THE BLUE-NOSED

REINDEER

A John Jugtin Mdlory Story

by Mike Resnick

"Bah," said Mdlory, as he entered the office with a
Racing Form tucked under hisarm. "And while I'm
thinking about it, humbug."

Winnifred Carruthers turned to him and dabbed
some Swegt from her pudgy face.

"Y ou don' like the way I'm decorating the tree?"

she asked.

"Christmas trees are supposed to be green,” said
Mdlory.

"Just because they were green in your Manhattan
doesn't mean they have to be green everywhere, John
Judtin," replied Winnifred. "Persondly, | think mauve
isamuch nicer color." She pushed awisp of white
hair back from her forehead and stepped back to ad-
mire her handiwork- "Do you think it needs more
ornaments?'

"If you put any more ornaments on it, the damned
thing will collagpse of itsown weight.”

"Then perhaps sometinsd," she suggested.

"It'sjust the office tree, Winnifred," said Mdlory.

"If people need a detective agency, they'll come here
whether we decorate the place or not.”

"Well, it makes mefed better," shesaid. "I'd string
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rows of popcorn, but . . ." She glanced at the remark-
ably human but definitely feline cregture lying langor-
oudy on awindowsll, staring out at the snow.
"Yeah, | seeyour point,” said Malory. "Though
sheld probably prefer that you string up arow or two
of dead mice."

"I'd rather kill them mysdlf,” purred the cresture.
"Youdoit too fast. That takesdl the fun out of it."
"Werefedling bloodthirsty this holiday season,

arent we, Felina?' said Madlory.

"| fed the same asdways," said Felinawithout
taking her eyes off thefaling snow.

"I think that'swhat | meant,” said Mdlory sar-
donicdly.

"I'm going to St down for aminute or two," an-
nounced Winnifred. "'I'm not the woman | wasfifty
years ago."

"Y ou want meto put the star on the top?" asked
Madlory. "My amsare longer.”

"If youwould," said Winnifred gratefully.

"You don't want to do it now," said Felina,

"Why not?' asked Mdlory.

"Because you're about to have avistor.”

"Y ou see him outsde?'

She shook her head and smiled alanguorousfeine
smile. "l hear him on theroof."

"A vidtor or athief?" asked Mdlory.

"Oneor the other," said Felina

Mdlory waked to his desk and took his pistol out



of the top drawer, then walked to the front door and
waited,

"He's not coming that way," said Felina.

"Which window?"' demanded Mdlory.

"None."

"Thereign't any other way in," sad Mdlory.
"Yesthereis" sad Fdina, dtill smiling.
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Mallory was about to ask her what it was, when he
heard athud and an "Oof!" coming from thefire-
place. He walked over and trained his gun on the huge
figure that sat there, dusting soot off hisbright red
coat.

"Isthat any way to greet aclient?' said the man,
garing at Mdlory *spigtol.

"Clients come through the front door," replied Md-
lory, il pointing thegun at him. "Thievesand in-
truders dide down the chimney.”

"Sideishardly theword,” said the man. "They're
building 'em narrower and narrower these days.”
"Maybe you'd better explain what you'redoing in
my chimney inthefirg place" said Mdlory.
"It'straditiona. Now, are you going to keep aming
that gun a me, or are you going to give afat old man
ahand and maybetak alittle busness?'

Mallory stared at him for another minute, then
shoved the pigtol into his belt and hel ped the huge
man to hisfeet.

"Ah, that's better!" said the man, brushing himsdlf



off and smoothing hislong white beard. Y oure the
guyswho found the unicorn last New Y ear's, and ex-
posed that scam at the Quatermain Cup, aren't you?
They say that the Mdlory & Carruthers Agency isthe
best detective bureau in town."

"It'sthe only oneintown," replied Mdlory. "What
can we do for you?"'

"Who am | spesking to—Madllory or Carruthers?"
"I'm John Justin Mdlory, and thisis my associate,
Colond Winnifred Carruthers.”

"And thatT" asked the man, pointing to Felina.
"Theofficecat,” said Mdlory. "And who are you?'

"I doubt that you've heard of me. I'm from out of
town."
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"We dtill need your nameif weretowriteup a
contract,” said Winnifred.

"Certainly, my dear," said the man. "My nameis
Nick."

"Nick the Greek?" asked Winnifred.

Hesmiled a her. "Nick the Saint."

"What can we do for you, Mr. Saint?" asked
Winnifred.

"Cal me Nick, Everybody does."

"All right. Nick—how can we help you?'
"Something was stolen from me," said Nick the
Saint. "Something very vaduable. And | want it back.”
"What wasit?" asked MaHory.

"A reindegr.”



"A reindeer?’ repeated Madllory.

"That'sright."

"Weretaking ared live one?' continued Mdlory.
"Not aceramic, or ajade Satue, or . . ."

"A redl liveone," said Nick the Saint.

"I knew it," muttered Mdlory. "Unicorns, pink ele-
phants, and now this. Why isit dwaysanimas?'

"l beg your pardon?' said Nick the Saint.

"Never mind,” said Mdiory. "His name wouldn't

be Rudolph, would it?"

"Actualy, hisnameis Jasper," answered Nick the
Saint.

"Not that there are alot of reindeer in Manhattan,”
sad Mdlory, "but it would help if you could describe
him, and perhaps explain what makes him so valuable.”
"He lookslike any other reindeer,” said Nick the
Saint, "Except for hisblue nose, that is"

"He doesn't like dirty books?"

