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During the last 23-0d years, mention of Charles G.
bas invariably been accompanied by reference 10_bis unique and daz-
aling THE CIRCUS OF DR. 1A, But Mr. Finney's talenis are 100 im-
pressive 1o be identified primenly with just one book, and in all
justce there should soon be anotber aqually worthy ul-w 10 rub
shoulders with the good doctor on the bookshelf. The Horsenaping
of Hotspur (F&SF, Aug, '58) was, incredibly, Mr. F.my: frss
short story; bowever there are, wonderfuly, signs shas it may bave
been only the first of many, and there is bope thas one day there will
be enough for a berdeover collection. . . . Mr. Finney tbis time offers
4 wry tale of  nighterawler in the sunny backyards of Everyday.

Finney's name

The Black Rerriever

by CHARLES G. FINNEY

May. I was, at the moment, S

Our youngest daughter came

ruming o, bresthlenly s wis

announced there

wulblgbhckdugh-thcpm
an

T said d continued
shaving. I knew the patio gates

myself. T er,

“But this dog doesn't use gates,”
cried. “He fust jumps over

the wall.”

Again T said nonsense, for the

wall was five feet high, and it
had

all that h'me 1 lud known
a dog to jum;

“But n dld our little girl in-
sisted, . Killng things ot

In a moment she let out ono of
e shell yells. “Iés on the patio
walll T6s caught @
and seel

1 swndwd of the elccmc

shaver, said things not
0t e aid ko Hote ol
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aud went outside and looked.
nwor thought 1 saw, be-
canse T sweas teticeas and som
look

times through !
e irox bk b onthe ‘patio
vall It moved aleng and dissp-
ed. * our daughter.
“It's ]\lmped down and now it's
gone. Look, it dropped the bird."
“Well,” I said, “we will investi-
gt laer Fight now s tne to
get to church.
Anc

blm or the black dog that I had

!nthea(mwnmywnfemdl
d o sit in the patio while
our daughters watched television.
Our two logs elected to ac-

things: television shows, shop-
wing m e necenity of baving the

The Duiehund stopped dig-

He disappeared be-
hind some greasewood and then
sl cqul, s s with
something in his mouth. He
brought & to un Tt was & rnall
o said my wife, “Snorkell
How could youl”

“He's innocent” 1 said. “Ho

PANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION
merely found it. That other dog
killed it. Roberta told me.”
“Other dog?” she asked. “What
athr dog? You suely dor't mean

dog. A blg black one. It leaped

into the patio and
killed this bird. Then ’t jumped
o top of the pato wall and

ored g

2 Sover hoandof such a thing,”

said my wife, Did you so0 1P
saw a blur” T said. “But
Roberta saw it plainly. She even
saw it ll the bird. I didn't be-
lieve her at the time, but here the
bird is, so the story must be truc.”
1 took the litle bird away from
Snorkel and buried it in the alley,
covering the grave with stones so
that it would bo proocted,

A few days later I was in the

fmnd Mr. George, who lived next

"o s g, o i B ey
the body of lis Samese cat 1t
was chewed an

“A big black runxm did it”

was
nothing I could do hout it”
" 1 said. “It happened



e sLack RETRIEVER
here, too. Only in our yard the
thing killed a bird. Did it look
ko o blur to you?”
lur? Of course not! I saw it
plmnxy—a big black retriever.
usually rather gentle
looking. But not this one. It was
a brute, I think Il put some

b
patio walls, maybe i1l return and
find the meat. That ought to fix
it”

A grotesque pattern evolved.
Every time I met an acquaintance
in the neighborhood, up came the
subject of the black retriever. If
the one I was talking to had not

he was sure to

visited by the beast and in whose
pato the besst bad some-
.a_pet rabbit, a_cat, a

black retriever had jumped over
their patio wal, the
badger sleeping near the mouth
of its burrow and killed it

