She Sang A Sweet Symphony
An Enwood Fox Mystery Story

--------------------

Rain was all I could see out the window, dragging its transparent body down the pane as I was about to call it a night. It was almost nine and a warm glass of wine and a slice of pecan pie at Tilly’s sounded pretty good on such a crummy night. And it was just as I grabbed my coat that she walked into my office. Nice looking dame, innocent, not a day older than nineteen. But with the troubles of the years in her eyes.

--------------------

“Mr Enwood?” asked the girl.
“That would be me,” Enwood answered in his usual gruff but benevolent tone. “What can I do for you, Miss?”
“Oh, I only hope you can help me, sir! It’s my brother! He’s been missing for two days now!”

“Won’t you sit down, Miss. Here, I’ll take your coat and you can have a seat and tell me about it. There...that’s better. Miss...uh?”

“Lilac,” said the girl. “Lilac is my name. I am a student, although we’re on summer break now.”

“Lilac. That is a pretty name.”

“Thank you,” said the girl, smiling slightly. “I work as a singer at The Blue Chartreux.”

“Right. The night club. I know it,” said Enwood. “Speaking of which, Miss Lilac, uh....not to sound ungallant or anything, but I was kinda heading out. Long day and all. Do you mind if we continue this conversation over a slice of pie and wine...well, a milkshake for you, I ain’t aiming to break any laws. How old are you?”
“Nineteen, sir,” said Lilac.
“Bingo,” said Enwood, always self-satisfied when his instinct was on the money. “Well, whadda ya say?”

“I would like that very much, sir.”

***

The rain continued to blur the windowpanes of Tilly’s diner as Enwood and Lilac spoke over a slice of pecan pie, Tilly’s specialty. Enwood decided against the wine and switched to coffee, for he would probably have a long night. Lilac looked a little happier as she sipped her chocolate milkshake, for she looked like she had all the worries of the world on her shoulders just a few minutes ago.
“So he was supposed to meet you after you left work, correct?”

“Yes, sir,” said Lilac. “We were supposed to meet at the back entrance of the club at 11:00, and I had actually seen him in the audience earlier, he was listening to me sing. Then, when I got ready to leave and headed out the door, he was nowhere to be seen. I waited for hours but he didn’t show up. And I haven’t seen him since.”

“Did you call the places he usually could be found at?”

“I did. I called his workshop, nobody has seen him. I called the landlord to see if he hadn’t seen Craig while I was away. I called everyone, but everyone gave me the same answer.”

“So you live together?”

“Yes. Our parents died a few years ago, mother died in a car crash and father died in the war. Craig has been my mom, dad and big brother all in one and the only family I have in the world since I was nine.”

“Did you go to the police?”

“I did. They told me that if he was missing for seventy-two hours, I could file a missing person report. But I didn’t want to wait another day. Mr Enwood, my brother is all I have. He works at a printing shop down by the docks, on 42nd Street, near the canning factory. If he’s gone, I don’t know what I’ll do.”

“Now, now, don’t you worry, Miss Lilac. I am sure he’s fine. We just gotta find him, that’s all.”

Just then, Tilly the owner of the diner came with a jug of coffee.

“More coffee, hun?”

“Uh, no thanks, Tilly, it’ll make me jittery. I think I’ll have the check, please.”

“Sure. One coffee, a milkshake and two slices of pecan pie. Adds up to forty-five cents.”

“Here. And I’ll have a slice to go, please,” said Enwood, putting a dollar bill on the table.
Lilac and Enwood got into their coats and walked outside into the rain under the protection of their umbrellas. Enwood walked her home, which was just three blocks away, and watched her go into her apartment.

“Don’t you worry, Miss Lilac. I’ll get to work right away. We’ll find your brother and you’ll have him back in no time.”

“Oh, Mr Enwood, thank you so much. I just hope it isn’t too late.”

Too late? Enwood didn’t like the sound of that.

***

--------------------

Too late? Those two words said it all. This dame didn’t tell me the whole story, but I wasn’t about to bother with that now. We’d get things straight in the end. For now, I had to check out the joint she mentioned: The Blue Chartreux. It sounded fancy, but then all the nightclubs do. Truth was, the joint was little more than a speakeasy with a stage that served as a stepping stone for two-bit singers to start their careers. The usual nine-dollar-a-night place that college students would attend to try to get some dough and pay off their debt. If it sounded seedy, it’s ‘cause it was. I had to check it out.
--------------------

“Table for one, please,” said Enwood gruffly at the greeter as she took his trench coat and gave him a blue number chip.
The Blue Chartreux was an establishment like a thousand others that popped up like mushrooms during Prohibition. Now it was a quaint reminder of those dark days and a laid-back sort of place for aspiring stars and comedians to try their luck. Enwood sat down at a table farthest from the stage, where a young Mastiff was telling some lousy jokes and bombing pretty hard.

“Alright, Lilac. I’m your brother and I’m sitting here drinking a glass and waiting for you to be finished,” Enwood muttered as he lit a nice pipe to take the chill of rain away. “You sing your song, you go backstage and get dressed to leave. I want to get to the back door without going past the middle of the floor, so I get up...”

Enwood got up and walked slowly along the wall towards the back exit.

“...I go into the corridor,” said Enwood, walking out of the main room into a maintenance corridor. “Then I walk to the end, where the exit sign is. I go outside...”
“SIR!” called out a young hedgehog, presumably a waiter clocking out. “Are you lost?”

“Not yet, I ain’t, son. Not until I walk out that door.”

The hedgehog looked confused as Enwood walked out the rear exit.

“So I walk out here, waiting for you to be all set to leave...and then where do I go?”

And suddenly, out of the corner of his eyes, Enwood saw someone. A big, burly someone that walked with a lumbering pace like a grizzly bear.

“And then Lunk comes for me,” concluded Enwood.

He slowly followed the big figure and saw that it was a wolf. The wolf walked towards a truck that was parked in the alleyway between the grocery store and the Blue Chartreux.

“Is that the last one, Eddie?” called the wolf.

“Yup! Go ahead and haul her away.”

“Alright. Same time tomorrow night.”

“You betcha! It’s payday, we ought to knock back a few beers afterwards.”

“Count me in,” said the wolf and he go into the truck.

Enwood sidled carefully along the building and looked at the truck.

“Falkland Cannery Company, eh?” said Enwood to himself as he wrote it down in his notebook. “Well, I think we ought to pay them a little visit tomorrow.”

He walked back into the Blue Chartreux, sat down and ordered a glass of bourbon.

“Pardon me, mac, uh...do you know who owns the grocery store next door?” he asked the waiter.

“Nobody, sir,” said the waiter. “That place has been closed since ’35.  It went up for taxes and the owners just left the city.”

“Nobody, eh?” said Enwood to himself. “Interesting. Very interesting. So nobody would need to have groceries delivered to a place that don’t sell groceries. Hmm...interesting.”
***

--------------------

So far, all I had was two loose ends. And even though I’d have liked to tie a knot right there and then, I’d have more to dig before this came full circle. Falkland Cannery Co. That was the next stop. The dame, Miss Lilac, had said that that her brother worked for a printin’ office, not far from the canning factory. Well, it fit the bill. I got up early, just before five o’clock, and headed down to the wharf to check out this cannery place. With a bitta luck, I would turn up a clue or two.
--------------------

Enwood walked up and down the street, casing the joint. Falkland Cannery Company was as unassuming a building as the next one. A window two floors above the street showed what looked like the back of a filing cabinet.
“What I wouldn’t give to have a look into that cabinet,” said Enwood to himself.

