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Chapter 1 - My Backyard
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I LOVE BEING A MYSTERY-solving Great Dane. Sniffing for clues, discovering items in weird places, and wondering how they got there, it’s all part of being an amazing detective. My brain tells me not to get involved in another mystery, but it’s tough for me because I love finding missing things. It’s become my mission in life. 

The Peterman’s, my adopted family, are wonderful. Anna feeds me delicious kibble, Bill throws the tennis ball, and the kids, Sara and Johnny, love to play with me in the backyard. 

My very first case as a mystery-solving Great Dane detective involved Sara’s missing tablet. She was going to fail math class if she didn’t pass the test. Without it, she couldn’t practice her times tables’ game which made her very unhappy. 

Since I have a stupendous sniffer, I put it to good use because if there’s one thing I can’t take it’s an unhappy Peterman kid, not on my watch. 

Besides, what was I going to do all day nap? Well, yeah, but instead of dreaming of playing with my quail buddies in the backyard, I looked for the missing tablet. 

I was convinced that I’m such an amazing detective I’d find it by noon and then have a nap until Sara came home. She would find it and all would be right in the world, but that’s not what happened.

The Peterman home has so many different hiding places, which my stupendous sniffer would find and I would be a hero.

Why do I bother making plans? Something always goes wrong. That’s when frustration set in and my friends came to the rescue.

My Quail Buddies and I love working together developing training exercises to find clues quicker, but it was a lot of hard work looking for the lost tablet, sniffing, searching, and scratching. Dark basements are scary to me and while we searched, my quail friends were there to support me.

When I couldn’t find it and was ready to give up, my best friend, Robby Quail, cheered me up by recruiting his siblings.

Since solving my first case, I’ve developed amazing skills as a mystery-solving Great Dane, if I say so myself. That’s why we’re here, because I want to put my new skills to work on the next case.

The sad truth is my skills are so amazing that my stupendous sniffer smells things it shouldn’t while my floppy ears signal strange noises that make me stop.

Mama was right, when an idea gets deep inside my head, I just can’t let it go. She taught me some rules to be the best Great Dane for my new family.

Here are some Mama Rules:

Rule #1 - Don’t bark unless it’s absolutely, positively necessary because new families don’t like loud dogs.

Rule #2 - Don’t pull the leash because humans get upset if you drag them down the sidewalk.

Rule #3 - Don’t go alone into scary, dark places like basements because it can be dangerous.

Did I listen to Mama? Nope. I didn’t listen to her rules, or the warning bell ringing in my head telling me not to go into dark places. I did use my sniffer to search for the missing Peterman tablet and that’s how we found it.

Am I going to take this case? You bet I am. My brain won’t let me think of anything else but the missing item. Hanging out and lounging around with my quail buddies taking naps and playing with my toys just won’t do. The item won’t find itself.

With my head down, sniffing the ground, I focus on the scent of the missing object. Thinking of worthy hiding places also develops my skills, which I’m super proud of, but it’s a lot of work.

It’s why I want to be the best Great Dane detective ever. If I have to search for a missing Peterman item all day, instead of playing, I’ll do it!

Finding a lost item is so satisfying. The hugs, kisses, treats, and walks don’t come near the joy on Sara’s face when I found her missing tablet. It brought me so much happiness to see her happy. Even if it took all week, it was so worth it.

After training and learning to be an awesome detective, I’m working with my quail buddies to study what went wrong on our first case and how we can improve our techniques for the next one.

Did I mention I have a new case? Yep and it’s a doozy. Here’s the story of my second case involving another missing Peterman item. Hang on because it’s going to be a fun read.

***
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IT STARTED ONE SUNNY day in June when a warm breeze tickled my soft hair. The Peterman family enjoyed the sunshine following an usually rainy spring. 

Every time I went to do my business, I drenched my feet. Sploosh, splosh, splish, splash, I’d gingerly take steps looking for dry grass, but I could never find an inch of it. The water squished between my puppy toes and crawled up my hairy paws. I don’t like wet feet. Ever!

Today’s beautiful weather is a great opportunity to lay on soft, warm grass all the while someone’s hands run down my back. As a dog, you gotta love the moment, it’s a great life!