Despite what my neighbor Mr.
George had said, I soon ascer.
tained that neither he nor any of
the others actually had seen the
black dog clearly. In the main
the one I talked to agreed it was
a retriover of some sort, but one
man insisted it was a poodle and
another said fust as insistently it

2

was a black Airedale. Some of
them used the word I had used to
describe it: a blur.

things to prove that its visitations
had been made,

We l.wed in a suburban devel-

with middle class jobs. The chil-
dren attended the district’s mid-
dle class school. It was a tolerant
neighborhood of friendly people.
Everything_there was a_little
humdrum and, if you will, rather
‘mediocre. But it was a pleasant,
comfortable place to live, and the
standard of living was probably
as high as has ever been attained
by a group of Homo sapiens since
that biped began to walk upon
the face of the earth.
e of b&ggm svamed

prowled oo the Tand, 3 the
people in that suburban develop-
ment wanted water they tumed a
tap. If they wanted heat they
jiggled a thermostat. If they want-
ed coolness they switched on an
air_conditioner. If they wanted
light they pressed a button. If
they wanted to g0 som

they got into an automobile and
drove there at speeds ranging
from twenty-five to eighty-five
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miles an hour, They didn't need
sorvants; electricity did for them
what no staff of servants could
ever do.

And nc odd, in-
credibly odd, {heyioks dog. 2

black retriever, was leaping their
patio_walls and killing things
that they loved.

At first various individuals tried

my argument being that somo in-
nocent creature—even a child—
might suffer. Instead, for he was
a mechanically minded man, he
contrived a long noose-and-spring
arrangement and set it on his
patio wall. His idea was to en-
snare the retriever.

Another equally ingenious
neighbor constructed a large dog-
house witha halr tigger doo; he

foods,

alley. His 1dea was to impale the
None of these expedients
orked.

"The black boust visited the
patio wall on which the noose
was _positioned, ate the balt,
sprung the spring, but was not
ensnared.
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It visited the doghouse
rangemenl, ate the bait, spung
the door, but was not entrapped.

It showed itslf o the archery
enthusiast, presenting a good
target to his arrow, but wzs not.

transhixed.

S Meamabile, it continued it
depredations. Did anyone sot out
new tender plants, those plants
were sure to be dug up or tom
out in a day or two; and every-
body said it was the retriever

t

Sometimes days would pass
without any fresh reports of
twouble, but sooner or later, in-
evitably, someone would see the
black blur on his patio wall, and,
lying r;}:: by. de;d th(ng

My neighbor Mr. George and
summoned an informal meeting,

it, of the ones in th
had felt the bite of a the black
Blar, Wo thought that by uniing
our efforts we could conceptualize
an aim, :yncreﬁ'u a_program,

finalize
and concretize the black retriev-
er’s doom. After all, other settle-

We held the meeting in my
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pato,and o dozen people came,

Our discussion was diffuse and
o the st biv puckamentary,
but it finally boiled down
conclusion: The only thing o do
was to shoot the retriever.

Tt was against the law to dis-
chargo firoarms in the area, but
wo -hwgm we woul le to

et the police cvmmmlovwr. or
The mayor and councl or seme.
thing or somebody to relax the
ban long enough for us to carry
out our purpose. So Mr. George
and T were deputized to confer
with the mayor and police com-
‘missioner and seck authorization
to stige a dog hunt in our alleys.

Such authorization was prompt-
ly refused. There was in existence,
the commissioner pointed out, an
organization which. a per-
fectly obvious solution to our
trouble. That was the City Ani-
mal Shelter, a euphemism for dog
pound. Why, he demanded,
hadn't we gone to the shelter in
the first place?

le_answer to that was that
we hadn't thought of it. However,
now that it had come to our at-

&

we did. The pound master
istened to us, smiled, an
send a man out. He wanted

was mostly likely to show up.