Suddenly, a side-door not far from Enwood opened and out walked someone in overalls and hat and leather work gloves. The someone looked at Enwood and smiled an unreadable smile.

“Well, it’s half-past six and I’m seeing a ten,” said the person, a vixen with a mess of hair tucked under her hat and hairnet.  “You lost, babyface?”

“Only in the glimmer of your eyes, toots,” said Enwood gallantly, and the vixen rolled her eyes and smirked. “I suppose you work here.”

“You suppose right,” said the vixen. “And I suppose you ought to be working too, not loitering around and hitting on pretty dames.”

“Now, hold your tongue, sister. Last thing I need now is a lecture from Rosie the Riveter,” retorted Enwood.

“Germaine the Riveter, thank you very much,” said the vixen, removing a glove and thrusting a small, warm paw out for a shake. “Germaine Taylor. Pleased to make your acquaintance.”

“Enwood T. Fox,” he said, shaking her paw. “And I ain’t loitering. I’m on official business. I’m investigating a disappearance, see. A gent by the name of Craig who works at the printing office down the street.”

“Craig Newton?” asked Germaine. “The printer? What happened?”

“Oh, you know him?” asked Enwood.

“Yeah, he’s the one who supplies labels and paperwork to the company. Damned good printer, if I do say so myself.”

“Heh, a dame like you shouldn’t be swearing. It ain’t ladylike.”

“Keep it up and I’ll show you what unladylike really is, buster.”

“Hehehe, you’re my type. So, can you tell me anything?”

“As much as I know. I saw Craig last week. He delivered an order of five hundred rolls of labels. Morton signed off on it, my boss. Haven’t seen him since.”
Just then, a truck drove by and stopped at one of the large warehouse doors, which slowly opened to let it in. Germaine waved at the driver.

“Alright, Neill?!”

The driver waved back. Enwood looked closer and recognized him. It was the lunk he had seen in the alley the previous night, making the phony delivery to the closed grocery store.

“You know that hoss?” asked Enwood.

“Neill Adams?” asked Germaine. “Yeah, he’s the delivery driver. Been working for the company for about a year now.”

“Pretty big and burly for a simple truck driver, ain’t he?”

“Well, he used to be in the Marines. Then he got shot through the shoulder in ’44 during the Battle of Normandy and he almost bled out. The doctors patched him up, but it took him almost two years to get back to work. Had to learn to use his left arm again, see? Couldn’t find a job at first, until Mr Morton saw him at the docks tryin’ to get hired as crewman for a cargo ship. Offered him a job as truck driver, it would be easier on his shoulder than lugging around heavy crates anyway.”
“You seem to know an awful lot of him,” said Enwood.

“You kidding? Give him a glass of whiskey, he’ll tell you his life’s story over and over. If you’re ever at Curly’s Bar down on 34th Street, he’ll be there talking the barkeep’s ear off,” chuckled Germaine. “Well, mister, I gotta get back to work. Good luck finding Craig, he’s a good man and just wants to do right and keep his sister from having to pound the pavement.”

“You know his sister?”

“Little Miss Lilac? Yeah, she lives across the hall from me, same building. She’s a good kid, I go to listen to her sing whenever I can at the night club.”

“Blue Chartreux?”

“Yeah, that’s the one. Say, you’re a pretty good detective. I better stop talking to you or you’ll start telling me things about myself I’d never known.”

“I’d rather you told me yourself...over dinner.”

Germaine looked surprised but amused.

“You’re a pretty bold fella, aren’t you?”

“It’s part of the trade, sister.”

“Alright. How ‘bout the Chartreux. At nine.”

“I’ll be there.”

***

--------------------

I was getting closer and I could feel it. Two new names: Neill Adams, the truck driver, and Germaine Taylor, a working gal from the cannery company. The Adams lunk gave me a bad feeling. The Taylor dame, on the other hand...well, it’s the kinda feeling you have when you come across some gold in the middle of a coal field. If I believed in luck, I’d have said I hit the jackpot. But I wasn’t about to play my hand yet. There were still a few cards missing and shuffling this deck would take some finesse.
--------------------

The Blue Chartreux was fuller tonight than it was the previous. Germaine was wearing a pretty and simple evening dress and her hair had been done up into fashionable curls the girls liked to call ‘cats, rats and mice’. Enwood admired her silently for a while as she ordered them an entrée and appetizer wine. It was different from seeing her in her overalls and leather gloves.

“So, what time does Lilac usually sing?” asked Enwood.

“She usually takes the stage at ten, does a half-an-hour show,” said Germaine. “Most folks here tonight came to listen to her. That kid is going places. I just hope her brother turns up before long. Can’t imagine how she must feel.”

“So, what’s the relationship with her brother like?” asked Enwood.

“Well, Craig looks after her like a kid sister, see. He came to the city when he turned sixteen and left her with their grandmother so she could finish school. He got a job as a printer and promised her he’d take care of her and give her a home as long as she goes to college and gets a degree so she can move up in life. I sometimes overhear their conversations, thin walls and all in the kitchen. There ain’t much money sometimes, so Lilac convinced her brother that she could perform two nights a week, Tuesdays and Fridays, and that way earn some money to help pay for her tuition and some bills. He was hesitant but finally accepted.”
“He’s very protective, is he?”

“Oh, you bethcha. One time a drunk fan tried to follow her and get her number, Craig decked the guy right across the face and knocked him out cold, right there on the sidewalk. Ever since that incident, he told her that he’d walk her to and from home whenever she had to go out after dark.”

“Sounds like an upstanding kinda guy. Do you know who could have any beef with him?”

“Beats me. Any number of guys could have beef with any number of other guys in this city. It’s a dog-eat-dog world, after all. Oh, good, the prawns are here.”
Enwood and Germaine enjoyed their appetizer and sipped the wine as they listened to a violin solo by a young badger with a wooden leg. Enwood guessed he was a veteran who lost a limb at war, and it turned out he was right. The violinist dedicated the next song to his fallen brothers-in-arms.

“So, tell me about this Adams feller,” said Enwood as the waiter cleared their appetizer plates and wine glasses.

“Neill? Well, there ain’t much to tell besides what I told you this morning,” said Germaine. “He was in the war, got shot, came back and recovered the use of his left arm, took him two years. Then he got hired by Mr Morton and he’s been running deliveries ever since.”
“Any reason why he’d want to get involved in any unsavory business?”

“Not that I know of. Why?”

“Cause I saw him last night, making a delivery next door to this place. And the place he delivered the goods to closed down over a decade ago.”

“Huh. That’s strange. What time was he delivering?”

“Around eleven.”

“Too late for any of our deliveries. Mr Morton closes up at six and goes home. I get off at five.”

“How about the drivers?”

“They punch out at five also. Any orders that come after three o’clock in the afternoon are delivered the next day.”
“Well, then, we got a mystery here. Neill Adams was delivering something at a closed-up shop, using the company truck, and I’ve got a hunch it’s got a tie with the disappearance of Craig Newton.”

“It does sound suspicious, I’ll give you that. Oh, dinner’s here.”
***

After a delicious dinner, Germaine and Enwood dropped the topic of the case for a while and chattered about other more pleasant things.