"Thisishardly thetimefor humor, Mr. Mdlory,"
sad Nick the Saint severdly. "I absolutdly must have
him back by Christmas Eve. That'sonly four nights
off."
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"Thisnoseof his" said Mdlory. "What doesit
do—glow inthe dark?"

"Y ou know the way redshifts measure how quickly
agtronomical objects are moving away from you?"
asked Nick the Saint. "Well, blueshifts measure how

fast they're approaching. Therésalot of garbage up



there where | work—satellites and space shuttles and
such—and old Jasper's nose lets me know when
they're getting too close. The brighter it gets, the
sooner | have to change my courseto avoid a
calison.”

"He smellsthem out?' asked Mdlory.

"I don't know how it works, Mr. Mdlory. | just
know that it does work. Without Jasper, I'm atarget
for every heat-seeking missilethat picksmeup on
radar.”

"l see" said Madllory. "Where did you keep Jasper?
The North Pole?'

"Too damned cold up there," replied Nick the
Sant. "l just useit asamail drop. No, Jasper was
Stabled at the Sunnydae Reindeer Ranch just north
of the city, up in Westchester County.”

"How long has he been missng?’

"About three hours.”

"So you haven't received any ransom requests?”
"Not yet," said Nick the Saint.

"Who runsthe Sunnydade Reindeer Ranch?

"An old Greek named Alexander."

"Have you had any disagreementswith him or his
Saff recently?'

"Nothing that would make him want to stedl a
reindeer.”

"Anything that might make him want to kill one?"
asked Mdllory-

"Bite your tongue, Mr- Mdlory! Without Jasper I'm



agtting duck up therel”
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"Aren't you exaggerating the danger abit?" asked
Madlory. "I dways heard flying was the safest way to
trave."

"Try flying over Iran and Irag and then tell me

thet," said Nick the Saint.

"I'll take it under advisement,” said Madtory. "And
you're sure you can't think of anyone who might want
the reindeer?’

Nick the Saint shook his head. "Why would anyone
want to ged anything from me? I'm the friendliest
guy in theworld. Always got aready ho-ho-ho, dways
acheery amile, I'm the first oneto put alampshade
over my head at our Christmasparty . . . No, 1 can't
think of anyone who doesnt like me.”

"Well, then Jasper is probably being held for ran-
som,” said Mdlory. "Colond Carruthersand | will
see what we can do from thisend, but | strongly sug-
gest you st by your phone. | wouldn't be surprised if
you got acdl in the next twenty-four hours, telling
you how much they want for him and where to make
the drop.”

"Thedrop?'

"The payment."

"Then you'etaking the case?' said Nick the Saint.
"Excdlent! I'll go right home and wait for acal.”

"Try using the door when you leave," said Madllory.

"Y ou have no sense of style, Mr. Mdlory," sad



Nick the Saint.

"No, but | have a sense of economic survival," said
Mallory- "Well require aretainer before you go.”
"A retainer? And here | thought we were getting
dongsowdl."

"Well get dong even better once | know we're get-
ting pad for our efforts.”

"How much?' asked Nick the Saint.

"Five hundred aday plus expenses, and aten per-
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cent bonus if we get Jasper back to you before your
deadline.

"That's outrageoud!”

"No," answered Mdlory. "That's busness."

"All right," muttered Nick the Saint, pulling awad
of billsout of hispocket and dapping them on the
desk. "But don't be surprised if al you get for Christ-
masisalump of cod."

"Wl | supposethefirst thing I'd better do is con-
tact the Grundy," said Madllory.

Felinahissed.

"Must you, John Justin?' asked Winnifred. "He's

0 frightening.”

"He'sthe most powerful demon on the East Coat,”
sad Mdlory. "Hesthelogica placeto sart.”
"You're not actualy going to his castle, are you?'
"No, | thought I'd invite him here."

"l don't want anything to do with this" said Winni-

fred, walking to the closet and grabbing her coat and



hat. "l hate deding with him. I'll do some shopping.”
"Hewasour firs client,” remarked Mdlory.

"l didn't trust him then, and | don't trust him now,"
said Winnifred, walking out of the office and dam-
ming the door behind her-

"How about you?' Mdlory asked Fdlina. "You

going or saying?"'

"Staying," said the cat girl.

"Good for you.”

"Oh, I'll desert you in the end, John Judtin,” she
added. "But I'll gay for alittlewhile.

"How comforting.”

Mallory picked up a phone, dialed G-R-U-N-D-Y,
and waited. A moment later astrange being suddenly
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materidized in the middle of theroom. Hewastall,
afew inches over six feet, with two prominent horns
protruding from his hairless head. Hiseyeswere a
burning yelow, his nose sharp and aguiline, histeeth
white and gleaming, hisskin abright red. His shirt
and pants were crushed velvet, hiscloak satin, his
collar and cuffs made of the fur of somewhite polar
anima. He wore gleaming black gloves and boots, and
he had two mystic rubies suspended from his neck on
agolden chain. When he exhded, small clouds of
vapor emanated from his mouth and nodtrils.

"Y ou summoned me, John Jugtin Mdlory?' said

the Grundy.

"Yeah," said Mdlory, as Fdina spat and backed



away into acorner. "Ever hear of Nick the Sant?"
"A high roller from up north?" asked the Grundy.
"Ownsthe Kringleman Arms Hotd ?*

"That'sthe one."

"What about him?"

"Hismogt va uable reindeer just turned up miss-
ing," said Mdlory. "I thought maybe you might know
something about it.”

"Of coursel do."

"Y ou've got power, money, jewels gaore, every-
thing abeing devoted to Evil Incarnate could want,"
sad Mdlory. "What the hdll do you need an old
man'sreindeer for?"

