. They also made off with my wife’s
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miniature pinscher; she’s expected to whelp any day. So,
will you take the case?”
Big Gal looked at me. I certainly didn’t want to meet
that Killer dog again. “If this was a kidnapping, Mr.
Whitney…”
“People, kids, dogs, what’s the difference? They’ve
been kidnapped—dognapped. Oh, and just so you know, a
colleague, Gus Klein, had a couple of mastiffs and three
Rottweilers stolen a couple of nights ago, too. If you don’t
know, those breeds are guard dogs of a heavier build.”
“I know,” my lady said. “My family likes big dogs.”
This time we both heard Mr. Whitney snort and my
lady looked at me so I knew they was thinking about how
small I am.
Oh, oh! Maybe Big Gal would want to get rid of me
now.
I flicked my big-bat ears, whined, then dropped my
head to rest on the top of her thigh. I was real glad when
my lady put her hand on my head and began stroking me.
I hoped that meant she was remembering how good I am
in the P.I. business and how a bigger dog wouldn’t be able
to do a lot of the things I can.
She said, “Someone has a use for guard dogs. I take it
that you sell Dobermans?”
“Train them first. The pups are worth plenty when
they’re weaned, but I never sell them then. Older and fully
trained, they’re worth way more than that, because of
their reputable bloodlines and training. I guarantee their
viciousness and their efficiency in handling their job.”
Big Gal swung off the bed and stood up. “I’ll get back
to you Mr. Whitney.” With that she hung up and looked
thoughtfully over to me. In case she was still thinking she
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should get a bigger dog, I whined and trotted to the
doorway to get her thoughts away from that idea. She
thought it was ’cuz I needed to go outside; when she
hurried to oblige, I didn’t hesitate and went along.
***
“If we can’t sleep, neither will Paul,” Big Gal said as
we hit the road extra early. “He’s doing an oil change for
me out at his parent’s place this morning, remember,
Hercules?”
I gave a happy yip from my place on the floorboards
of the pickup truck. I’d heard them discuss being out there
for BBQ which means delicious smells and tasty meat
with yummy sauce on it. I was all for that!
She laughed. “He won’t be expecting us this early on
his weekend off.” She explained to me that he had gone
out to his parents after work the day before to help with
mowing lawns and such. Soon we pulled into a curvy
driveway and I could jump up on the seat for a look.
Holly doodle! We was driving through a bridge of trees!
The branches slapped along the sides of the truck and bent
over top of us. It was hard to see through the sunlight
flashing through the fluttery leaves. Big Gal drove real
slow and finally we came out into steady sunlight once
more.
“Looks quiet, yet, Hercules,” Big Gal said as we rolled
to a stop. She glanced at her wrist watch. “Seven o’clock.
Paul might try to sleep in but I doubt his dad will. You’ll
like him, Hercules.”
We hopped out and she pushed the door shut without
slamming it. Then she smiled and I looked towards the
house like she was. There was a man coming down the
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steps. He waved so Big Gal waved back. “That’s Hans
Jamison, Paul’s dad.”
I waved my tail as we kept walking towards the man.
“Welcome, Bertha, welcome. Long time no see.” He
gave my lady a big hug then turned to me. “This must be
Hercules. Paul has told us all about him, how he’s one
tenacious pooch. He definitely shows his Chihuahuaterrier breeding.”
I thrashed my tail at my name and gave him a doggie
grin. He looked almost like Handsome Hunk but his hair
wasn’t so yellow. He was just as tall, though. He leaned
down to shake my paw and I obliged.
When he straightened he said, “Saw you drive up.
Martha is making us pancakes for breakfast. Come on in.”
“Don’t need a second invitation, do we Hercules?”
Big Gal said and we followed him inside.
A tall lady wiped her hands on a towel and gave Big
Gal a hug too but didn’t shake my paw. She just said,
“Gotta turn the pancakes.” She went back to the stove
just as the detective came into the room, both hands full.
“Bertha! What are you doing here so early?”
Handsome Hunk set two egg cartons on the counter top
then began cracking eggs into a bowl.
