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IT WAS A COOL EARLY morning in Magic City, just right for a pleasant walk before the heat of the day took over. It was a welcome relief from the extreme temperatures and humidity of the past week, and Jim Nash and Maddie Spence were taking advantage by going for a walk.

Friday was on his long leash, and he, too, was taking advantage. He sniffed and snuffed and snorted and huffed and puffed, investigating smells and scents leading him everywhere but in the direction his humans wanted him to go.

“I swear, Jim, if that dog of yours doesn’t start behaving—” Maddie began.

“My dog? That’s a first,” Jim interrupted. “Are you going to put that in writing and sign your real name?”

“Not on your life, mister.” Frustrated by the dog’s antics, Maddie called to him. “Friday. Heel.”

He snorted his disapproval, but, brought to bear, the jet-black Labrador reluctantly obeyed his mistress. He knew better than to disagree, for that would mean no treats. The dog moved to her side, and she gathered up the length of the leash in a loop. Just because he could, Friday crossed in front of her and moved into position between the pair. Maddie scrambled to switch the leash from one hand to another and dropped it. The leash tangled around her feet. She stumbled and Jim caught her elbow.

“Don’t worry, dear,” Jim said. “If we get him home before he kills both of us, I’ll flog him for you.”

Maddie threw Jim a dirty look. “You most certainly will not. I’ll flog him myself. Right, Friday?”

She bent to scratch at an ear. Friday rewarded his mistress with a cold nose and a swish of wet tongue across her fingers.

“That’s better. Now maybe you’ll end up with ice cream. Both of you.”

Friday picked up the pace. He knew the sound of those words. He also knew the way to the familiar ice cream place by heart.

“See that, Jim? That’s how you get a dog to behave. Just promise him a little ice cream and he moves along nicely, thank you very much.”

Jim was almost trotting along beside the dog, trying to adapt to the position he took up between them. In his eagerness, Friday tugged at the grip his mistress had taken on his leash.

“We’d better behave if we know who buys our ice cream, Friday.”

The dog woofed acknowledgment and pressed a cold nose to Jim’s dangling hand. He took a passing lick at his fingers, too, just for good measure.

“Good boy, Friday. That’s my dog.”

Jim and Friday knew the all too familiar ice cream shop drill. They took up their position at the table beneath the umbrella and waited impatiently. Jim reached down to slap the dog’s side. Friday whined and pawed the ground, frustrated that the promised ice cream wasn’t arriving on his schedule.

“What do you think is taking that woman so long, dog? Surely she can’t be making us wait on purpose.”

Friday didn’t know, either. He snuffled and wuffed and paced back and forth as far as Jim would allow on the leash. Finally, Maddie exited the shop and approached the table. Friday was all eyes and ears and wagging tail.

“It’s about time, woman. Your dog has been wondering where you were.”

“Only my dog? How about my man? I know how much you like ice cream, too. Know how I can tell?”

Jim ignored the question, as did Friday. He was busy looking up at what his mistress had in her hands.

Unperturbed, Maddie went on. “It’s your waistline. Friday’s, too.”

Jim reached for the dog, but he already moved on in eager anticipation of what he knew was coming. The dog’s nose was brushing against Maddie’s leg.

“Did you hear that, Friday? Someone you hold dear to your heart is calling you fat. She’s calling me fat, too. What are we going to do about it?”

Friday snorted and whined. He knew where his ice cream came from, and this morning, it wasn’t the male.

“We were just discussing how you had to be making us wait on purpose.”

Maddie put Friday’s paper bowl of special doggie ice cream on the ground. Friday woofed his approval and dug in, happily licking away at the welcome treat. Jim did the same, but he got to sit at a table and use a wooden spoon.

“I swear, if you weren’t with me, you’d be down on your hands and knees with Friday.”

Friday looked up from his ice cream bowl with a wistful look and stared at Jim. He wouldn’t mind the company in the slightest.

“You’re darn right I would, and you know it, woman. So does Friday. Now don’t bug us. Your menfolk are busy enjoying their treats.”

Maddie sighed. Friday finished his bowl and looked up at the two humans. His nose and whiskers were white from the ice cream. He swiped a pink tongue over his muzzle, but somehow managed to miss his nose.

Maddie grinned at her dog’s antics. “Friday, you are too much. Come here and I’ll wipe your nose for you.”

The dog picked up his paper bowl and approached.

“You’re not getting any more. You better have enjoyed what you got. There’s no more.”

Disappointed by Maddie’s tone, he dropped the bowl at Jim’s feet.

“I’m sorry, dog. Your mistress has laid down the law. No more ice cream for you.”

Jim got up and gathered the leftovers and tossed them in the bin. “All right, boy and girl. It’s time to walk off the calories.”

The trio made their way to the sidewalk that would take them home. Once again, Jim gave Friday the lead on the long leash. The dog scrambled back and forth and up and down in front and behind. He investigated alleys and doorways. He sniffed and snorted and wagged his tail. Suddenly, he halted, out of sight, down a narrow alleyway.

The leash snugged in Jim’s hand. He called to the busy dog. “Come along, Friday. Home.”

Friday didn’t respond.

There was no more leash to play out. Jim halted and called again. “Friday. Heel.”
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JIM TUGGED. THERE WAS no response from the suddenly and unusually stubborn dog. “This isn’t like him. What is that dog into now?” He tried calling again. “Friday. Come.”

The dog remained out of sight at the end of his tether on the long leash. He struggled to stretch it even farther.

Unable to proceed with the unruly dog, Jim stopped in his tracks. He called and tugged again. Maddie waited too, wondering what Friday discovered that was so interesting he refused to come when called.

A loud bark issued from the alley where Friday tugged the leash.

“He’s up to something, Maddie. It’s not like him not to obey,” Jim worried. Something was definitely amiss. A weak whine followed another bark. “Did you hear that?”

Friday finally appeared. He was nosing a yellow ball of fur in front of him. Each time the tiny fur-ball halted, Friday nudged it again. The furry creature halted at Jim’s feet and lay down. Friday, pleased with his discovery and even more with himself, plopped down beside the animal and looked up, as if to say, I did my job. Now it’s your turn. His tail frantically swept the sidewalk.

“What’s this you found, dog?” Jim bent to retrieve the ball of fur. He held it out for inspection. The tiny puppy stared back at him with dark brown eyes. His rear feet kicked at empty air.

“Well, well. A girl. Just what we need. Another woman
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