“So you’re from outta town, then?” said Enwood.

“Born and raised on a farm upstate. Came to town during the war. Man shortage and all. They were hiring anyone and everyone who would work at the munitions factory. After the war ended, I got hired at Falkland Cannery. It’s the same kind of thing, only we’re canning fish instead of gunpowder. Haha.”

“Don’t you wanna go back to the farm?”

“Eventually. When I’ve made enough money and give mother and father a break. I’ve got about three thousand dollars in government bonds kept in a safe back at the folk’s home. Bought ‘em during the war, they’ll pay back thirty-nine cents on the dollar in twenty years.”

“Ever thought of getting married?”

“Every single day.”
Enwood looked at Germaine, and she looked back. They didn’t know how, but his paw and hers had met without them realizing it. Their fingers entwined and before they could regain their thoughts, the announcer spoke into the mike and everyone turned their heads towards the stage.
“And now, ladies and gentlemen, that most young and fresh of flowers from the bracing waters of Aphrodite’s fountain of youth...for your delight....the dulcet voice...of Miss Lilac Newton.”
Applause rang throughout the hall and Enwood and Germaine joined in, reluctantly taking their paws out of each other’s warm hold.

Lilac, dressed in a purple evening gown and with her hair done up in a cascade of curly seduction, stepped on stage and delivered the most soothing, voluptuous song Enwood had ever heard in his life.

When you cross my way,

My heart won’t stay,

It leaps after you, my honey.

It goes after you,

Straight and true,

Like a gambler on the money.

Baby, don’t you see,

You b’long to me,

It was meant to be, my darling.

You’re my knight in shining armor,

The one ship in my harbor,

Oh, baby, won’t you be miiine....
Lilac enthralled everyone with her song. Everyone present had eyes only for her. As soon as her act was over, she bowed and thanked the audience, who applauded and whistled like crazy. A few roses flew on stage from fans, which Lilac gracefully picked up as she took her exit.

“Enwood, how about we walk her home,” said Germaine. “Her brother’s missing, after all, I bet she’d appreciate the company.”

“Good idea,” said Enwood, waving for the waiter to bring him the check.

***

Lilac came out of the dressing room with a bouquet of roses to find Enwood and Germaine applauding her quietly in the corridor, congratulating her for her performance.
“Oh! Mr Enwood, good evening! And hellow, Germy! I didn’t know you knew each other.”

“We met this morning,” said Germaine. 

“That was beautiful, Lilac,” said Enwood. “Simply beautiful. You know, I’ve never heard anyone sing so lovely in all my life.”

“Why thank you, Mr Enwood. Very glad you liked it. I don’t quite know what to say.”

“Let’s walk home, shall we?” asked Germaine. “Did you get your envelope?”

“Yes. Eighteen dollars, and a few tips. This will come in handy, what with rent being due next week and Craig...”

She went silent. Enwood covered the situation expertly.

“I got positive news, Miss Lilac. Come, let’s walk and talk.”

As they exited the building, they saw a familiar figure in the alley, standing beside a truck as another figure unloaded boxes and carried them into the building beside the Blue Chartreux.

“Hey, it’s lunk again,” said Enwood.

Neill Adams was standing beside the truck while a short and stocky terrier unloaded the boxes. Enwood made a signal with his paw and he and the girls hid behind a stack of crates and watched.

“Who’s he?” asked Lilac.

“Name’s Neill Adams. And I have a hunch he’s got something to do with your brother’s disappearance.”

The terrier finished his work and went into the building, closing the door behind him. Neill walked around his truck to get in the driver seat.

“Well, why don’t we ask him?” said Germaine, and she walked out from behind the crate and approached the truck. Enwood and Lilac followed.

Neill was having trouble starting the truck.

“Hey Neill!” said Germaine. “Fancy seeing you here!”

“Huh?” said Neill, looking up and out the window. “Oh, hellow Miss Taylor. Nice to see you.”

“Having trouble?”

“Yeah...it won’t start again. It did that twice this week, but it always started up after the third try. But now it’s dead.”

“Pop the hood, I’ll see if I can do anything.”

Neill did. And then he noticed Lilac and Enwood walking up to the side of the truck.
“Friends of yours?” asked Neill.

“Yup. This is Miss Lilac Newton, and this is Mr Enwood T. Fox. We were just leaving the nightclub and heading home.”

“Pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise,” said Enwood.

“Please to meet you, sir,” said Lilac.

Enwood noticed the way Neill talked. It wasn’t rough like most city mooks he was used to. He had a clear enunciation, which felt somehow out of place for a truck driver.

“So, making a late delivery?” asked Germaine casually.

“Yeah, the boss asked me to deliver to the food bank. Thirty boxes of canned sardines.”

“That’s funny. The boss is usually home by now. Why couldn’t he have had you run the delivery during normal hours?”

“He didn’t say. But he’s paying fifty-percent more, so I’m not complaining,” said Neill.

Germaine closed the hood.

“That should do it. It was a bad connection. Try it now.”

Neill turned the ignition and the truck started smooth as butter.

“Hey, thanks! Well, I’d better be going home. Have a good evening, Miss Newton, Miss Taylor. Mr Enwood.”

And with that, he drove off.

“Food bank delivery, eh?” said Enwood. “Somethin’ tells me he’s being played. And he’s none the wiser.”

***

Lilac, Enwood and Germaine got to the building that the girls lived in and walked up the rickety staircase to the second floor. Lilac stopped in front of her door and thanked the two for their company and for the information.
“I am so glad I hired you, Mr Enwood. I feel much safer now that I know you’re on the case.”

“Well, that’s awfully kind of you, Miss. I’ll keep you posted as I get closer to finding your brother.”

“Thank you, again. Well, I’d better get these roses in a vase of water and retire for the night. Good night, Mr Enwood. Germy.”

“Good night, honey,” said Germaine.

Lilac’s door closed and Germaine walked with Enwood around the stairwell to her own apartment.

“How about a refreshment and some conversation before we retire for the night, babyface?”

“Sounds good to me,” said Enwood.

She opened the door and switched the lights on. It was a small, well-kept apartment, with simple but comfy-looking furniture and wallpaper with little ducklings and chicks printed on it.

“Sit down on the couch; I’ll get us a glass of something good.”

Enwood sat down and took his pipe and tobacco pouch out of his pocket, lighting himself a good pipe and puffing on is slowly. Germaine opened a cabinet and took out a bottle of amber liquid and two short glasses. Enwood narrowed his eyes.

“You shouldn’t be drinkin’ bourbon, you know,” said Enwood.

“And you shouldn’t be smokin’ tobacco, you know,” retorted Germaine, pouring the glasses.

“Hah. Touché,” said Enwood, accepting the glass she poured for him.

They toasted to the success of the case and sipped the soothing, fiery liquid.

“So what’re you gonna do after the case is solved?” asked Germaine as she lounged on her armchair.
“Take another. Maybe a bigger one. Whatever falls from the tree of misfortune, I’ll grab it and try and turn it upside-down. The city’s got people, and people got problems, so that’s where I come in.”

“You’re the problem solver, eh?” said Germaine, taking another sip.

“You could say that,” said Enwood.

“What’ll you do when your joints get stiff and your strength ain’t what it used to be?”
“I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it,” said Enwood. “No point in worryin’ about it now.”