"| did not stedl it, John Justin,” said the demon. "'l
sad | knew something about it."

"What do you know about it?"

"l know who stoleit, of course.”

"Okay," said Mdlory. "Who?"

The Grundy smiled. "I'm afraid it isn't that easy,
John Jugtin," hesaid. "It isyour functioninlifeto
detect, and it ismy functionin lifeto exat the evildo-
ersand hinder the moraligts.”
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"Do you dways have to sound like a professor of
Philosophy 1017" asked Mdllory.

"Itismy nature.”

"Fine, it'syour nature. Now are you going to tell
me who's got the reindeer or not?"

"Certanly not."



"I'm going to find it with or without your help,”

sad Mdlory. "Why not make my lifeeasier and I'll
golit thefeewith you."

"Making your life easier isnot part of my job de-
scription, John Justin Mdlory,” said the Grundy. He
began laughing, and as he laughed his body grew more
tenuous and trand ucent, then transparent, and finaly
vanished entirdy, asthelast note of hislaughter lin-
geredintheair.

"Well," said Mdlory, "it wasworth atry."

He poured himsdlf adrink and waited until Winni-
fred returned.

"Did he show up?' she asked.

"Hewasn't any help.”

"Isheever?'

"l have agrudging admiration for him," responded
Malory. "Except for you, he'sthe only personinthis
Manhattan who's never lied to me.”

"Wéll, what do we do next, John Justin?' asked
Winnifred.

"I should think Nick the Saint will be getting aran-
som cdl any minute now," said Mdlory. "l mean,
what the hell eseisablue-nosed reindeer good for?
Still, I supposeit can't hurt to start doing alittle leg-
work, just to prove we're earning our fee."
"Whereto?'

"The Sunnydae Reindeer Ranch seemsthelogica
garting point,” said Mdlory. "I'll drive up there my-
sdf. You stay here and keep in touch with Nick the



294 Mike Resmck

Saint. Let me know as soon as someone contacts him
with ademand for ransom.”

"We come to the Sunnydale Reindeer Ranch,” said
the old man as Mdlory walked up to the bam. "My
nameis Alexander the Greater."

"Gresater than what?' said Mdlory.

Alexander frowned. "I hate it when people ask me
questionslikethat!"

"Well, actualy I'm hereto ask you some other
questions,” said Mdlory. "I'm aprivate investigator,
working for Nick the Saint."

"Ah," said Alexander. "Y ou're here about Jasper.”
"Right."

"Follow me," said Alexander, leading himinto the
barn. "There arc fifty sals, asyou can see. Jasper
was in Number 43, up the aide here. When | came
out to feed him thismorning, hewasgone."

"It snowed last night,” said Mdllory. "Werethere
any sgns of footprints or reindeer tracks?"
Alexander shook hishead. "Nope. It'slike hedis-
appeared right off the face of the earth.”

"Hasthis ever happened to you before?"

"Have | ever lost Jasper before? Of course not.”
"Has anyone ever robbed you before?"

"No. Most people don't even know this place
exigs”

"You mindif | look around?"

"Help yoursdlf," said Alexander.



Malory spent the next few minuteswalking up and
down the barn, looking into each stal. There were
forty-nine reindeer, but none with a blue nose. He
considered checking the surrounding area for tracks,
but it had snowed again since morning and he was
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sure any sign of Jasper's departure would be covered
by now.

Finaly he returned to the old man. "1 may want to
ask you some more questionslater on,” he said.
"Happy to have the company,” said Alexander.
"There's Just me and my reindeer here." Suddenly
there was aloud screech. "And an occasiona banshee
living in therafters," he added.

Mallory sat at his desk, taking asip from the office
bottle.

"Where do you look for areindeer?' he said.

"Who's got the facilitiesto keep it while they're nego-
tiging aprice?

"The zoo?" suggested Winnifred.

"Theracetrack," said Felina

"The dog pound?' offered Mdlory.

"| suggest that we split up,” said Winnifred. "We

can cover more ground that way. I'll take the zoo and
you take the racetrack.”

"I'll takethe zoo," said Mdlory. "Felinaand | are

no longer welcome at the track since our lagt little
experience there."

"All right," said Winnifred, checking her wrigt-



watch. "WEeIl meet at the dog pound in, shall we say,
three hours?'

"Sounds good to me."

Fdinasuddenly leapt across the room and landed

on Mdlory's shoulders, dmost knocking him through
thewadll.

"I'm going with you, John Jugtin,” she said happily-
"Why am/ so blessed?' muttered Mdlory.
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"All right,* said Mdlory asthey walked into the
zoo. "'l want you by my sideat dl times."

"Y es, John Judtin,” purred Felina -

"I meanit," hesad. "If you cause any trouble,

you're out of here"

"Yes, John Justin,” purred Felina

"Do you even know what areindeer looks like?!
"Yes, John Jugtin,” purred Felina.

"Why don't | trust you?' he asked,

"Yes, John Jugtin,” purred Felina.

They passed the phinx and the griffin, which both
looked chilly intheir open-air confinements, and then
came to anumber of students, some of them human,
some goblins, afew reptilian, who were picketing the
gorgon house, demanding that the four gorgonson
display be returned to thewild.

"Comeon, Mac," said one of the picketers, a
greenish goblin about haf Mdlory'sheight. "Will you
and your lady friend Sgn our petition?”

"She's not exactly my lady friend,” replied Mdlory.



"Thisisno timefor technicdities,” said the goblin.
"Surely you don't approve of keeping gorgons caged
up?'