Anyway, let’s get back to the story.

“Throw it, Dad,” Johnny says, his feet dart from side to side waiting for the ball.

“I’ll try.” Bill squints, shading his eyes with the side of his hand. “It’s so bright out today.” He throws the ball to his son, but it lands short of Johnny’s new baseball glove. 

“Daaaddd,” Johnny whines, picking up the ball and putting it in his glove.

“Sorry, son, let’s move into the shade, I can’t see very well.”

Johnny moves toward the shade of the spruce tree as Bill moves closer to the house.

“Is that better?” Johnny asks.

“Yeah, let’s continue. Think you can catch it this time?” Bill grins, tossing the white ball with red stitches.

Johnny plants his feet and leans forward ready for the throw. When it lands in his glove with a plop, he puts his hand on top. “I got it, I got it.” He jumps and shouts, a huge smile spread across his face.

Anna claps from her shady spot on the patio. “Yay, Johnny. Good job, honey.”

Sara lies on the grass with my gigantic body sprawled beside her. She pets my silky ears as I lay in her lap. My nose twitches as the breeze carries perfumed scents of the blooming flowers. 

At the sound of my favorite human’s excitement, I raise my enormous head and my floppy ears shoot forward. Waiting for a sign that I need to interfere, my body stiffens.

“Charlie, it’s just Johnny,” Sara says, stroking my back. “He finally caught a ball.” She leans close to my ear. “Everything is okay, lie here with me.”

I look at Johnny and see his face wearing an enormous smile. My world is perfect. No one’s in danger or needs my help. I lay my head in Sara’s lap and enjoy the attention. Her long strokes soothe me back to sleep.

Anna says, “I’ll get your sunglasses, Bill. You’re squinting so bad, you’ll go blind if you don’t protect your eyes.” She slides the patio door and disappears inside the house.

I close my eyes and hear a plop sound. The new leather doesn’t attack my nose anymore, but Johnny’s scent mixes with it now as my head snuggles into Sara’s lap.

“Way to go, buddy,” Bill says.

Did I mention I love small hands running over my soft black hair? My silky ears and long, lean chest love when they gently stroke over and over, the rhythm puts me to sleep. 

My name is Charlie, the Peterman family dog, although most people call me a giant because I’m a Great Dane. We’re part of the large breed category, but most people don’t know that we’re ‘gentle giants’. Our size has nothing to do with being guard dogs because I’m definitely not a guard dog. The more attention the family can give me the better.

The door slides open and Anna says. “Where did you leave your sunglasses, Bill?”

“They’re on the front table beside my keys.” 

“I checked, only your keys are on the table. Are you sure you didn’t leave them in the van?”

“When I came home, I had them. They should be on the table, or maybe I put them in the kitchen?” 

“I checked there, nothing.” Anna carries a pitcher of iced tea.

A weird sense tickles my tail and I whap it on the grass. Not again! As much as I enjoy searching for Peterman things, the anxiety of Paws chasing us is not a fun game.

Here’s the problem. Paws, the Peterman family cat, does not like to play with me, or my friends. Every chance she gets, she chases us, scares us, or sneaks up on us.

The adventure my quail buddies and I had the day we searched for the tablet. It was exhausting!

As I drift to sleep in Sara’s lap, words tumble in my head. Find Bill’s sunglasses. Where did they go? Help Bill find his sunglasses or he’ll go blind.

***
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BILL WALKS INTO THE house, his shoulders slump, and his head tips forward.

“Hello how was your day?” Anna shouts from the kitchen.

“Terrible.” Bill moans, putting his keys on the front hall table. 

I hear them clink on the glass. Usually there is a plop when he puts the keys in the basket. My ears perk at the unusual key location. I tip my head to the left as my floppy ears dangle and I stare at him knowing something is wrong.

Bill rubs his right temple.

“What’s wrong?” Anna’s eyebrows make a deep V on her forehead.

“I’ve got a terrible headache. I squinted all day, it was so bright outside and now my eyes ache and my forehead has a cramp. I think I burned my retinas.”

