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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means without the publisher’s prior written permission except as permitted by copyright law.
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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelt, but as an Australian writer, I use English spellings rather than American ones. So, NO! I am not a poor speller, and I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting the story of Kennedy and Ben, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of their trials and successes.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like No Good Turn Goes Unpunished.

Contact me on 

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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“You said you would accompany me; you can’t back out now.”

Kennedy dropped her backpack on the floor as she glared at her sister. 

“I know I said I’d go, but I hate hiking, and with your backpack filled to the brim, this hike will be well beyond my ability and out of my comfort zone. Maybe you should see if you could join a hiking club, and then you wouldn’t have to badger me.”

“Claire, today is the first day of the school holidays, and the weather forecaster predicts heatwave conditions later in the week. I wanted your company today.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m not prepared to put myself through agony to keep you company. If it's hot for the rest of the week, I'll sit in front of the TV with you, with the air conditioner running. That’s more my style.”

Kennedy sighed and hoisted her backpack, then slid her phone into her pocket and waved to her sister.

“Wait, Ken, where are you going?”

“My itinerary is on a sheet of paper stuck to the fridge. I should be home before dark.”

As she drove to the trailhead, Kennedy could feel the excitement building. Hiking might not be on her sister’s wish list, but Kennedy loved the outdoors, and this trail was her favourite. The car park for hikers attempting the track held three other cars, so Kennedy assumed she might encounter other walkers on her outward journey. It was nice to feel part of the walking community, and if she wanted company in the future, it might be wise to see if there was a hiking club. Kennedy gave her equipment a final check before adjusting the straps on her pack, and, with the pack snug against her shoulder blades, she walked to the head of the trail. 

Kennedy revelled in the fresh air and lack of people for the first hour. While she enjoyed her job as a teacher, the endless mounds of paperwork that followed each student piled up by the end of the term. Even today, with computers tracking scores, Kennedy still has to input the data before it can be collated and used in report cards. She sipped her drink as she walked, but, realising the time approached midday, Kennedy found a rocky outcrop and settled onto a boulder in the shade. Once she finished her lunch, she looked ruefully at the extra food she had packed for her sister and shrugged. There was enough food for her to eat lunch a second time, and she thought that by the end of the day, she might be grateful for the extra food.

Once she was ready to go, she heard footsteps approaching and looked up to see a group of three people headed her way. She smiled and waved, and they stopped when they reached her. The hikers looked agitated, and Kennedy assumed there was a problem with the track ahead. To her amazement, the hikers were adamant that she not go much further because they had discovered a wild dog, and the vicious snarling and lunging had convinced them not to continue. From the hikers' description, the dog sounded like a German Shepherd, but a dog loose on the trail was unusual. Had the dog and its master become separated? Kennedy thanked the others for their warning and pondered her options. The track would be clear if the dog and its owner were reunited. Kennedy decided to push on, and if she came across the dog, she could retrace her steps and complete the hike another day.

After walking for another hour, Kennedy wished she had asked the other hikers how far up the track the dog was. She was past the halfway mark, and if she had to turn around and go to the beginning of the route, it would be best to make a move now rather than still be on track as night fell. Kennedy hesitated, trying to decide the best option: continue and hope for the best, or turn around and try another day. After a moment’s hesitation, Kennedy chose to push on. Aware that there may be a potential hazard on the track, Kennedy ceased walking in a dream and concentrated on each footfall she made. She was nearing the end of the trail and sighed with relief that the dog that caused the other hikers she met to return to the start must have moved away.