"I hadn't given it much thought," admitted Malory.
"Widl, it'stimeto start thinking about it, Mac,"

sad thegoblin. "Sign our petition to return'em dl to
thewild."

"Wheréstheir natural habitat?' asked Mdlory.
"Africa? Asa?'

"Grammercy Park, actudly,” said the goblin.
Therewas ahuge, building-jarring roar from insde
the gorgon house.

"What do gorgons eat?' asked Madllory.

"Oh, you know—the usud."

"Whet isthe usud ?"

"People,” said the goblin.
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"How about goblins?*

"Areyou crazy?' demanded the goblin. ™Y ou'd put
agoblin-eating mongter in the middle of Grammercy
Park?What kind of fiend are you?"'

The goblin glared a him for amoment, then turned
and waked away, and Mdlory, taking Felina by the
hand, continued walking past the harpy and unicorn
exhibits. When he found a keeper who had Just fin-
ished feeding the unicorns, he caught his attention and
cdled himover.

"Excuseme," said Mdlory, "but where do you

keep your reindeer?’



"Me?" replied the keeper. "'l ain't got no reindesr.
Got adog. Got awifewho yellsat medl day long.
Got three sons who won't look for work and two
daughterswho won't ook for hushands. Even got a
1935 Studebaker roadster. But reindeer? Where would
| keep 'em?’

"l didn't mean you, persondly,” said Mdlory. "l
meant, where does the zoo keep itsreindeer?”’

"Don't rightly know that we have any," answered

the keeper. "Got a pegasus, if your girlfriend islook-
ing for pretty four-legged-type critters.”

"No, we need areindeer,” said Mdlory, flashing

his detective's credentids. "Are you sure one didn't
arivetoday?'

"Ain't seen hide nor hair of one," said the keeper.
"Got ared nice Medusain the next building, if that's
toyour liking."

"Who would know for sureif you had any rein-
deer?' asked Mdllory.

"I would, and we don't," said the keeper- "By the
way, you better keep an eye on your girlfriend before
shefdlsdown and hurts hersdlf."

Mallory turned and saw Felina somethirty feet up
the bole of alarge tree that housed a number of ban-
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shees, who were screaming and hurling twigs at her.
She had a predatory leer on her face, and as the ban-
shees saw that their imprecations were having no ef-

fect on her, they flew to higher and lighter branches,



with Felinafollowing in nimble pursuit.

Mallory climbed over the fence that surrounded the
tree and stood benegth it.

"Feind" heydled. "Get down herd™

She glanced down, smiled a him, and continued
climbing—and suddenly Mdlory heard an angry grunt
directly behind him. He turned and found himself fac-
ing an enormous, broad-backed, e ephantine creature
with three heads.

"l say," said thefirst head, "he looks absolutely
delicious. Shdll we eat him?”'

"Helookslike hed go very well with onionsand
mushrooms, and possibly awine sauce," agreed the
second head.

"Wereadl in agreement, then?" said thefirst head.

"l an't talking to you guys," said the third head.

"Oh, come on, Roderick," said thefirst head. "l

said | was sorry.”

"Don't care," sulked the third head.

"Now see here, Roderick," said the second head.
"Reginad has gpologized to you. Isn't that enough?”
"No," said Roderick. "We dways agreeto kill peo-
ple, and then he always ends up eating them.”

"It goesto the same stomach,” said Reginad, "so
what'sthe difference?’

"If therés no difference, let me eat thisoneal by
mysdlf," said Roderick,

"If that'swhat it will taketo get you talking to us

again," said the second head with asigh.



"Now, just hold on a second, Mortimer," said Regi-
nald. "Who gave you leave to make the rules? | saw
himfirg, soit'sonly fair that | get to eat him."
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"It'snot fair!" complained Roderick. "Just because
I'm nearsighted, he always seesthem first and getsto
do the egting. I've got haf amind to crush this puny
man-thing to a pulp so nobody can egt him.”

"Uh, let's not be too hasty here," said Mallory,
backing away toward the fence.

"Didn't anyone ever tell you it's bad mannersto
interferein afamily argument?' said Reginad. "Now
please be quiet while we decide which of usisgoing
to eat you."

"Asthe potentia dinner, | think it'sonly fair that

| have asay, too," perssted Mallory.

"You know, | never looked &t it that way before,”
said Mortimer, "but of course he's absolutely right.
He certainly hasto be consdered an involved party.”
All three heads turned to Mdtory. "All right,” said
Regindd. "Which of uswould you prefer to be eaten
by?

"It'sahard decision to make on the spur of the
moment,” said Malory. "How about if | spend afew
minutes thinking about it and get back to you?”"

"All right," said Regindd. "But you haveto remain

inthe enclosure.”

"Right," chimed in Roderick. "After dl, fairis

far.



Just then there was a huge amount of shrieking
overhead, and Felinafdl through the air and landed
nimbly on the three-headed creature's back.

"| told you not to leave my side," said Mdlory.
"But they looked so tasty."

"Y ou broke your word. If | survive the next couple
of minutes, yourein big trouble.

"It'snot my fault,” said Felina

"Then whosefault isit?" asked Mdiory.

"Uh ... | hateto interrupt,” said Mortimer, "but
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weren't we deciding which of uswas going t6 eat
you?"

"She'sthereason I'm here,” said Mdllory disgust-
edly. "Eat her."

"Eat her? We can't even reach her."

"I'll get her for you," said Mdlory, walking around
the cresture and climbing onto its back viaitstail.
"Well, no one ever said they were bright,” hewhis-
pered. "Can you jump over the fence from here?"
"Of course" said Felina. "Jumping isone of the
very best things cat people do.”