Anna shakes her head. “How come you don’t have a spare pair in the van?”

“Ow, it hurts to shake my head.” He rubs both temples and shuts his eyes tight. “It hurts too much.”

“Come lie down and I’ll bring you headache medicine.” Anna directs him to the couch and hands him another cushion, the one with the tassels that tickle my nose.

The Peterman’s adopted me when I was ten weeks old. I’ve been here for a while so I know the family’s habits, their routines, their patterns. This is not Bill’s pattern. He usually comes home smiling, happy to see his family, listening to them retell their day. I don’t like it when my family is in distress and Bill’s in terrible distress. Watching him from my soft bed near the stone fireplace, I hear everything.

Bill lost his sunglasses. The most important thing he needs to do his job: his sunglasses. He’s very careful with his things. Not like Johnny and Sara, who always leave stuff lying around like a sneaker, a book for the school library, or a hairband. The kids, not Bill, lose all kinds of stuff.

Anna hands her husband a glass of water and two white oval pills.

“Thanks. I’ll lie here for a bit.”

“Okay, I’ll keep the kids outside while you rest. We have to find those sunglasses. I don’t want you coming home with another headache tomorrow.” Her right eyebrow raises and almost touches her hair. “Charlie, come,” Anna says. “You can play outside with the kids.”

I know that look. She means ‘Don’t do it again’. I prance to the patio door but not before, I stop beside Bill and give his arm a quick lick.

Bill says, “Thanks, Charlie you’re an awesome kid watcher. Keep them out of trouble, okay?”

The minute the door is wide enough to let my enormous body pass, I run to Johnny. My long tail wags, happy to be getting some love.

“Hi buddy ole pal, what are ya up to?” Johnny wraps his arms around my neck and gives me a squeeze. “Ouch, your tail’s a whip. Let’s play in the sandbox.”

I trot beside my human best friend and begin sniffing sand. The wooden box smells like Johnny. The grass around it has his smell, too. I sniff the boy to make sure he doesn’t have food for me. Sometimes I have to remind him to share, but my wet nose takes care of that.

Everything within my nose’s radius gets a sniff until I’m satisfied and move forward. There are no fresh smells in this area. Tipping my head to the left, I listen to Johnny’s “vroom” and “beep” noises.

Sand sticks to my fine black hair, which makes me uncomfortable, so I lie on the grass and watch my favorite human play in the mess. Burying cars, plastic toys, and alphabet blocks into dry areas of the sand, Johnny makes noises while sliding on his knees. Dust clouds fly in the air as I enjoy the summer breeze from my shady spot on the lawn.

Being an enormous dog limits me to particular areas of the Peterman domain such as the yard, house, mini-van, Johnny’s bedroom, and some family common areas. Staying out of the sandbox is fine with me, but I love soaking in the pond on hot days, and that’s off limits, according to the family.

Don’t tell anyone, but I play in the pond with the quails when the kids are at school. I also sneak outside when they’re not home and play with my friends. That’s top secret only my junior detective knows my secret. Are you one of them? I know you can keep a secret because you’re cool. There are many secrets to tell my junior detective, so stay tuned for more interesting Great Dane detective stuff.

Johnny and I used to see eye-to-eye, but he had a growth spurt earlier this year and passed my eye level. My head now comes to his shoulder. I like the eight year old wrapping his body around me to give me a standing hug.

As I lay on the cool grass, evening noises surround me. The next-door neighbors discuss plans for a weekend at the cottage. Will Justice go with them? Will he stay home with the teenagers?

Justice, the German Shepard, is near them playing with a toy. I don’t know him very well since he’s new to the neighborhood, and unless you call sniffing each other through front yard bushes an introduction, we haven’t met yet. My backyard fence doesn’t have the same grid pattern as the front, but I’ve heard him behind the panels. I hear the squeak of teeth on plastic and it makes me smile.

Have I mentioned I don’t smile like humans? We lift our jowls, mine are larger than most, and reveal our lovely, but sharp teeth. Some people think we’re showing aggression, but if my tail’s wagging, I’m happy to see you, you can pet me now.