“Maybe I’m just anxious to get my oil changed.”
Everyone laughed at that. I barked and no one seemed
to mind. Pretty soon we was all eating pancakes and
scrambled eggs, bacon too. Big Gal made sure I got plenty
to eat which was good ’cuz I heard them all say they was
so stuffed that they didn’t need to BBQ after all. Ho, hum.
I coulda still eaten a steak! There was nothing to do except
take a nap under the table while they kept talking.
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Awhile later, Handsome Hunk and Big Gal and me
went outside where he directed my lady to drive up onto a
couple of steel ramps that put the front end of the truck
up a bit. The detective lay on his back and pushed himself
under the truck, a wrench and a bucket in one hand. After
some grunting, he pulled himself back out and sat up
right there on the ground and asked, “You bring the oil
and filter with you?”
Big Gal went to the back of the truck and lifted a
couple of big jugs out and plunked them down in front of
the truck.
While they talked, I sniffed at the bucket under the
truck, extending my nose to the stuff that was falling out
of our pickup and into the container. Didn’t smell nice; I
was ready to back away.
“Hercules, no! baad oil. Grrr.” Paul wiggled his way
back under with me and tapped my nose. “Baad oil,
Hercules. Grrr.” His voice was growly-shaky, kinda like
when everyone said baad duck meaning I had to sniff out
some smelly vinyl ducks when we was on the Case of the
Pop-Up Ducks.
I didn’t like this smelly stuff anyway so I just turned
round and ambled out for something more interesting to
check out. As luck would have it, a gopher popped up on
the edge of the clearing and whistled at me. I dashed over
just in time for him to pop back down into his hole. I
shoved my nose in after him, but except for his scent, he
was gone. Ah, well, gophers are like mice and it’s a cat’s
job to chase them.
The chickens strutted round inside a wire cage on
wheels and cocked their heads at me, their beady eyes
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watching. After a bit they mostly ignored me. They wasn’t
all that interesting so I went back to listen to my people.
The detective was wiping his hands on a dirty looking
rag while he rested on the grass. “All done, you’re good for
another five thousand.”
“Thanks, Pauly,” she said with a sparkly-eyed grin,
her voice soft-growly before she cleared it. “I want to talk
to you about a case I’m thinking of taking on. Did you
know that the ever thoughtful Constable Sanchez steered
John Whitney in my direction for a case?”
The detective scrunched one side of his face up as he
looked up at her.
“Dognapping,” my lady said.
He raised his eyebrows. They look funny up on his
head, now that he wasn’t standing. She went on to tell
him about Killer and the other dogs that had been
dognapped.
“Often someone has a vendetta,” Handsome Hunk
said. “They kill rather than steal that kind of dog. The
alternative is that the guard dogs are being used to guard
something.”
“Yeah, my thought too, maybe something illegal.” She
eyed him. “But, they’re dangerous animals even if
someone does know how to handle them. I’d be real leery
of meeting one of those dogs up close, especially if they’re
as vicious as Whitney says. I’ll think about the case.” She
mauled her mouth round some more. “I might even go
out to his place in the country. You didn’t know he had
one, did you?”
The detective shook his head. “Never came up in our
previous dealings.”
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“Changing the subject, Paul, you haven’t come out to
see me in awhile. Something especially interesting going
on with work?”
Handsome Hunk laughed, but it was a short laugh.
“Falcon City is in the midst of a crime spree, armed
robberies using the cheapest of cheap junk guns, you
know the ones—Saturday Night Specials made of inferior
metals. Unfortunately, they’re getting in undetected,
but…” he paused while we all waited for what he had to
say next, “the ammo they’re using is even worse—bluntnose plastic-resin bullets! They can’t stand the force of
being fired. The crappy bullets are gumming up the crappy
guns.” He hooted.
Big Gal slapped her thigh and laughed too, so I
barked. They looked at me but kept laughing.
Finally the detective could talk again. “They’re coming
in undetected—guns and bullets, and though they’re more
nuisance value to us, they can still cause injury. These
particular junk guns have to be made by amateurs, they’re
so cheap; my guess is they’re practically handing them out
for free.”