"Then would you please jump over it and bring
back some help?’

"| thought you were mad at me,”* said Felina
"Weéll tak about it later,” he said. "Right now
gtaying aive and uneeten is more important.”

"First you haveto say you're not mad at me," said
Fdinagubbornly. "Then I'll get hdp.”



"All right," said Mdlory, wondering what his blood
pressure reading was at that very moment. "I'm not
mead at you."

She shook her head. "Y ou have to say it with sweet-
ness and sincerity."

"Hey! What's going on back there?' demanded
Roderick.

"I'mjust telling her I'm not mad at her," said
Mdlory.

"What'sthat got to do with anything?' said Regi-
ndd. "Were hungry."

"Felina, they're hungry™ hissed Mallory. "It'snot
going to take them very long to figure out that if they
roll over, I'm dead mest."

"Oh, dl right," she said, legping lightly over the
fence.

"Hey, she'srunning away!" said Roderick.
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"That'sdl right,” said Mdlory. "Y ouve dill got
me"

"But we can't reach you!"

"l can't tell you how sorry | am about that,” said
Mallory, looking across toward the unicom house,
where Felinawas talking to the old unicorn keeper.
Finally he nodded and trudged across the sidewalk
after her.

"Okay, you guys," he said when he arrived. "Let
the detective go."

"Aw, wewerejud having alittle fun with him,"



whined Roderick,

"And maybe alittle lunch,” added Reginad.

"Y ou know what I'vetold you," said the old man.
"If you keep eating the customers, pretty soon we
an't gonna have none, and then where will weal
e’

"How about if we just egt aleg or two?" asked
Roderick.

"You let him go, or therewill be no PBS documen-
taries about your mating habitsfor aweek," said the
old man.

"No! Well let him go!" cried Mortimer. " Get off

our back now\"

Mdlory did down to the ground and raced to the
fence.

"Helookskind of stringy anyway," said Roderick.
"Besdes, he'sadetective," added Mortimer. "Did
you ever try to clean one of those?"

Mallory scrambled over the fence while the three
heads were busy rationdizing their lossand telling
dirty stories about the last documentary they had seen.
"Thank you," he said to the unicorn keeper,

"It's people like you that give carnivores abad
name," said the old man, turning on hished and
walking away-
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Mallory checked hiswatch, saw that he just had
time to meet Winnifred at the dog pound, and started

walking toward his car, haf-hoping Felinawould stay



behind. A moment later he felt aninety-pound weight
on hisback and heard aloud purring in his ear.

"I'll say thisfor my luck," he muttered. "It's
conggtent.”

"No luck at thetrack?' asked Madllory ashe met
Winnifred in front of the dog pound.

"None," she said. "How about the zoo?"

"Theonly luck | had thereisthat I'm till dive.”

"By theway," added Winnifred, "I checked in with
Nick the Saint, and he till hasn't received ademand
for ransom.”

"That's damned strange," said Mdlory, frowning.
"What the hell else can you do with areindeer?”

"Eat it," suggested Felina.

"What do you think, John Jusrin?" asked Winnifred.
He shook his head. "If that was the motive, why

steal the most vauable one? No one's going to et his
nose.”

"Then | suggest we stop wasting time out here and
check out the pound,” said Winnifred.

"Just aminute" said Mallory. Heled Felinaback

to hiscar, sat her down in the back seat, secured the
safety belt, and then locked al the doors.

" She created problems at the zoo?" asked Winni-
fred when he had rgjoined her.

"Not half as many as she can create at adog

pound,” answered Mallory. "1 know that troubleis
our business, but she seems bound and determined to

turnit into our hobby aswell.”



They walked up to the main office, wherealarge
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shaggy man with aface resembling aSaint Bernard
got up from his desk and greeted them.

"Good afternoon, dear friends,” he said, drooling
dightly from the corner of hismouth, "Welcometo
the Manhattan Dog Pound. How may | help you?'
"We'relooking for areindeer,” said Mdlory.
"Onewith ablue nose," added Winnifred.

The man growled deep within histhroat. "Why
would you expect to find areindeer here?

"Jugt ahunch," said Madlory.

"Widl, you're certainly welcome to inspect our
premises, but | guarantee you won't find what you're
looking for," said the man, Sarting to pant dightly.
"L et me get one of our employees to accompany
you." He pressed a button on his desk, and amoment
later alean man with chalk-white skin and black spots
al over it entered theroom. "Tyge," he said, "please
givethesetwo vistorsatour of the premises.”
"Rrrright,” said Tyge. He turned to Winnifred.
"Peasad to meet you, maam."

"Likewise, I'msure” said Winnifred, extending her
hand. Tygetook it in hisown hands, hdd it to his
nose, and took a deep sniff, then repeated the same
procedure with Mallory.

"Arfter me" said Tyge, leading them through a

door at the back of the office.

They found themsdavesin anarrow aide between



two sets of chain-linked runs, and insgde each wasa
man, woman, or child.

"| thought thiswas adog pound,” said Mallory.
"Yep, it sureis, yep, yep, yip," said Tyge. "Each

of these people wants adog for Christmas, so when
any stray dogs show up, we send 'em in here and see
if they want to go homewith any of them.”

"Back where | come from, dog pounds hold dogs,
not people,” said Mdlory.
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"No dog deserves such ruff treatment,” said Tyge,
barking the word. His upper lip curled back, reveding
arow of clean whiteteeth. "I never heard of anything
S0 brutd. Imagine, putting dogsin cages and letting
people choose which ones they want!"

"Different strokes," said Mdlory. "Do you have

any reindeer here?"