Justice’s rumbling growl as he fights to regain control of the slippery toy makes me want to run inside and find my squeaky toy.

I want the squeaker out so bad, but my teeth can’t grab the slippery plastic. It’s very frustrating, but fun at the same time.

A tall fence surrounds the Peterman’s backyard. It’s where Johnny and Sara can play without their parents. When Bill and Anna aren’t in the yard, I never let the Peterman children get into trouble, or worse, leave the yard.

My nose twitches. Raising my head, I sniff toward the decadent, mouth-watering smell. Someone is cooking meat on the barbecue and it smells wonderful. I walk toward Justice’s fence, but the smell grows faint.

Moving toward the fence bordering the alley, the smell is weaker. Continuing along the tall wooden structure, my nose to the ground, I follow it until the large spruce tree. Stopping before the menacing branches, I walk around to the other side and continue sniffing.

Spruce trees are not my favorite because they have terribly prickly branches. My body accidentally touched a branch once, and boy, did it hurt. I haven’t touched a prickly branch in a long time. People say dogs don’t have good memories, but we remember prickly spruce tree branches.

The aromatic barbecue smell is coming from the fence to the right. The wooden slats draw the aroma into my nose. Standing tall, I inhale the delicious smells of meat cooking and it makes me drool. Sniff. Sniff. Mmmm.

Bending I listen for the next sniff. Most dogs are smaller than I am so I bend to greet them. The fence slats prevent me from seeing the dog next door.

Walking to a knothole, I stick my eye to it and notice a small dog with dark patches. She has short legs and long floppy ears. 

I know this dog! This is my friend Wilma. She used to be the new dog next door, but we’ve met so she’s not new to me anymore.

Sniffing the wood slats again, the scent of rich meat, warm corn, and burned potatoes. I snort until the tiny dog whines.

I stick my eye to the knot again and see the back of the dog, her tail wagging, but no snout or eyeball. “Hi Wilma, what are you doing?” I keep my voice low to avoid detection.

“Hi Charlie, I’m doing my business. What are you up to?”

Her high-pitched voice doesn’t hurt my ears like some dogs. “I’m outside with Johnny. We’re playing in the sandbox.”

“Oh,” Wilma says. Her voice sounds sad. “My family doesn’t have a sandbox. I just run around the yard.”

“Don’t worry, you’re not missing much. The sand sticks to my hair and it’s hard to get out.” 

“Good thing we don’t have a sandbox then. Have you been to the dog park lately?”

“Nope, it’s been a while. Have you gone?”

“Yeah, but I don’t think they’re going to take me anymore. Not since the incident.” She sniffs the fence.

“What incident?”

“A bigger dog chased me, but my legs are too short to run fast and after trampling me, my owner picked me up and won’t let me play there anymore. She’s worried I’ll get hurt. Some dogs are so mean. Are you a mean dog?”

I shake my head and then realize she can’t see me. “No. I’m a Great Dane, but I’m not mean. I’m big, but my family calls me a ‘gentle giant’, whatever that means.”

“You’re a Great Dane. Right, I forgot. You’re huge. I saw you through the fence. Have you grown? You look bigger since the last time I saw you. I met one at the dog park once, and she was so kind and sweet to me. I loved playing with her. Do you know Dahlia? She’s a nice Great Dane.”

“No, I don’t know any Great Danes except my brothers and sisters, but I don’t get to see them anymore. We were adopted and don’t visit each other. What breed are you?”

“I’m a Dachshund. Most people call me a wiener dog, but I prefer Dachshund. My family has two little girls who like to play dress up. Have you seen me with scrunchies on my ears? Apparently, the girls think it suits me, but it feels funny.”

“Charlie, come here boy,” Johnny calls.

I see him in the sandbox waving me over. “I’ve got to go, but it was nice to see you again. Hope you enjoy some steak tonight.”

“Thanks, I won’t get much steak, but the girls don’t like corn, so I’m sure some of it will come my way. Hey, are you still a detective?”

“Yep, I think I might have a new case, actually.” 

“Great, I need something to do. I’ll keep a watch on the yard for you. That Paws is a mean cat sometimes. Did you find out what she grabbed from the house?”