My lady frowned. “There must be a point to this.”
“Yeah, I agree. Other than having us racing all over
the city on calls for every robbery of an easy sort, we just
haven’t figured out what the bigger picture is. The targets
aren’t big money. Like I said, we’ve got a spree of two-bit
robberies.”
“Well, the fact that the guns could but aren’t
resulting in any killings, is a break of sorts.” She shrugged
and looked round. “You’ll be spending all day cutting
grass here by the looks of it. Gives you plenty of time to
think, eh?”
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He grinned some more, reached out and pulled her so
close I couldn’t see their faces. “I’ll be done in time to
take you out to a fancy restaurant tonight, Babe.”
“Fancy, ha! Last time you said that, we ended up at
the Chinese Dragon Restaurant and half way through our
meal, you left me to pay the bill!”
The detective shrugged. “I paid you later. Wasn’t my
fault the bank two doors down had a robbery happening.”
“Yeah, yeah, save it, cop’er,” my lady said and stepped
back out of his arms.
Me and Big Gal got in the pickup truck and she
backed off the ramps then put her head out the window.
“Let me know what time you’re picking me up.”
Handsome Hunk laughed. “Knew you wouldn’t turn
down a chance to go out with me.”
She laughed this time and slapped the side of the
truck with her hand a couple of times. “Meanwhile, I’m
headed to the post office to pick up a parcel for my mom.
See ya.”
With that she waved and we was going back through
the tunnel of trees. I hopped down once we got outta
there and she sped up. She’s a fast driver all the time.
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Chapter 2
The post office was in a shopping mall on the way
into Falcon City, close to where Big Gal’s folks live. Big
Gal pointed down at her side so I kept right beside her
when we went in and she asked for a parcel for Mary
Kowolski. She pulled out her driver’s licence while the
clerk asked about Big Gal’s mom and wondered if she’d be
at the bake sale, so I figured they knew each other.
After the clerk looked at my lady’s licence and wrote
on a paper, she went through two doors that swung back
and forth. She returned with a parcel. “Here you go,
Bertha. Tell your mom hi for me.”
A crash somewhere from the back made us all jump.
“Holy moly!” Then the same loud nasal voice
hollered, “Geez Lou-eez, can you do that again?” He
sounded mad. I could see under the swinging doors and a
man was flapping his arms round, nasty like.
The clerk rushed back there so I did too.
“Hercules!” my lady called from behind me and I
could hear her hit the swinging doors so they squeaked
back and forth several times as she followed me.
“I ain’t pickin’ up another seven thousand plastic
balls, you hear lady? No, not again!” the wild man
hollered. “You can bet I’m taking this to the super. Klutzy
dame, you should be fired!”
“Calm down, sir!” my lady said, stepping between a
cringing young girl wearing the same kind of uniform as
the Betty clerk. “I’m with the police, and I’ll call for back
up if you don’t calm down.”
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The man glared at my lady but harrumphed and
stomped away from all the plastic blobs that was
everywhere on the floor.
Betty whispered, “Thanks Bertha. Clint gets a little
worked up in a crisis.”
Betty righted the split-open box while the girl Louise,
who had dropped it, got out a large plastic post office bag,
shook it open, and began picking up the things from the
floor.
“Broom?” my lady asked.
Betty pointed to a closet and in no time my lady was
sweeping the things towards the two women. Big Gal got
down on her knees and used the broom to sweep them
out from under desks for the clerks to pick up too.
A little dingle noise turned my attention back to the
swinging doors. I took a peek underneath. A man was
standing at the counter looking round. I wandered back to
where my lady was.
“Thanks, Bertha,” Betty said. “You’d better leave
before the supervisor gets back from his break or we’ll all
be in trouble. You’re not really with the police, are you?”
Big Gal winked. “Sometimes.” She looked over at the
box as Louise emptied the rest of the contents into the big
plastic bag, then flattened the box to shove it inside before
wrapping it all up. “What are these things?”