"Never heard of areindeer wanting adog before,”
chuckled Tyge. "That'sa\arf\"

"Then we won't take up any more of your valuable
time" said Winnifred.

"It's been my pleasure, maam,” said Tyge. "l won-
der if you could do me onelittle favor before you
leave?'

What?"

Heturned his back to her. "Could you just kind of
scratch between my shoulder blades abit?"
Winnifred reached forward and scratched.

"Now under thechin?'



Winnifred scratched again, and suddenly Tyge's left
leg began shaking spasmodicaly.

"That's enough, maam," he said. "Thank you."

"My pleasure" said Winnifred, following Mdlory
back to the exit.

"Well, that was awaste of time," said Madllory.
"Maybe wed better check in with Nick the Saint and
seeif anyone's contacted him yet."

"Maybe wed better rescue the car firgt," said Win-
nifred, walking out into the open, for Felinahad
somehow worked her way loose and had three dog
pound employees, each more canine in gppearance
than the last, cowering on the hood of the car while
she grinned and displayed her clawsto them.
Mallory walked behind her and encircled her with
anam, lifting her off the ground while shewrithed
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and spat. The three employees raced toward the safety
of the pound, howling their terror.

"Aren't you ashamed of yoursdf?' said Winnifred
when Mdlory had stuffed Felinainto the car and
darted the engine.

Felinalicked her forearm and turned her back on
them.

"I'm speaking to you, young lady!" snapped
Winnifred.

"| think it'sgoing to snow again,” said Felina, look-
ing out the window.

"Y ou know," said Mdlory, who had been sllent



since leaving the dog pound, "now that | cometo
think of it, my Manhattan wasn't so bad.”

Winnifred hung up the phone. "He gtill hasn't got-
ten any ransom request.”

"| think," said Mdlory, "that it's about timewe
started congdering the fact that the damned reindeer
wasn't stolen for ransom, and begin examining other
posshilities"

They were back in the office, and Felinahad been
banished to the kitchen, where she had turned on the
tap in the kitchen sink and was watching, fascinated,
asthe water swirled down into the drain-

"I'm open to suggestions,” said Winnifred. "Why
else would someone stedl areindeer?”

"Not just areindeer,” Mdlory pointed out. "But a
blue-nosed reindeer with certain talents that none of
the others had.”

"Themilitary?' suggested Winnifred. "They'd give
apretty penny to get their hands on an animal that
could dodge heat-seeking missiles.”

"No, | don't think s0," said Mdllory.
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"Why not?'

"Because they would give a pretty penny for Jas-
per," hesaid. "If they wanted him, they'd smply ap-
propriate the fundsto buy him."

"What if Nick didn't want to sl ?"

"Then they'd have found some way to confiscate
him," replied Matlory.



"All right,” said Winnifred. "If not the military,
thenwho?'

"I keep going over it and over itin my mind,” sad
Mallory, "and | kegp coming up with the same an-
swer: acompetitor.”

"He doesn't have any competitors, John Justin.”
"Well, he does now," said Mdlory. "He's without
alead reindeer, and someone e se has one four days
before Christmas."

"Wherée'sthe motive?' asked Winnifred. "It's cer-
tainly not profit, not if this competitor is giving away
presentsal over theworld.” She paused. "And the
kind of person who has enough goodnessto give them
away isn't the typeto sted another man'sreindeer in
thefirg place”

"What kind of person does stedl Nick the Saint's
reindeer four days before Chrissmas?' mused Mallory.
"l don't know," said Winnifred.

"l think," said Mallory, "that I'd better pay another
vigt to Alexander the Greater first thing tomorrow
morning."

Mallory pulled his car up to the barn and got out

of it.

"So you're back again?' said Alexander the Gregter,
walking out of the barn to greet him.

"That'sright."
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"Got some more questions?”

"Better ones, too," said Mdlory. "But first I'd like



to take another look at Jasper's sall.”

"Bemy gues,” said Alexander. ™Y ou know where
itis"

"Thanks" said Mdlory.

He entered the barn and started walking past the
gals, peering into each of them. When he cameto
Number 43, which had belonged to Jasper, he walked
right past it and down to the end of the bam, then
returned to Alexander.

"Y ou've been doing alittle business, | see" said
Mdlory.

"Not much," answered Alexander. "Thingsare
pretty quiet right before Chrisgmas.”

"You'retoo modest,” sad Mdlory. "Just yesterday
you were boarding forty-nine reindeer, and today
you've only got forty-one. That meansyou sold eight
of them since| was here.”

"Well, they come, they go, you know how itis"

sad Alexander with ashrug-

"No | don't," said Mallory. "Suppose you tell me
how itis?'

"I beg your pardon?"

"Who did you sdll the reindeer to?"

"That's none of your business, Mr. Mallory," said
Alexander the Grester.

"Asamatter of fact, I've got afeding that it ismy
business" said Mdlory. "Wagt the same person who
took Jasper away yesterday morning?'
"Youreguessng, Mr. Mdlory."



"I'm agood guesser, Alexander,” said Madllory.

"For example, I'd guessthat you're looking at fiveto
ten yearsfor aiding and abetting in the theft of Nick
the Saint'sreindeer. I'd also guessthat 1'd be willing
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to forget your complicity if you'd supply mewith the
name | want."

"Not achance," said Alexander stubbornly.

"Then | guessthat I'm going to wak into your of-
ficeand find it on my own."

"Two out of threean't bad," said Alexander with
anasty grin. He put two fingersinto his mouth and
emitted aloud whigtle, and suddenly three wiry little
figures, each half the Sze of agrown man, raced out
of the barn. "Meet my security team, Mr. Mallory,"
he said, indicating the three leprechauns. "Team, this
isMr. Mallory, whose presence isno longer desired
here"

"Well kill him," growled the nearest of thelep-
rechauns.