“It was Sara’s blanket. Every time I come outside, I look around the yard in case she’s grabbed something else. Do you know she likes to take things from the kids? I found a bunch of stuff in her hiding spot.”

“Yep, mine does that too.” Wilma looks over her shoulder then whispers. “Mine likes to hiss at me if I get too close.”

“Paws does that to me, too. I guess I’m not the only one. I try to play nice with her, but she’s not interested.”

“Mine hides all day long. She’s not very social.”

“Charlie.” Johnny calls in a singsong voice.

“I gotta go, we’ll talk soon.”

“Bye, good luck with your case.”

“Thanks, I’ll need it.” I prance to the sandbox and sit on the grass.

“What’s happening at the fence, boy? You were there a long time. Did you smell the steak on the barbecue? It sure smells good, hey. Hope Mom has something just as good cooking inside, I’m hungry,” Johnny says.

While talking to Wilma, I didn’t notice my jowls dripping, but now they’re running like a faucet. Licking the drool, I wonder how I can make friends with Wilma’s family so I can get some leftovers.

Great Danes have very sensitive stomachs so I’m not allowed people food, but it sure is tasty when I get some occasionally. Johnny’s good at sneaking me some under the table, but if Anna catches him then I have to go to my bed. She says that my stomach is so sensitive that people food can make me sick so I have to eat kibble, which gets booorrrring. 

Maybe I should talk to Martin about sneaking into the neighbor’s yard after dinner. My friends may be able to grab some great leftovers dropped beside the barbecue. It would be for the quail family, of course, I wouldn’t want to eat some of the delicious barbecue and get sick (wink wink). 

I inhale a deep aroma of the delicious food noticing my jowls dripping again and put my head on my legs. That’s an outstanding idea, the quails could use some extra food, and this is easy foraging. Maybe if there’s plenty for all of them they may share a small portion with me.

With that, my grin spreads wide as I watch my favorite human play in the sandbox his vroom vroom noises lull me into a nap.
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Chapter 2 – Will The Team Get Back Together?
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I FLOP FROM SIDE TO side, sleep isn’t coming easy tonight, and I can’t stop thinking about Bill’s missing sunglasses and his terrible headache that didn’t go

away all night. I flip again, but my comfy bed isn’t settling my restlessness. 

Should I look for the sunglasses? No, Bill will find them tomorrow. Are they really lost? This family misplaces things all the time. It’s normal to see Johnny’s schoolbooks in the family room when they should be upstairs in his room.

It’s time for me to do something else. My collar jangles as I shake from the tip of my nose down to my toes. Maybe a late-night snack will clear my head. I glance at the hall table. The spot where Bill’s sunglasses usually sit, beside the dark-colored lanyard of keys, is empty.

My nails click on the tile floor. My food dish sits beside my water bowl on a white plastic place mat stenciled with ‘Charlie’s Meal Time’. The large dark bubble letters under my dishes catch water drips and mushy kibble.

Dogs are color blind, we don’t see the colors of the rainbow like humans. To my dog friends and me it looks like different shades of gray, from white and light pale gray to a deep charcoal almost black. From now on, when I describe things to you, I’ll tell you what I see, but I can’t tell you the actual color. As my junior detective, you decide the color using your imagination.

I grab kibble from my bowl and drop a few pieces on the floor. I don’t like a lot of kibble in my mouth all at once. Looking around the room, I chomp on a piece of kibble as a mushy bit falls to my mat.

Anna’s keys dangle from the hook beside the garage door. The sight of her keys makes me happy as I grab more kibble. She always leaves her keys on the hook. I don’t think she’s ever lost her keys because her habit is to hang them as soon as she comes home. Even I know where she puts them because I hear the jingle. If anyone needs her keys, they grab them from the hook and go. No one has to search her purse or coat pockets. Anna has a routine and sticks to it. It’s such a habit for her I don’t think she could change it.

I stop crunching, my mouth full of mushy kibble. My eyes widen as I realize something. I know Bill’s routine, too. Martin asked me during our training exercise the other day, to watch the family’s habits and remember their routines.