Louise tilted her head to one side so she could read
the label. “Solid plastic slugs for manufacturing.” She
shrugged and read some more. “Going to D&G
Manufacturing and Distributing.”
“In other words, D&G Stores,” Betty said. “They sell
those GI Jenny action toys with the rocket launchers; got
my daughter one.”

12

Case of Dognapper’s Folly

Big Gal helped flatten the package a little more. “Melt
them down to make toys, eh? What happened to the good
ol’ moulded metal toys we had when we were growing up?
Now, those things lasted for years!”
The three ladies all chuckled at that. The bell dinged
louder and Betty led the way back to the swinging doors
where the man I’d already seen was still waiting. We went
on our way while Betty took care of the customer.
Soon we was at Big Mike’s place. That’s my lady’s
father, and she gave him a hug before we went inside with
the parcel. I like it at Big Mike’s, as long as we don’t go
downstairs in the basement where the taxidermied bear
lies on the wall. I don’t like how that bear watches me all
the time.
We got to have lunch with Big Mike and Mary. Me
and their shaggy dog, Casey, took turns catching pieces of
meat that Big Mike threw at us, telling us to sit and roll
over and do other tricks. Fun! The women rolled their
eyes. By the time we left, I was so full I could hardly walk.
There are good eats at Big Mike the Wrestler’s house.
***
“I guess we should help Mr. Whitney, Hercules,” my
lady said while driving back to our place. Once home I
watched as Big Gal took off one set of clothes and put
some others on. Right away I knew we was going out
again but for pleasure. That’s what she calls doing things
that aren’t work. At least I don’t have to sit round under
windows with my radio antennae on, listening to other
people talk or make weird noises. Bor…ing!
“He better call, Hercules, or I’ll really be mad at
him!”
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Huh? Oh, yeah, the detective said he’d call to take us out
to eat. I wagged my tail in agreement.
“Meanwhile, I’ll phone Whitney, let him know we’ll
take the case, not that I’m anxious to meet his dog again,
or any others like him. But, he was right—people or dogs,
they’re still missed by the people they belong to and no
one else has a right to steal them.”
Before she could punch a number on her phone, it
rang.
“’bout time you called,” was all she said.
I heard a laugh on the other end and right ’way knew
it was Handsome Hunk. “Be there in twenty. I thought
afterwards we’d visit that new archery range you told me
about. You game, Bertha?”
My lady laughed. “You’re such a romantic guy!”
“If you don’t want to…”
“Just try backing out!” Big Gal huffed. “Hercules and
I will be ready when you get here. We’re hungry.”
I gave a yip to say I was in favour of eating then she
reached over and hit the phone before punching it several
times with one finger. I heard a ringing sound then a
voice said, “Northern Lights Guard Dogs, Bray Whitney
here.”
“BK Investigations getting back to you, Mr. Whitney.
Okay, I’ve decided to take on your case, and I’d like to talk
to the other fellow too. It’s obvious the cases are
connected. Can we get together tomorrow?”
“Yes, here at the acreage,” the voice said and I
recognized Killer’s owner through a flurry of yelps and
yips. He went on to tell my lady how to get to his place.
I wasn’t anxious to go there because it sounded like
he had a whole lot of dogs just like Killer, maybe younger
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versions. Maybe they’d be more friendly; maybe not. I gave
a little whine as my lady hung up.
“Not to worry, Hercules. They’ll all be in kennels.
Want a drink?”
When I was finished licking my bowl, the detective
was there and we went to a restaurant in his pickup truck.
I like his pickup truck better than his unmarked police car
’cuz there is no wire partition and I get to have the narrow
back seat all to myself.
Afterwards we went to a place where people was
walking round with long cases on their shoulder. They’d
reach back and take long sticks out of the cases, put them
in some sort of bow-sling and let ’em fly towards a bunch
of circles called bull’s eyes, way down at the other end of a
lawn. Wow, those bulls had big eyes! They must be hiding
behind something because I couldn’t see them. I wanted
to go check them out but my lady made me sit right beside
her. It was all kinda boring so I trotted over to the pickup
truck and took a nap under it.