"WEll rip hishead off hisshoulders" added the
second.

"Well gut himlikeafish," said thethird.
"Therewon' be enough of him left to bury,” sad
thefirst leprechaun.

"WEell dice him to bitswith such dexterity that well
be awarded both ears and the tail," said the second.

"The bigger they are, the harder they fdl," said the



third. "Hell never know what hit him."

Mallory had been retreating toward his car. Once
there, he opened the door and Felinajumped out. She
faced the leprechauns, grinned, and stretched out her
fingers. All ten of her dlaws glistened in the morning
unlight.

"Of course," added the first leprechaun, "we could
avoid alot of needless violence and bloodshed and
amply discussthe matter.”

"Right," said the second. "Maybe we could cut a
deck of cards, like gentleman. If he'slow, heleaves,
if he'shigh, he getsto ingpect your records.”
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"Besides, my lumbago's been bothering mere-
cently," added the third leprechaun.

"Yours, too?' said thefird, as Felinatook a step
toward them. " Suddenly my rheumatismis acting up.
Must be the westher,™*

"I've got wesk kidneys, mysdlf,” said the second.
"Infact,” he added, "now that | think of it, | gotta
go to the bathroom." He turned and raced off.

"The door ticks," said thefirst leprechaun, follow-
ing him & adead run. "I'll hepyou."

"What a bunch of cowards!" said the third lepre-
chaun contemptuoudly.

"Then you propose to stay and fight?" asked
Mdlory.

"No, but only because my religion doesn't permit

meto fight on Tuesdays. It'samatter of high mord



principle”

"ThisisaFriday," said Mdlory.

"Itis?" asked the leprechaun.

Fdinagrinned and nodded.

"My goodness!” said the leprechaun. "It's only four
daysfrom Tuesday! 1'd better be on my best behavior,
just to be on the safe sde.” He turned to Alexander
the Greater. "Sorry, Chief, but I'm off to sacrificea
fetted lamb, if | can find one.”

He turned and raced off across the landscape as fast
ashismuscular little legs could carry him.

"Wel?' sad Mdllory.

"Youwin," said Alexander withasgh. "I'll give

you the name you want."

"I'd rather seeit in black and white," said Mallory.
"Somehow I'velost my trust in this place” He turned
to Felina. "Keep an eye out for the elves, and warn
meif Alexander triesto leave the bam.”

He went to the office, which wasjust ingde the
entrance, and started thumbing through paperwork
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that hadn't yet been filed. Within two minutes he
found what he waslooking for. He put the papersin
his pocket, waited for Felinato reluctantly give up
waiting for the leprechauns and jump into the back
Sest, and drove back to town.

"Y ou have atriumphant smirk on your face, John
Jdudtin," said Winnifred when he returned to the



office.

"Not without cause," he replied.

"What did you find out?' she asked.

"I know who stole Jasper, and | think | know why,"
sad Mdlory.

"But?' shesaid. "It sounds like there should be a
'but* at the end of that sentence.”

"You're very perceptive,” said Mdlory. "I know
who stole the reindeer, and | think | know why . . .
but I'm not sure that justice will be served by pressing
charges.”

"It'syour job to arrest criminds,” said Winnifred,
He shook hishead. "It'sthe police'sjob to arrest
criminds. It's our job to make our client happy, and
| think | see away to do that, but first I'm going to
have to confront the thief."

"Isit safe?"

"I've met him once before, thefirgt night | cameto
thisManhattan,” said Mdlory. "Hedidnt kill me
than; there's no reason why he should kill me now."
"Y ou probably didn't have information that could
send himtojail then,” Winnifred pointed out.

"Hell know I'm not stupid enough to have it with
me," answered Mdlory. "'If anything happensto me,
| expect you to useit.”

"l don't even know what it is"
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"I'm about to lay it out to you," said Mdlory, re-

moving the papers from his pocket. "And then I'm



going to see what kind of deal we can make."

The Old Abandoned Warehouse was practically hid-
den by the thick fog coming off the East River, but
Mallory knew whereit was, and he knew—or thought
he knew—what he would find there. He parked in a
lot about three blocks away, then walked past arow
of bars and restaurants catering to goblinsand astrip
joint promising that Sinky Scaly Saly would shed ev-
erything, even her skin, to make her reptilian audi-
ence happy, and finaly he came to the unmarked door
that he sought, and knocked onit.

"Who'sthere?' demanded a deep voice.

"John Jusin Mdlory."

"Y ou got an gppointment?'

"No," answered Madlory. "Y ou got agood lavyer?
The door squesaked open, and Mallory found him-
sdf confronting a huge blue-skinned manin apurple
sharkskin suit, light blue shirt, violet tie, and navy
blue shoes and socks. He stood just under seven feet
tal, and weighed in the vicinity of five hundred
pounds.

"Well, well," said the Prince of Whales. "So the
Grundy hasn't killed you yet."

"Have you got some place where we can sit down
and tak?' asked Mdlory.

"Why do | want to talk to you?' asked the Prince

of Whales.,

"Because | know al about the blue-nosed reindeer.”

"People have died for saying less than that to me,”



sad the Prince of Whales.

"Yeah, | supposethey have," answered Madlory.
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"But they were stupid people. They probably didn't
tell you up front that whatever they had on you would
be turned over to the policeif you laid afinger on
them."