As Kennedy checked her watch for the time, she rounded a bend, and a dog’s low, menacing growl stopped her in her tracks. Kennedy’s eyes opened wide as the dog crouched, and she knew there was no way she could run from it. A running target to a dog like this was prey, and Kennedy didn’t like her chances at fending him off. She looked around cautiously. There was no convenient tree to scale, and the longer she remained, the more danger she was in. Walking backwards away from the dog was unsuccessful, and rather than extending the distance between them, the dog advanced. Kennedy took a deep breath and looked closely at the dog. It was in poor condition; its backbone and ribs protruded, and she could see the collar and a dangling pendant attached to it despite the dirt on its coat. The tag resembled the badge the police wore on their uniforms, and suddenly Kennedy realised this must be the animal the police had lost while trying to apprehend a criminal months ago. She shook her head; if this dog was a police dog, had his training stayed with him? With nothing to lose, Kennedy said, “Sit”, and used her hand in the upward sit motion. The dog quivered and then lowered itself into a sitting position.

The volume of the growling decreased, and Kennedy smiled to herself. With luck, she might come out of this situation alive. If the dog knew the sit command, Kennedy hoped he was well-trained enough to follow her subsequent orders. Pointing to the ground, she told the dog to drop, and when he was on his haunches, she instructed him to stay. When it appeared he would remain where she had ordered him to, Kennedy pulled out her phone and punched in triple zero.

“Police, Fire or ambulance?”

“Ah, I need police, but not your ordinary copper; I need someone from the dog squad.”

“If you are in danger, I can send the police.’

“I’m not in danger, but there is a dog here, and I think...”

“If you have a dog problem, call your local council, and they will send a ranger. This line is an emergency one; we do not deal with lost or roaming dogs.”

“I understand the centre’s purpose, but my situation is unique. Do you have a supervisor I could speak to?”

When the line went dead, Kennedy thought the woman had hung up on her, but a man spoke as she considered her next option. 

“You seem to be having an issue with the woman who answered the phone, and she has directed her call to me. I assume you are not in danger or need an ambulance, so what seems to be the problem?”

“The issue is that the lady on the other end will not listen to my problem before she offers options. I am at the walking track at Lonsdale Point and have encountered a dog that I am sure is the police dog that went missing a few months ago. I need someone from the dog squad, not a local ranger, to come and collect the dog. He is wearing a police tag and is very poor but not friendly, so the officer will need to be experienced with these dogs. Can you find someone from the dog squad to come and collect him?”

“Ah, I see why our receptionist was having trouble; this is an unusual case. Let me check your phone number, and I will call you back. Are you safe with the dog?”

“Yes, he is well trained, so I have him in the drop position and have told him to stay.”

“I will call you back shortly.”

Once Kennedy hung up, she wondered how much leeway the dog would give her when it came to moving around. She wanted to remove her backpack and get a water bottle, but didn’t want to provoke the dog. Cautiously, keeping her eyes peeled, Kennedy slid the straps of her pack and moved it to rest on her lap. The dog’s only reaction was to flick an ear towards her, but apart from that, he sat quietly. As she unscrewed the lid, the dog slid on its belly closer to her, and Kennedy realised that the dog was eyeing the water. Using her empty lunch box, Kennedy emptied the water bottle’s contents into the container and slid closer to the dog. What to do now? The dog couldn’t drink flat on the ground, but Kennedy was loath to release him from his prone position. Grimacing and hoping for the best, Kennedy said, “ Come.” After hesitating, the dog moved towards her, and she held out the water container. Thirst won out over caution, and the dog gulped the contents of Kennedy’s bottle before edging back and watching her. When she gave him the down command, he obliged, and Kennedy wondered how long the triple-zero operator might be.

When her phone rang, she and the dog flinched, and before answering, Kennedy gave the dog the "stay" command. She didn’t want the phone to spook him, and she doubted he could live in the wild much longer before starvation killed him. The good news was that the operator had found a dog squad member nearby who would be with her in 15 minutes.

“Well, mate, what about having a sandwich while we wait?”

Searching in her bag, she removed Claire’s sandwich and offered it to the dog. He crawled forward and whined.

“Here you go; you can have this.”

But despite wanting the food, Kennedy’s companion refused to eat. 

“Damn, you have to hear a code word before you eat and try as I might. I’m sure I won’t be able to find the right word.”