Trotting to the front hall table, I look at the glass top. At eye level, I see the usual items left by the family. Bill’s keys sit in the dark wooden bowl. The long lanyard spills out touching the glass tabletop. This is where he always puts them. Yesterday he left them on the glass top and not in the bowl, but yesterday was not normal. A stack of mail sits next to them. Bill picks up the mail on his way home Friday afternoon. Sometimes Johnny uses the spare key when he takes me for a walk. Its usual spot is inside the bowl. The silky ribbon flows over like a streamer. A bottle of sunscreen stands like a soldier next to the bowl. The kids smear it on before going to school every morning. It smells so good, like coconut and pineapple, and makes me hungry. 

Our usual morning routine is for the kids to give me goodbye hugs and ear rubs before they head off to school and then it’s time for my breakfast and I head for my kibble. 

I look at the table again but nothing else is on it. I lower my head and see my dog leash, the plastic poop bags hang from the clip. Inside a basket labeled ‘Charlie’, I sniff old toys, an extra leash, and more poop bags.

Moving a little to the left, I sniff a box of dog treats. Yum, those are delicious I love bacon. Johnny used those treats to teach me tricks. I’ll have to remind him the next time we go for a walk. I stick my head beside the basket and take a big sniff, but find no Bill scent.

Frustrated, I move away from the table. I’m not having much luck finding his favorite sunglasses here. Because dogs only see black and white, it hinders a nighttime search so I rely on my nose to pick out scents. That’s how I know the sunglasses aren’t on the hall table because I don’t smell them.

I’ll talk to my friends in the morning and see if they want to help me search for them. My preliminary investigation is complete. I’ve done the basics of ‘sniff and search’ as we trained the other day. 

Martin taught the team that an initial search of the area could locate the missing item and without much effort. To demonstrate his point, he hid Robby’s pillow under some leaves tucked between the fence panels.

Our mission was to locate the pillow only using our ‘sniff and search’ training from earlier. I went to work sniffing, and only when I was able to sniff his scent behind the leaves could I find it. Concentrating on smelling only Robby’s scent was very difficult. If you know me, I smell so many things all at once.

He was happy I found it because sleeping that night would have been very uncomfortable.

I was proud of myself for being able to zero in on Robby’s scent alone to find the hidden pillow.

Now that I’ve completed the preliminary search, and didn’t locate the sunglasses, I’ll focus on ‘planning and deciding’. This is where I need Martin’s help because he is the best at this exercise. He can tell us what the next steps will be in our search.

Settling into my comfy bed, I’m excited to discuss a new case with my Quail Buddies. Will I state the facts and only the facts? Should I tell them about Bill’s terrible headache? Maybe I’ll tell them if we don’t find the sunglasses he’ll go blind. I can’t let Bill go blind he needs his eyes to drive. 

My head pops up, as my eyes grow wide. If Bill goes blind, he can’t drive and that means he can’t work. I have to find the sunglasses. Bill needs to go to work every day.

My Quail Buddies don’t have to help me, but if they did, it would be amazing. I know I’ll need their help again to solve this case. If they hadn’t helped, would Sara’s tablet still be missing? Maybe or maybe not, but it would be nice to get the gang back together again. 

It was only a few days ago we started being a team. A mystery-solving Great Dane and his quick traveling partners haven’t worked together long, but we already solved a case.

It’s important to learn from our mistakes and not make the same ones on our next one. At least it’s important to me because I want to be an amazing detective. I want to concentrate on specific scents and protect my friends from animals that chase birds.

I nuzzle my head deep into the comfy bed and lull myself to sleep. My last case was more difficult than I imagined, but as a team, we worked together and eventually found the lost item. We can try again and maybe with quicker results.

I lift my jowls in a smile. I know this approach will appeal to Martin. His military maneuvers helped us last time. We’ve been training so much, I know my brain won’t let me rest now that we are ready to take on this challenge.

Once I’m committed to a case, and boy, am I committed, I’m all in until we find it.

{Calling all junior detectives! Go read my first case Charlie 1st To Find where my quail buddies and I work together to find Sara’s missing tablet.} 
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