The Prince of Whaesglared a him for along mo-
ment, then shrugged. "All right, shamus," he said.
"Follow me"

Heled Mdlory through the enormous warehouse to
asmall office built into acomer of it, then ushered
himinsde

"Drink?" he said, holding up abottle containing a
blue liquid with scores of small fish svimming around
init.

"I'll takeapass," said Mdlory, stting down.
"Good," sad the Prince of Whales. "There'sthat
much more for me, then." Helifted the bottle to his
Upsand drained its contents, fishand dll.

"Do they tickle when they go down?' asked Mal-
lory curioudly.

"Not so'syou'd noticeit,” answered the Prince.
"Now cut the chatter and let'stalk dedl.”

"What makes you think I'm hereto offer you a
ded ?'

"If you weren't, you'd have sent the cops,” an-
swered the Prince. "So let's haveit."

"Okay," sad Mdlory. "Let me start with what |



know."

"That shouldn't takelong.”

"I know that you leased eight reindeer from Alex-
ander the Greater thismorning. | know you took them
away with you. | know the lease expiresin aweek,"
"And that'sit?" asked the Prince.

"Not quite,” said Mallory. "I know you're the big-
gest fencein Manhattan.”

"Everyone knowsthat," said the Prince of Whales,
"but they ain't never proved it in court.”
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"Now let metdl youwhat | think," continued
Mdlory.

The Prince of Whales reached into his pocket,

pulled out apenny, and tossed it to the detective.
"For your thoughts" he said.

" think that they're getting awfully closeto proving
it," hesaid. "l think you've gotten word that some-
time shortly after Chrisgsmasthey're going to raid your
warehouse, before you have a chance to hide or un-
load your merchandise.

"Y ou think s0, do you?' said the Prince.

Mallory nodded. "And | think you saw away to get
rid of your inventory right out in the open, where
nobody would even dream of trying to stop you." He
paused. "'l think you stole Jasper and leased the other
reindeer so that you could dump dl your illegd goods
on Christmas Eve. After al, who arrests Santa Claus

for giving away millions of presents? And so what if



thisyear there are afew more video recorders and
toasters and boom boxes and afew lesstoys? Most of
the people will be just as happy, and when the bust
comesin aweek or two, your warehouse is empty and
nothing can be traced back to you. Y ou won't even
have the reindeer, and I've got a hunch that Alexan-
der will suddenly find poor old Jasper grazing in some
nearby forest, where everyone will assume he's been
living for the past week."

The Prince of Whales stared at him for along

moment.

"Y ou're pretty good,” hesaid. "I'll give you that.

Y ou got everything but the tax angle.”

"Tax angle?"

"It'sthe locdswho are trying to bust mefor fenc-

ing. The Fedsdon't carewhat | do aslong as | pay
my taxes. | figured to deduct a couple of billion dollars
for charitable contributions after | made the rounds
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on Chrisgmas Eve. | could carry that forward for the
next twenty years on my taxes."

"Maybeyou Hill can,” sad Mdlory.

"Okay," said the Prince of Whales. "Youtak, I'll
listen. What'sthe dedl 7"

"What if | can get my client to agreeto drop all
chargesagaing you?"

"What's 2t gonna cost?'

"First, you have to return Jasper today," said Mal-

lory. "I assume hel's somewhere in the warehouse?"



"Y eah, he's back there with the othersin abunch

of gdls| made up. What ese?*

"My client isatough old bird, and | don't know if
smply returning the reindeer isenough,” said Md-
lory. "But if you sweeten the pot by turning over dl
your goods to him and letting him dump them on the
market on Chrissmas Eve, | think he might go for it."
"Hell agn adocument certifying that | gavethem

to him free of charge?"

"| think hewill. Anything he doesn't usethisyear,

he can use next time around.” He paused. "Do we
have aded ?'

"Y ou bet your asswe have aded, Mdlory!" sad
the Prince of Whdes. "The only part of thisscam |
didn't likewasflying around behind those goddamned
reindeer. I'm scared to degth of heights.”

"All right," said Mdllory, walking over to the

phone. "Let metak to my client and make sure he's
willing."

The ded was officid ninety seconds later.

"Bah," sad Mdlory. "AndwhileI'm at it,

humbug.”

"What now. John Justin?"' asked Winnifred.
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"Hereit is Chrismas Eve, and that old geezer

hasn't come up with our expense money or our bonus
yet. That'sahdl of anote, consdering who heis."
"You'd just spend your share betting at the track,
anyway," sad Winnifred.



"Well, therés an eephant caled Flyaway running

at Jamaicatomorrow," admitted Mdlory. "I'vegot a
hunch.”

"Didn't you oncetell methat you bet ahorse caled
Hyaway in your Manhattan someten or fifteen times
and never won?'

"Eighteen," admitted Mdlory. "But it'ssuch a

great name. The name doneisduetowin.”

"I'm glad you attack our caseswith moreintelli-
gence than your wagers," said Winnifred.
"He'shere," announced Felina, who had been
deegping aop the refrigerator.

"Who's here?' asked Mdlory.

"The blue-nosed reindeer.”

"How canyoutdl?'

Felinasmiled. "Cat people know things that humans
can never know," she purred.

Suddenly therewasasmall clanking noisein the
fireplace, and Winnifred walked over toiit.

"Well, it lookslike he kept both promises,” she

sad, picking up asmall parce.

"What do you mean?' asked Mdlory.

"This" shesad, holding up arall of hills, "isfor

us. I'll take it over to the bank and put it in the night
deposit window." She paused. "And this," she added,
tossng himasmal object, "isfor you."

Mallory caught it and examined it with awry grin

on hisface,

It wasalump of cod.