Kennedy tried using “okay,” “righto,” and “eat,” but before she could think of anything else, a male voice said, “Waterloo.”

The dog devoured the sandwich in one gulp and looked at Kennedy, asking for more. Without looking over her shoulder, Kennedy pulled out the second sandwich and held it in her hand. When she said “Waterloo”, the dog took it from her hand. Kennedy laughed and turned to see who had given her the right word.

“Thanks for that. I felt awful offering the food before I realised you would have a code word.”

Rising to her feet, Kennedy held out her hand and looked at the voice’s owner for the first time. The man was tall and stocky, although Kennedy wasn’t sure if that was his natural physique or if the police-issue overalls made him look that way. He had dark hair and was handsome in a wholesome way; he would never walk the catwalks or star on the front of a magazine, but he wouldn’t frighten children either. 

“I’m Kennedy McCann, and I assume this dog is yours, or you know him well. He scared off some other hikers, but I stumbled onto him before I realised he was there. I thought he might take my throat out, but it turned out okay.”

The policeman shook her hand. “I’m Ben Foster, and I can’t believe you have him practically eating out of your hand.”

“That’s thanks to whoever trained him; I used the basic commands to make him stop threatening me, and then we bonded over a lunchbox full of water.”

The man nodded. “Where is your car?”

Kennedy gave a rueful laugh. “At the other end of the track. I was going to hike to this end, rest and hike back, but at the rate I’m going, it will be dark before I get to the other end.”

Ben said, “Come with me to the vet, and you can fill me in as we go. I’ll drive you back to your car when we  finish.”
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Ben tapped his leg and said. “Come.”

The dog immediately fell in beside Ben’s leg, and he leaned down to pat the dog. 

“You sure know how to get yourself into trouble, don’t you, buddy?”

As they approached the van, Ben said, “I would generally put him in his crate, but I think I may lay him on the back seat today. He’s too malnourished to keep himself steady in the cage.”

“Does your dog have a name?”

Ben raised his eyebrows. “What, you think I yell out, 'Hey, you' when I want him?”

“Smart arse. Okay, let me rephrase my question. What is your dog’s name? And I guess from your interaction that he is your dog. Am I right?”

“He is my dog, and his name is Duke. I had given up on ever seeing him again, so finding him is a big deal. You could have run off like the other hikers, but you didn’t. So, thanks.” 

“I didn’t run because he looked pretty fierce, and I thought running might convince him I was prey.”

Kennedy told Ben that she and Duke reached an amicable arrangement: he didn’t attack her, and she provided him with water and food. Ben pulled into the parking lot in front of an old-fashioned brick building. 

“Is this where you lock me in the dungeon?”

Ben grinned. “Sure, with chains around your ankles and cuffs on your wrists.”

Ben lifted Duke from the back seat and carried him towards the breezeway before pushing the door and entering a hallway. The old-fashioned linoleum was cracked and stained, and Kennedy shook her head in dismay. Ben saw the movement and said, “The police hierarchy realise the value of the dogs, but don’t fund anything that doesn’t benefit them. Nobody except the handlers sees this area, so why bother making it pretty? It’s a bone of contention amongst the squad, but they tell us funds are tight, and dogs don’t care about aesthetics.” 

Ben pushed another door, and they entered an examination room. A middle-aged man entered the room and zeroed in on the patient. As he ran his eye over the dog, he shook his head.

“Well, isn’t this one for the books? After two months, who thought we’d see this boy again? He’s emaciated, but he must have hunted something to eat, or he’d be dead by now.”

Ben nodded. “Yeah, that was my thought. Doc, this is Kennedy, and she is the brave lady who calmed Duke enough to give him water and offer him food, which he refused to eat.”

The vet raised his eyes. “Thank you for saving our boy, but you must be a dog whisperer if you didn’t get eaten alive when you approached him.”

Kennedy laughed. “It was touch and go there for a while.”

“Ben, I want to keep him here for a week or two. He’s dehydrated and
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