“Well, there might be a point if you get shot or hurt bad and have to call it quits early, dontcha think?” said Germaine. “I mean, your work ain’t exactly painting china. There’s dangerous people in town who’d love to have a crack at a guy in your line of business.”

“I live for the danger.”

“And you could die from it, just as easy.”

“What’re you sayin’?”

“What I’m sayin’ is: you are all alone and have no guarantee for the future. You could use a wife,” said Germaine.

“Hah! And come home to a nagging broad who’s gonna make me wish I was at the office?”

“Or a nice honey who’s gonna wait for you with warm slippers and a slice of pie.”

“Or complain because I don’t make enough dough.”

“Or cook you a nice dinner and give you kisses after a rough day.”

“Or pack up one night and leave to live with her mom.”

“Or bring you the paper every Sunday morning and a cup of hot coffee in a sexy dishabille.”

Enwood stood up.

“I know what you’re drivin’ at, sister. But if there’s one thing I have never stood for, it’s being pushed around by a dame. You hear?”

Germaine stood up, put her paw on his chest and pushed him down on the couch, making him fall onto the cushions with a surprised look on his face.

“Well, looks like you’re bein’ pushed by one now, babyface. And you ain’t standin’, are you?”

“Now wait just one damned minute...”

Germaine’s leg settled onto his lap and her paws on his shoulders.

“Uh...wait a minute, sister...see here...”

Her lips closed on his and any sound he could make was drowned out by the kiss they shared. A kiss that went on longer than either had thought, but they weren’t complaining.

When Germaine pulled back for breath, she opened her eyes to find a dazzled-looking Enwood with eyes agleam with confused bliss.

“I...uh...I was...what was I sayin’?”

“You were gonna say ‘Yes, I do.’ And the priest would ask me the next line.”

“Now, hold on, sister. If you think for one second I’m a marryin’ man, I...”

She kissed him again, briefer and more fiery this time.

“...I...might just consider it.”

She grinned and settled herself comfortably on his lap.
“There’s a nice clear patch of rocky soil about half-a-mile from my folks’ place. A nice farmhouse would look nice on it.”

“With a barn and a stable,” said Enwood.

“And a garage for the boat we could take to the lake on weekends,” said Germaine.

“And big enough for the trailer to go camping in the summer.”

“The kids would love that,” said Germaine.

“Yeah, they’d...HOLD ON! Now, look here, missy...”

Germaine just giggled and kissed him again, and he laughed. And it was then that they heard a scream.

“HELP!”

They knew it was Lilac. Enwood and Germaine got up and rushed out the door and into the hallway. They raced around the stairwell and Enwood wrenched Lilac’s door open. Inside, they saw her on the floor, and a big burly beaver was standing over her with a box.

Germaine acted immediately and grabbed a vase from the sideboard, tossing it at the beaver and hitting him square on the head.

“UGH!”

The big lug closed his eyes and in that second, Enwood dashed over and picked Lilac up, pulling her away from her attacker. Germaine took Lilac and Enwood rushed at the beaver, just as the guy opened his eyes. Enwood punched the beaver in the stomach and he dropped the box.

The beaver quickly recovered and punched Enwood back in the jaw. Then he turned around and whipped his tail at Enwood’s face. The fox ducked right on time, but the beaver took the opportunity to bolt out the open window in the living room and race down the fire escape. Enwood tried to race after him, but the beaver had jumped and landed on a pile of garbage. The fox watched as the beaver rushed towards a parked car in the alley below and took off down the street like a bullet.

“A-501L. Blue Ford, I’d say model 47,” said Enwood to himself, jotting it down in his notebook.
He returned to the girls and saw that Germaine had sat Lilac down on the sofa and was pouring her a drink. Lilac looked shocked but relieved. Enwood looked down at the box the beaver had dropped. It had popped open and there was a bunch of papers spilling out. Important-looking papers.

“Are you alright, Miss Lilac?” asked Enwood.

“I’m fine. But what about you? You need some ice for that bruise.”

“Ahh, I’ll be fine. I’ve had worse,” said Enwood, even though the lump on his jaw was beginning to throb.

“I’ll get you some ice, babyface,” said Germaine. “You sit with Lilac, I’ll be right back.”
Enwood sat down with Lilac and made sure she was okay. Then his eyes turned to the papers on the floor. He knew what they were immediately. They were government bonds. A big stack of them, probably hundreds of thousands worth of bonds. But he also knew that Lilac and her brother couldn’t afford all those bonds. So there was only one explanation.

“Miss Lilac, I hate to bring this up at such a time, but I don’t think you’ve been completely honest with me,” said Enwood with as much tact as he could muster . “Now why don’t you tell me the whole truth so I can help you? What was your brother gettin’ himself into?”

Lilac sighed, took a short pause, and then started talking.

***

“It started two weeks ago,” said Lilac as Germaine pressed an ice bag against Enwood’s jaw and they sat and listened to her. “Craig got a visit from some guys in suits. They said they were representing a...um...an ‘important and wealthy client who was also a philanthropist interested in his work’...that was the way they put it. I could smell trouble from a mile away, but Craig just told me to make some coffee and I went into the kitchen. But I eavesdropped on them and it turns out they were working for a guy we’d heard about...Jonas Santino.”

“Santino?” said Enwood. “Jonas ‘Bambino’ Santino?”
“Yeah, that’s the one,” said Lilac. “You know him.”

“Every cop, gumshoe and private dick in town knows that name. Most would give their false teeth to nab this guy and see him in stripes, but not one has come close.”
Enwood took his notebook out and thumbed it to a page where there was a newspaper-cutout picture pasted beside some names. Germaine and Lilac looked and saw a short and plump stag with a fashionable suit holding an expensive looking cigar. Under the picture was the name.

“Bambino Santino, it’s what his inner circle calls him because of his short stature,” said Enwood. “But please, go on. Miss Lilac.”

“Alright,” Lilac continued her story. “Well, after that first meeting, we kept getting late night calls. At first Craig would hang up. But then, we got a knock on the door and Craig talked to someone in low voices. Then he got his coat and left. When I asked him where he was going, he just said not to worry, that I should go back to sleep.”

She took a sip of the whisky and soda water Germaine had gotten for her, and went on.
“Craig was getting more and more quiet and moody by the day. Whenever I asked, he just deflected. Then one night, he brought home a box. That box, the one on the floor. I asked him what it was, and he told me he needed it to get us out of the trouble we were in. Then he got a phone call. And that was the day he disappeared.”

“Hmm...” Enwood thought about all this.

“I think I know what Craig was going to do,” said Germaine. “That box is full of bonds.”

“Yeah, but we all know Craig can’t afford all those bonds,” said Enwood.

“And since he’s a printer, and a damned fine one, there’s only one explanation.”

Enwood and Germaine looked at each other and spoke in unison.

“They’re fakes.”

Enwood grinned.

“You’d make a good detective’s helper, kiddo.”
“Are you hiring?” Germaine teased.

Lilac couldn’t help smiling, despite the situation.
“Anyway,” she went on. “I think he was going to go to the police. And he’d show them the box of fakes as evidence. But they got him before he could tell anyone.”

