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JIM NASH ROLLED HIS shirtsleeves to mid-forearm and felt like a surgeon about to begin an operation. He carefully gripped the brand-new fedora by the indents in the crown. He positioned the hat on his head just above his eyes. He snapped the brim and slipped the hat to the back of his head.

Maddie Spence, his partner, had presented the hat to him earlier. Now she regarded the private detective with raised eyebrows. “I didn’t surprise you with that to wear every day. It’s not an every-day hat. And happy anniversary, by the way. What did you get me?”

She winked in Friday’s direction and regarded Jim expectantly.

He was safe, though. It was unlike him, but he almost forgot and only remembered at the last minute.

He changed the subject. “I don’t plan on wearing it outside the office.”

Jim hoped that would hold her. He glanced at his reflection in the mirror. His reflection grinned back, obviously happy with the present. He thought it suited him. He brushed at the hat’s crown and marveled at the expensive feel.

“I was just admiring the look thanks to my favorite business partner.”

Maddie wasn’t having it and shooed man and dog out of the apartment.

“Disappear, you two. I have things to do, and neither of you are invited. Besides, you both need some exercise. Your collective muffin-tops are begging for attention, and not the good kind.”

Jim said, “Come on, Friday. It’s time you went for a walk. Your mistress is calling you fat.”

The dog looked up at Jim and snorted before scampering off to descend the stairs. He halted on the second-floor landing and waited patiently at the door to the office.

Jim didn’t notice. He was too busy preening.

“If that mistress of yours doesn’t realize that I eat at the table with a knife and fork while you feast out of a bowl on the floor, there’s no help for her.”

He looked around for the dog before realizing Friday had deserted him for the peace and quiet of the office.

“I might as well talk to myself.”

He placed the hat in the box, replaced the top, and traipsed downstairs after the dog. He unlocked the office door and placed the hat box on the desk.

His hastily remembered flowers were waiting, propped up in Friday’s water bowl and leaning against an open desk drawer.

Friday looked from his water bowl to Jim and back.

“It’s only for a bit, dog. You can have it back after I clean it.”

Jim looked out the office window to witness the setting sun’s orange ball dipping below the line of buildings across the street. He never tired of the view.

He flipped on the neon sign advertising the business and admired his handiwork in the growing twilight.

Jim Nash - Investigator

It was the second sign to grace the window. A wordier sign had been retired when his first business partner departed for what she hoped were greener pastures.

He regarded the sign for a moment before wondering how he could incorporate the hat into the neon. He made a mental note to consult with the sign maker.

“Come on, Friday. It’s time for our walk.”

He considered taking the hat out of the box to wear to the dog park. At the last minute, he remembered Maddie’s admonition and changed his mind. She was right. It wasn’t the 1940s.

He pocketed Friday’s tennis ball and together dog and man walked down the stairs to the street.

Friday, ever eager to get Jim to the park and freedom from the leash, tugged and tried to hurry the man along.

They halted at the park and the dog sat and waited patiently while Jim unsnapped the leash. He threw and the dog bounded off to retrieve the ball a dozen times. Each time he dropped the ball at Jim’s feet and sat back, waiting, with wagging tail and a happy look on his face.

“I think that’s more than enough for both of us, Friday. What do you say to going home for a quick nap?”

The dog’s tail wagged and, huffing and puffing, a winded dog and a tired man admitted defeat and welcomed the timeout. Jim got down on his knees and patted the dog’s shoulder and rubbed his ears.

Friday loved the attention from. He woofed and snorted and wagged his tail before the pair trotted off to return to the office.

Friday waddled up the stairs ahead of Jim and waited by the office door for the promised nap.

Jim set the neon sign to blink slowly in the advancing dark and then took a seat in the wooden swivel chair behind his desk. He did a one-eighty and rolled just close enough to raise his feet. He crossed his ankles and leaned back in the chair with his hands behind his head.

Friday took up his customary position between the twin office desks and settled down with a wheeze. The dog snuffled before crossing his front feet and resting his head.

Jim regarded the hat box at his feet.

Why not once more?

He raised his feet off the desk and planted them firmly on the floor. He bent to the round hat box and struggled to get the top off.

Friday’s raised head tilted inquisitively. Dog ears perked up at the sound of rustling paper.

The detective slipped the hat out of the box and inspected it. On the outside was a small feather tucked into the hatband. He turned it over and read the inside label.

It said, ‘Genuine fur felt’.

He ran his fingers over the smooth silk liner. He moved his fingers to the rich, butter-soft leather sweatband. Everything felt expensive.

It looked expensive, too.

His fingers found the indentations in the crown. He gripped it in one hand, hefted it, and placed it on his head. He adjusted it just over his eyes. It fit perfectly. He snapped the brim and had to re-adjust the position in order to look out from beneath it.

He fiddled with the angle before finding the sweet spot.

He went through the motions of snapping and unsnapping the brim.

He took it off, only to replace it far back on his head. He adjusted the position again and snapped the brim a final time as he fixed the hat over his eyes.

He squinted down at Friday.

“What do you think, dog? Am I a proper-looking private eye spending a relaxed evening in the office while we wait for a client to show up?”

This was all new to the dog. Even if he could, Friday wasn’t sure what to make of it. He woofed and dropped his head back to his paws, intent on having a nice, relaxing snooze before feeding-time upstairs.

Jim’s sleepy eyelids closed. His breathing became shallow and regular.

He clasped his hands over his stomach. Maddie called it his muffin top, and told him more than once both he and her dog needed more exercise.

Well, he’d show her.

“Right, Friday? We’re no slouches when it comes to crime fighting, are we?”

Jim yawned and settled into the chair.

Friday huffed and stretched out on his bed before beginning his gentle snoring.

In mere minutes, man and dog were fast asleep.
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