***
“Security gate,” Big Gal muttered. I jumped up onto
the seat as we pulled up to a high barred gate between two
stone pillars. She reached out the window and pushed
something on a short wall.
“Miss Kowoloski?” a gruff voice came from a shiny
grill with holes in it that was beside the button.
“As promised, Mr. Whitney.”
I heard an electric hum come from the gates in front
of us. Holy doodle! They moved away from us all by
themselves! We could drive through and I bounced my
front paws up on the back of the seat to watch them close
again. I turned forward once more as Big Gal slowed on
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the circular driveway. We was in front of a huuge house
with white pillars, glass doors and lanterns swinging from
the roof. The lanterns looked bright with light but the sun
was shining!
I could hear dogs barking. It sounded like a whole
pack of them. I stayed put as my lady stepped down from
the pickup and waited.
The door in the house opened and I recognized
Killer’s owner as he come out. He came down the two
steps to our level and gave a quick nod. “Ms. Kowolski,
glad you could make it.” This time he put his hand out
and my lady moved forward to shake it. He still didn’t
smile though, just like when we’d seen him before.
She left the door open while I planted my feet on the
steering wheel and watched them. No way was I getting
out in case all those dogs came swarming round the
corner of the house.
He looked at me and flicked his hand. “My dogs are
all locked in their pens. He’ll be safe.”
“Come on, Hercules. Let’s go.”
I wasn’t so sure but my lady was holding the door and
waiting so I figured I better jump out and stick with her.
My feet hadn’t touched the ground before the door swung
over top of my head and slammed with a thunk.
Killer’s owner began walking fast without saying
anything so we just followed behind. Soon we could hear
the louder barking and I could see a long row of heavy
wire runs. In each one a dog leaped high against the wire.
Whitney clapped his hands and the dogs all quit barking
but that didn’t stop them from jumping up.
Humph! Not trained like I am!
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The man flicked his hand at an empty kennel. “This
was where Northern Lights Kill-King III—that’s Killer—was
before he was taken.” He pointed further down the row of
wire-fronted kennels. “De—Northern Lights Satan’s
Delight—was in there.”
“Were the gates left open when the dogs were
removed, Mr. Whitney?” my lady asked.
“Come,” was all he said and waved us to follow him.
“Like I said, my wife’s pregnant miniature pinscher was
taken too, out of there.” Again he pointed. “Lady Belle, we
call her Belle, is just as aggressive, not lethal of course, but
probably needed to be tranquilized, too. My guess is the
dognappers just want the pups from Belle, sell them for
big bucks without papers, untraceable.” He kept walking.
We rounded the end of the wire runs and walked
along the wooden backside of the kennels. He pointed to
an opening in the wall. “Cut through. Look at that
damage!” We looked at that one and the others where
funny shaped doors had been sawed into the wooden
shelter.
“I figure the dogs were darted through the wire then
taken out the back when they were laid out with the
drug,” Whitney explained before swinging round to point
way behind us. We turned round before he said, “The
property fence there has been cut. The county green space
runs along Blue Heron Creek. There’s a hiking trail there.”
He swung his hand to a point further along the trail
that was hidden by trees. “Apparently the thieves cut the
chain across the entrance to the trail which is way down
there, so they could drive in with a truck and load them
into it.” He swung his hand in the other direction this
time. “We think they let themselves out at the other end.”
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“You didn’t hear anything?”
“We weren’t home. Didn’t discover anything until
the next morning when I came out to feed the dogs.”
“Just how far is it to either end, Mr. Whitney?”
“We’re in the middle of a tract of land, here. So, it’s a
little over a kilometre in either direction to get out onto
the gravel road. The county people had the police in
looking it all over but they didn’t find a thing. The chains
have been repaired and our fences mended.”
“Kind of like locking the barn door after the horse is
stolen,” my lady said.
Huh? Had there been a horsenapping too?
Killer’s owner snorted. I think it was a mad snort and
his mouth was all scrunchy. When he turned, we followed
him back to the front of the kennels.
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