“In that case, I think we’ve got almost all the pieces in place,” said Enwood. “See, they need Craig because he’s the only one who can print the fake bonds. They probably threatened him by saying that they’d come after you if he didn’t cooperate. So now he’s at their hideout, wherever it might be, and he’s working for them and keeping his head down so you won’t be harmed. Now, I have a hunch but I still need evidence. I think they’re storing the phony bonds in the building next to the Blue Chartreux. Twice I’ve seen that big lunk of a driver, Neill Adams, going to that place to deliver boxes of what he thinks is food to what he thinks is a food bank. That’s the alley around which your brother disappeared, as far as my investigation goes. I would put money down that what’s in those boxes ain’t sardines.”

“Do you think my boss, Mr Morton, is involved?” asked Germaine.

“Can’t say for sure,” said Enwood. “He might be, or he might not know it.”

Enwood stood up and walked across the room.

“I have to get some things done before I call it a night,” he said. “Miss Lilac, for the time being, I think it’ll be best if you stay with Miss Taylor in her apartment. You’ll be safer there. And until we close this case, it’s best if you don’t go anywhere alone. Stay where people can see you and try not to go into places you don’t know. In the meantime, I’ll be taking this box of phony bonds.”

“Alright, Mr Enwood. Thank you so much.”

“You can thank me when the case is closed. We’re getting close. See you ladies soon.”

“Good night, babyface,” said Germaine with a cheeky wink.

Enwood smiled broadly, put on his hat, and left.

***

--------------------

It was almost a full circle. I had a license plate of a blue Ford to look up, a box of fake bonds as hard evidence, and a headache. All I needed now was to find out where they were operating and I’d find the missing brother, and with some luck I could catch Bambino in the act and put him behind bars. Nice feather in my cap that would be. Easier said than done, though. Every cop worth his boots had been trying to nail Bambino Santino for years and with no luck. That slippery old buck knew every dirty trick in the book, and some he just made up. I’d have to play my cards carefully if I wanted to dismantle this operation. I just hope it wasn’t too late.
--------------------

Germaine and Lilac went shopping for groceries the next day. To take their mind off the whole affair, they decided to stop by Madame Fauntleroy’s Lady’s Emporium and see if they couldn’t find some accessories. It was a nice little shop right across the street from the Blue Chartreux and it carried all sorts of fashionable items, dresses and bonnets, patterns and other little fancy things for ladies to look splendid. As they browsed and showed each other the nice items, an expensive-looking car parked outside and a fancy vixen in mink stepped out of the car and walked into the store.
“There’s a million-dollar moll, if I’ve ever seen one,” said Lilac quietly as they watched the vixen enter the store.

Madame Beatrice Fauntleroy, a kind-faced old white rabbit, stepped out from behind the counter.
“Good afternoon, Miss O’Hara!” she said happily.

“Good afternoon, Betty, honey,” said the newly arrived. “I stopped by to see if my order is ready.”

“It’s waiting for you, dear,” said Madame Fauntleroy. “If you’ll please step this way.”

“Just a second, now...it’s so nice to see fellow ladies shopping together. How do you do, ladies?”

The vixen, named Miss O’Hara, spoke kindly to Germaine and Lilac. She had a faux classy sort of dialect, the kind gangster molls typically spoke.

“Miss Snowpaw O’Hara, at your service,” said the vixen, extending her paws for the girls.

Both girls smiled and returned the greetings and said their names, but in their minds they couldn’t help feeling a bit of contempt for a lady who dressed fancy and lived a cushy life off a mobster’s dollar.

“I happen to know just what would go perfect with you, girls,” said Miss Snowpaw O’Hara. “Let’s start with you, dear.”

She put her arm around Germaine’s waist and they went to the fitting room.

“Betty, honey, the teal satin evening dress and the opal earrings. You know the ones.”

“I do, Miss O’Hara,” said the old rabbit storeowner.

“We’ll have you looking just fabulous,” said Miss Snowpaw. Then she turned to Lilac “Don’t you go away, kiddo, ‘cause you’re next. I want you looking just as fancy.”

Before Lilac could answer, the curtain to the fitting room closed and the old rabbit lady fussed about getting the accessories and dress she was asked for. Lilac looked at a lovely pair of amber earrings and imagined them shining in the spotlight as she danced and sang at a great stage. They were very expensive, though.

Just as Lilac had turned her attention to another pair of earrings, something outside caught her attention. Looking out the window, she spotted someone getting out of a truck and walking towards a building. It was Neill Adams, and he was going into the building that Mr Enwood had told them about, the one where he suspected the bond forgers were operating out of.

Looking back behind her, she saw that everyone was distracted. Quietly, she exited the building and quickly ran across the street, sidling along the front of the Blue Chartreux and peeking around the corner. It was Neill Adams, alright. And with him...

“Oh my goodness!”

It was the beaver who had broken into her apartment the night before! So the truck driver was involved in all this!

Both the wolf and the beaver went into the building and closed the door behind them. Lilac noticed that the cargo door of the truck was half-open. Instinctively, she walked towards it and pushed it open just a fraction.

“Heavens.”

There were boxes upon boxes, stacked on top of each other. She got into the truck and quickly tore at the packing tape with her claw, and opened the top of the box.

It was stuffed...stuffed...full of fake bonds.

“There must be a billion dollars worth here!” she whispered to herself. “Mr Enwood was right. I gotta tell him about his.”

But as she jumped out of the truck...she felt strong paws holding her!

“AHA!” said the beaver thug, looking smug. “Well, hellow there, Missy!”

Lilac was paralyzed with fear! She saw Neill behind the beaver, towering about him and herself.

“Looks like we caught ourselves a snoop,” said the beaver. “Find anything interesting?”
Neill looked confused, then looked in the truck and saw the open box. The expression on his face went to confusion to surprise, and then desperation.

“What the hell...” he started to say.

“Hey, Neill! What do you think we should do with this beauty, eh?” asked the beaver, turning to him.

Lilac looked up at the wolf right in front of her. The beaver was holding her tightly and she watched in horror as Neill cracked his knuckles and the beaver chuckled. 

She closed her eyes and braced herself, wishing she had listened to Enwood and not gone anywhere alone. She could feel the wolf lifting his fist, taking aim...
“Please let this be quick...” she thought desperately.

The fist swung! And SMACK!

But Lilac felt nothing. Then, she felt the grip of the beaver’s paws loosen and his body fall into a heap behind her. She opened her eyes and saw Neill looking down at her, with his hat in his paw.

“Are you alright, Miss?” he asked shyly.

Lilac was fine. A bit shaken, perhaps, but fine.

“Well, I’ll be, if it ain’t just my luck,” said Neill angrily. “I thought something was fishy, and it wasn’t sardines.”

He looked around.

“We gotta get outta here, Miss.”

Lilac looked at the beaver, out cold on the ground.

“Is he...dead?”

“I sure hope not. I’m in enough trouble as it is,” said Neill.

“Wait...I have someone waiting for me at the shop across the street,” said Lilac. “Why don’t we just...hide over there?”

“What about the truck?” asked Neill.

“You don’t wanna take it. It’s full of evidence that can put you in jail. Suppose your buddy down there wakes up and decides to rat on you?”

“You’re....right. Gosh, you’re smart, Miss. I haven’t thought of that.”

“Come with me, quick!”

Lilac took Neill’s huge paw in her tiny one and tugged at him to run with her. They exited the alley, crossed the street and entered Madame Fauntleroy’s as if nothing happened.

Neill took his hat off and sat down on a cushioned seat beside the racks of dresses and dishabilles. Lilac sat on the seat beside him. They were both hidden from view from anyone who happened to look in the window.
Madame Fauntleroy walked out of the fitting room, where Germaine was being dolled up with the help of Miss Snowpaw. She turned her head and saw Neill and frowned.

“Young man, in case you haven’t noticed, this is a lady’s shop. Might I ask what you what you are doing in here?” she said crossly.

“It’s okay, Madame Fauntleroy. He’s with me,” said Lilac quickly, holding his arm affectionately and making the wolf blush with surprise.

The old rabbit wrinkled her nose.

“Fine. But I want no peeping toms in my shop, young man, or I will be forced to call the police.”

“Oh, of course, Madame,” said Neill awkwardly. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

As the old rabbit turned around to arrange her boxes of sewing things, Neill whispered to Lilac.

“Thanks for covering for me,” he said.

“No problem,” said Lilac.

And just then, the curtain to the fitting room swung open, and Miss Snowpaw announced Germaine.
“Ta-da! I give you, a new woman!”

Madame Fauntleroy applauded daintily as Germaine stepped out and looked in the three-sided mirror.

“It sure is lovely!” said Germaine, looking in the mirror.

Then she caught sight of the reflection of a big burly wolf in driver uniform sitting in the corner behind a rack of dresses.

“Neill?!” she said. “Neill Adams!”

“Uh...good afternoon, Miss Taylor,” he answered shyly.

She turned around and saw clearly. Lilac was still holding his arm. They both had a guilty look on their faces. What had happened in the five minutes she’d been in the dressing room with Miss Snowpaw?
“Oh, you look fabulous, honey!” said Miss Snowpaw, taking her paws and turning her gently in front of the mirror. “Betty, honey, she looks great, doesn’t she?”

“Most becoming, dearie,” said the old rabbit.

“Absolutely fabulous,” said Miss Snowpaw. “Alright, now let’s do your sister. Betty, the blue watered-silk dress and the amber earrings would be just darling on this little minx.”

Miss Snowpaw took Lilac’s paws and led her to the dressing room. As Madame Fauntleroy followed them, Germaine walked up beside Neill and looked at him suspiciously.
“So...since when are you sweet on Miss Lilac, eh, sly old dog?” she said.

“Miss Taylor, it isn’t what you think it is,” said Neill. “I, uh...we, uh...see, I’m a victim of circumstance.”
“Aha. That’s what they all say,” said Germaine.

“I can explain. Just...not here,” said Neill. “Miss Lilac will tell you. She saw it too.”

“Saw what?”

“Boxes. Filled with papers. Bonds.”

Germaine’s eyes went wide.

“But I had nothing to do with it!” whispered Neill. “I swear! I thought I was delivering food for the orphans and widows. Turns out I was hauling dodgy bonds.”

“How did you find out?”

“Miss Lilac...she saw me and crossed the street...and she opened a box in the truck...and we both saw the papers.”

Just then, Miss Snowpaw opened the curtain and announced Lilac.

“We’ll talk about this later,” whispered Germaine and composed herself into a smile.

Lilac looked fabulous! The amber earrings she loved so much looked perfect on her. If there’s one thing they could say about Miss Snowpaw, she did have a taste for fashion.
“You look fantastic, honey!” said Miss Snowpaw as she admired Lilac. “You’ll break the hearts of every boy from here to Milwaukee in a heartbeat! Starting by that one over there.”
Snowpaw pointed at Neill, who just chuckled embarrassedly. He was no accustomed to being surrounded by so many feminine beauties in such a ladylike place. The girls couldn’t help giggling.

“Alright, it’s settled. Betty, honey. Put them in dress boxes, will you, dearie? And charge them to my tab.”

Germaine and Lilac were stunned.

“Oh, that’s most generous of you, Miss Snowpaw, but we couldn’t possibly accept,” said Germaine. “It’s too much.”

“I insist, honey,” said Miss Snowpaw smiling. “It’ll be my good deed of the week.”

Lilac and Germaine knew there was no convincing Miss Snowpaw otherwise, so they thanked her very much and accepted the gifts.

“I haven’t had so much fun in a long time. You girls are a swell pair. We ought to do lunch together sometime.”

“That would be nice,” said Lilac as she and Germaine went back into the dressing room to get their clothes back on and for Madame Fauntleroy to pack their new dresses.

After all was packaged and ready, Miss Snowpaw bid goodbye to Germaine and Lilac, who walked happily out of the store after thanking her once more, followed by the awkward lunk Neill. Miss Snowpaw remained to get herself something fancy as the three walked away and back towards Germaine’s apartment.
“Now, Neill. Let’s hear the whole story.”

***

--------------------

The phone rang and it was Miss Lilac. She sounded like she’d just discovered gunpowder by the excitement. Said she’d bumped into that lumberin’ truck driver, Neill Adams, came across some interesting discovery. Well, I was just leavin’ the office anyway. Got an owner and an address on that blue Ford. A-501L, belonging to one Chuck Warrington, beaver, thirty three, juvenile delinquent, record of petty theft, convicted for breaking and entering in ’36. It definitely fit the bill. The Adams feller, however, clean as a whistle. Two tours in Europe, Distinguished Service Cross awarded in ’44, clean as a baby’s conscience. My hunch told me he was being played like a fiddle. With a bit of luck, we’d find out for sure and close the noose on this band of counterfeiters before the night was over.
--------------------

Germaine served coffee as Enwood sat across the coffee table from Neill and questioned him. Lilac sat on the armchair between the two, looking from one face to the other.
“So, let’s see if I got it straight,” said Enwood. “You were called to haul the boxes every night for a week and a half. And this afternoon, Saturday, even though it was outside your working hours.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” said Neill.

“And you didn’t once think it was fishy?” said Enwood.

“I needed the money. And I figured it was my chance to prove myself to the boss and climb up the ladder.”

“Go above and beyond the call, eh?”
“Something like that.”

“Well, here’s the thing, bub,” said Enwood. “I believe ya. But I doubt a judge will. See, in the eyes of the law, you’re a co-conspirator and the only way to get you off the hook is to prove you were unaware of the whole situation. Which is hard to prove. However, if you were to help catch these counterfeiters and put ‘em behind bars...well, that would help your case.”

“I’ll do anything. I swear on my mother’s grave I had no idea what was in those boxes. Anything to stop those crooks and clear my name.”

“Alright. I have an idea. Now, Miss Lilac, you said you saw the beaver guy, Chuck Warrington, down by the Blue Chartreux, correct?”

“Yes, Mr Enwood. He was unloading the boxes and taking them into the building.”

“A boss is always close to his dough,” said Enwood. “We’ll probably find him there. If we can get the police to raid the place, we can catch him red-handed. But we need hard proof. We gotta make sure they’re all in there and the evidence is there for the cops.”
“I think I have a plan,” said Germaine. “The building uses the same kind of power circuit board that the Blue Chartreux uses. The buildings were built around the same time. If I can cut the power for a few minutes, you two can sneak in and find a place to hide before I restore the power. Then you can case the joint and see if you can put a wrench in their operation.”
They all looked at Germaine. She grinned.
“What? I did quite a few odd jobs during the war.”

“Only one hitch in that plan,” said Enwood. “You won’t be there. It’s too dangerous...”

“Oh, you can stop right there, babyface. You’ll need all the help you can get,” said Germaine. “Lilac will call the police on my signal, as soon as you boys can make sure they’ll have enough to put those crooks behind bars.”

“Yes,” said Lilac. “It’s my brother’s life, after all.”

Enwood knew there was no talking them out of it. They were determined.

“Fine,” he said. “We’d better start planning. Neill, there’s a gun in that drawer beside the kitchen door. You take it. Lilac, you’ll stay outside across the street from the place. There’s a public phone booth, you’ll call the cops from there. We gotta do this right, we’ll only get one shot.”
***

Lilac was standing in front of the Blue Chartreux, pretending to be reading the day’s program. Germaine was already on the roof of the building next door, while Neill and Enwood stood at the side entrance of the building. Enwood was using a set of lock picks to open the door while Neill made sure nobody was watching. Germaine held a blue handkerchief, which would be the signal. She’d drop it and Lilac would call the police.
“Alright,” said Enwood. “Door’s open.”
He whistled Dixie and Germaine knew that was his signal. She quickly went to the circuit board of the building and opened it, turning two switches, the main and auxiliary. Immediately, the whole building went dark.

“Now or never, Neill,” said Enwood.

“Right behind ya,” said the wolf.

Both men went into the building and squinted in the dark. They found a place in a broom closet to hide, listening to voices inside saying something about getting candles and checking the fuse box. They waited 30 seconds and suddenly, the lights came back on.

“Musta been a short circuit,” said a familiar voice not far, belonging to Chuck Warrington, the beaver.

“C’mon, the boss wants us to finish counting the boxes,” said another voice, which Neill recognized as Eddie, the terrier who always received his shipments.

Both listened as Eddie and Chuck walked past the broom closet and opened a door to the left. Then, waiting for a few seconds, Enwood opened the closet door and he and Neill followed the direction the two goons had gone in.

Enwood peeked through the keyhole. He saw the two goons with boxes of fake bonds, putting them in stacks of ten.

“Okay, now on my signal,” said Enwood, and Neill readied his gun.

Enwood nodded and they burst in!

The two goons looked around and were too shocked to react. Neill pistol-whipped the beaver and Enwood punched the terrier in the face, leaving them both out cold.

“Ropes,” said Neill, pointing to a pile of ropes and paint supplies in the corner.
They tied up the two goons good and gagged them with their own handkerchiefs. Then they tore open a few boxes of fake bonds and left the papers on the floor so the cops could see.

“We gotta let the girls know,” said Neill.

“You go ahead,” said Enwood. “I just know Santino is in here, I have a hunch he’ll have an escape hatch somewhere and he’ll use it as soon as he hears the sirens. I’ll keep him busy while the cops arrive.”

“Okay. But I’ll be with you soon. Can’t take any chances,” said Neill.

The wolf went outside and waved to Germaine. The vixen dropped the blue handkerchief on the street, and Lilac saw it. She quickly crossed the street towards the phone booth and dialed the police.

Enwood followed the corridor to a door at the end, which led to a staircase. He quietly went upstairs and suddenly smelled cigar smoke and brandy. He knew he was close.
“See? This gig will put you and me on the sunny side of easy street, baby,” said a voice not far. “Caviar and drinks with paper umbrellas every Saturday.”

“Oh, Bambi! You will take me on vacation to Hawaii, won’t you? You promised you would,” said a female voice.

“Of course, Tootsie, anything for you,” said the smooth voice back.

“And I wanna go on a cruise too,” said the female voice.

“We’ll go first class, honeypot.”

“And a new fur coat.”

“It’s that wanna-be classy floozy, Snowpaw O’Hara,” said a voice behind Enwood.

The fox almost yelped and jumped as he turned around. Germaine was behind him!

“Huh?! How...when...”

“I came down the fire escape,” whispered Germaine. “Thought you could use a hand.”

“Where’s Neill?”

“He’s keeping an eye on Lilac and the goons,” said Germaine. “C’mon, babyface, let’s nab this crook and his two-bit moll.”

Enwood nodded. They walked silently until they came to a doorway, and they could hear the voices in the room beyond.
“Germaine, stay behind me,” said Enwood, taking a revolver from his pocket.

He swung into the room and raised his gun. Germaine stood behind him. They both saw the two people in the room: a short and plump stag, Jonas Santino in his fine white suit, and his moll, Snowpaw O’Hara, in her mink coat and pearls.

“Stay where you are, Santino!” said Enwood.

The stag looked at Enwood and Germaine, then at the gun. Snowpaw looked at the gun and shrieked.

“AAHH! Bambi! Save me! He’s got a gun!”

“Now now, babycakes, I’ll handle this,” said Santino, looking all businesslike. “So, a two-bit private dick decides to try and close the trap on me, eh? Well, you ain’t the first one to try and put me in jail, son. And you won’t be the last. Name your price and we’ll all leave happy and nobody’ll get hurt.”

“You ain’t weaseling your way outta this one, Santino,” said Enwood. “Where are you keeping Craig Newton?”

“Craig? Craig, Craig...hmm, name doesn’t ring any bells.”

“Maybe this’ll refresh your memory,” said Germaine, taking a fake bond out of her pocket and waving it about.

Santino’s face went pale.

“Where’d you get that?!”

“Eek! Bambi! Tell him to put away his gun!” whined Snowpaw. “I can’t stand guns!”

“Uh...look here, pal. Can’t you humor the lady and put your piece away?” said Santino. “She has a thing about guns, see? She gets really nervous around them.”

“Fat chance,” said Enwood. “Now tell me. Craig Newton. Where’re you holding him?”
“Bambiiii! He’s scaring me!” whined Snowpaw.

Suddenly, they heard sirens in the distance. The cops were getting there and were surrounding the building.

“Look here, pal...you got me fair and square,” said Santino. “Can’t you just put the gun away? The cops’ll be here anyway. For my honey’s sake.”

“Oh, alright,” said Enwood. “Just for the lady.”

As soon as Enwood put his revolver back in its holster, Santino moved like lightning and drew a pistol. Enwood tried to draw but he heard the gunshots and felt two sharp pains: on his left leg, and on his right paw. The first bullet went through his leg, but the second grazed his paw. His first thought as he fell to the ground was Germaine!

But before he hit the ground, Germaine held him and fished into his coat for the gun. But Santino was quicker.

“HOLD IT!” said the stag. “One move, sister, and your boyfriend gets it!”

Germaine looked up at the mobster with fury. She knew they were cornered. If either of them moved, he’d shoot.

“Now, you two are going to stay right there, nice and easy,” said Santino. “Me and my honey here are going to make our getaway. And if any of you tries to follow, you’ll get a parting gift made of lead.”

And then, like a bolt from the blue, a high-heel shoed foot whipped out of nowhere and kicked the gun out of his hoof!
“I’m afraid you’ll find that difficult, Bambi,” said Snowpaw.
“What the...”

Santino turned around and saw Snowpaw with a .22 revolver in her paws, aiming square at his head, and holding something in her other paw.

“Now you be a good boy and just stay right where you are, Bambi,” said Snowpaw, no longer in her floozy dialect.

“Honeypot...what the hell do you think you’re doing?!” shouted Santino.

“My job, handsome,” she said and flicked her paw, opening what they saw was a leather wallet. There was a badge inside and an I.D. In big letters, they saw F.B.I.

“Miss O’Hara?” asked Germaine surprised. “You’re a Fed?”

“Right you are, sister,” said Snowpaw. “Been on this case for six months now. Best cover is hiding in plain sight, as they say. So I pretended to be a lady of ill repute and wrapped this pretty boy around my little finger. And now we’ve got all the evidence we need to get this Bambino in a nice cozy cell with a barred window, facing the prison courtyard.”

Why, you....you....” Santino was beside himself with rage. “You double-crossing no-account two-bit...”

“Oh, can it, Bambi. You knew better than to trust a woman with your secrets,” said Snowpaw sardonically. “But don’t worry. Where you’re going, you ain’t going to be seeing any women for a long, long time.”

“Can’t say I feel bad about that!” spat Santino just as the first police officers started pouring into the room.
***

--------------------

And so it was that we nabbed the famous Jonas ‘Bambino’ Santino. I took a pretty bad shot to the leg and a nasty graze on my right paw, but it was worth it. A quick night at the hospital and I was all patched up, and with a nice wheelchair to help my leg rest and recover. Neill Adams, the big lug, helped testify. He looked all spick and span in his Marine gala uniform taking the oath at the courthouse. His and Germaine’s boss Morton Crowley, the owner of the cannery, showed up too. Turns out he was being blackmailed and he had to run the shipments of whatever Santino told him. He was glad to see Santino in front of a judge, I tell ya.

Miss Lilac looked like a doll and a half and happier than I’d ever seen her, with her brother Craig beside her. Turns out he was being kept prisoner in his own printing house, using his printing press in the basement to make them phony bonds and being guarded by two goons. The two scrammed as soon as they heard the sirens, but they were caught. The Warrington beaver mook and his buddy Eddie got themselves a pair of nice bunks in the state pen. Jonas Santino got himself an even better bunk in the state high-security prison. I gotta remember to cut out that picture and paste it in my scrap book. You know...for a keepsake.
But that ain’t the end of the story. Turns out, Lilac got a letter two days later from New York. Something about her singing. A producer listened to her sing and asked her to go and make a recording for a Broadway tryout. I tell ya, that kid is going places. Well, Neill Adams was out of a job, so he offered to escort her to New York, and she accepted. Didn’t take any work convincing her brother none, too, which surprised me. But Germaine said she wasn’t surprised. She had a hunch about those two, see? I oughta hire her as full-time detective’s assistant, ‘cause she’s got as good hunches as I do. But you can’t exactly hire family, now can you? Well, hehehe...who woulda thought of it. 
--------------------

***

Craig Newton, a handsome if somewhat portly fox, stood with his sister Lilac and their friend Neill Adams at the bus station. Germaine stood behind the wheelchair in which Enwood was sitting and chatting with the three. They were all happy and excited for the new prospects.

“You take good care of that little lady, now, you hear, Neill?” said Enwood. “You got a golden goose there, and I have a hunch we’ll all be listening to her on the radio in the next few months.”

“Sure will, Mr Enwood!” said Neill proudly. “Marine’s honor.”

“Oh, and, uh...I almost forgot. Lilac, here. I wanted to give you this,” said Enwood, fishing in his coat and taking out an envelope.

Lilac took it and opened it. She saw that it was filled with money. There must have been at least two thousand dollars in there.

“It’s your share of the reward for capturing Santino, see?” said Enwood. “I have a hunch it’ll come in useful in New York.”
“Mr Enwood, this is so very generous. I don’t know how I could possibly accept, though,” said Lilac.

“Aww, don’t start with that, kiddo. Take it. Your brother and I talked about it last night and he agrees,” said Enwood.

Craig nodded in acknowledgement.

“This is your big chance, sis,” said Craig. “If you impress those producers, you’ll be on your way to Broadway. This means your dream, Lilac. You’ve always wanted to be a star, ever since you were little.”

“Oh, Craig,” said Lilac. “Mr Enwood...this means so much...I don’t know what to say...”

Germaine smiled, walked up to her and gave her a hug and a kiss.

“Go and knock their socks off, kiddo!” she said. “And when you do, make sure Neill gets a nice pressed suit and a briefcase. Because he’s gonna be your manager, right Neill?”

She looked up at the wolf, who grinned and nodded.

“I’ll do my very best,” he said. “It’ll be a rest from driving that rickety truck.”

Just then, they heard shoes clicking towards them. They turned and saw Miss Snowpaw O’Hara walking briskly towards the group.

“Whew! Glad I caught you in time,” said Snowpaw. “Hey there, Lilac! Looking ready to break every heart on the Eastern Seaboard!”

Everyone chuckled.

“Glad you could make it, Miss O’Hara,” said Germaine.

“Oh, honey, it’s just Snowpaw for you,” she said. “There’s things people don’t come out of without becoming friends, and nabbing an infamous crime boss is one of them.”

She handed Lilac a small package.

“Just a little parting gift,” she said. “Open it.”

Lilac did. Inside was a beautiful set of jewelry. A necklace and earrings that were sparkly and delicately detailed. She was speechless with delight.

“Normally, I’d have to turn in all this stuff to the agency, see?” said Snowpaw. “But I figured, what the heck. A little souvenir ain’t gonna hurt anyone. So you take ‘em, kiddo. I won’t be needing them. My days as a gangster’s moll are over, hehe.”

“Oh, Miss Snowpaw, I don’t know what to say,” said Lilac. “I feel so fortunate, it’s more than I could ever wish for.”

“You just make those bigwig producers heads spin and sign a label for a record and mail me an autographed one,” said Snowpaw encouragingly. “Sign it: To Snowpaw, my number two fan!”

“Hehehe. Who’s number one?” asked Lilac.

“Why, big bad soldier boy there!” said Snowpaw, giving Neill a wink. “I knew he was your number one fan since I first laid eyes on the two of you in the fashion store, hehe.”

Neill chuckled and blushed.

Just then, the conductor called for all passengers to New York to board the bus.

“Well, this is it!” said Lilac. “Wish us luck, everyone!”

They all kissed Lilac and shook Neill’s paw and wished them both good luck and good trip! And then they watched and waved as the bus left the station and parted towards New York.

 “Well, I’ll be off now,” said Snowpaw. “Gotta turn in my report in Washington. Give me a call anytime, honey. It’ll be great to hear from you.”
She gave Germaine her card. Then they kissed and hugged and said goodbye.

“Well, I’ll be off to work,” said Craig, saying goodbye to Enwood and Germaine. “Can’t ever thank you enough for what you did for my little sister and me.”

“A pleasure,” said Enwood. “You take care of yourself, buddy.”

“Will do!” said Craig.

And he left. Germaine took the handles of Enwood’s wheelchair and grinned.

“So, what was that about not being pushed around by a dame, eh?” she said.

“Har har,” said Enwood grinning. “You’re quite the joker.”

“Where to, babyface?” asked Germaine.

“Tilly’s Diner,” said Enwood. “I’ve got a hankering for pecan pie and there ain’t a better place in town.”

“Mind if we stop by Madame Fauntleroy’s first?”

“Not at all.”

“I gotta ask her a few pointers for my wedding dress.”

Enwood looked up at her.

“Now see here, sister....”

Germaine kissed his lips, and it was a sweet and playful kiss.

“...uh...make it satin. I’ve always liked the feel of satin.”

“For you, baby, it’ll be satin. And anything else you fancy,” said Germaine, humming a merry tune as they rolled down along the sidewalk, planning their future together.

***