We protested that the boast
did not operate on timo
table. Sometimes it came at dawn,

3t

sometimes at high noon, some-
times around dinner. It could be
on a Thursday as well as on a

Monday.
“I was just trying to narrow it
down,” said tho poundmaster.
‘The dogeatcher came out in his
wire-cago truck, equipped with a
losiat, heavy gloves and o single
arreled 410 shotgun. He was a
Dot young man i cowboy
and cowboy hat.
T was at work at tho time of
his appeanncc, but my wife told
me what ba

ed,
0opod around the alleys
P ety AU the dogs
in the neighborhood

heads offjust as if the‘y were try-
ing to wam the retriever. He got
real ot and tired, and Mrs, Betty
took pity on him and asked him to
come in and have a_can of beer
and cool off Ho bad the cun of
beer and then made a

Mrs. Betty. She ordered him oul
of her houso and caled the ani
mal shelter to report

the numbor of the sheltor

just shot Mrs. Stella’s Weimara-
ner. Mrs, Stella ran out scream-
ing. So did I. That u.l ran out.

wasn't s dog:
catcher said he “ueseid hed mads
d of mistake. The Wei-
maraner, he insisted, looked black,
real black, when he shot it, but
now that it was dead it didn't
Took so black any more.”
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I stasted to say something, but
she interrupted
not
was going on, the black retriever,
the real thing, you know, jumped
into Mrs. Withelmina's patio and

killed her toy Then
paraded around on Mrs. Wil-
helmina’s patio w a while

came and gave her a sedative, Of
course the dogeatcher was still at
Mis. Stella’s when this happen

0 he gt kncw sbont e

Everything we had done or tried
to do had been tumed against us
sardonically.

Two days later little Margarita,
a child down the street, was bit-
ten twice by a dog while she was
playing in her yard. The bites
wer

punctures—but nobody knew
whether or not the dog which had
tten her was rabid. Nobody
had sen the dog excopt Maga-
rita Sho suid it dark,
cverybody sad et e
o Everyl
rtriover way abid, toos that was
the only way to account for its
actions.
But this didn't add up, for rabid
dogs die very quickly, and the re-
triever had been around

arguing the fact that the retriever
might have become rabid just
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lately, and that was what cavsed
itto bite Margarit

egarita, * incideotally, was
given prompt medical care and

brute were, as a consequence,
doubl

Another council of the elders
was summoned. We decided not
to g0 to the police and not to go
to the dogeatcher. We would do
this ourseles.

. James, who had hunted a

as duck hunters do, await the ar-
rival of the retriever, and shoot

him down.
A soctul bind, wid M
James, must be something
Hlends into the landseapes henoe,
duck blinds are made of rushes
sad bushes, things the ducls e
and are not afraid o,
B for ho. rtisver uch
things would not do. What would
do were automobiles. The re-

saw him first would shoot him.
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would be that; the police
could hovwl thie heads ok
r. James assigned
men to hold watch Fond ward in

I decided to take my station in
my car rather is. 1 was
parked only a few feet behind

him.
He chided me for being late,
b

catcher had made a pass at—was
wearing shorts and a Bikini bra,
asseverated that this whole dog-

was that I was shooting at, an-
nounced that he was going to
Bavea drink and to perdiion with

the black retriever, and concluded
by sving that his was bis ono
and only trick at the dogwatch
wheel—he wasn't going to waste
any more time at it. The two and
a half hours he had been sitting
in his car had been two and &
half hours lost, and he was fin-
ished, through, ended and done.

T got into my car, laid the little

3

Remington across my knées and
began to read the collected poems
of Dylan Thomas. It was a beau-
tiful late afterpoon. The chddzen
plyed, the birds sang, ot

Welsh bard sang.also, hnz e

of something else to do, looked
into my rear-view mirror.
Through some unusual prop-
ety of the stmosphers tho miror
achieved a magnifying effect.
‘Things seen in it were as largo
and clear, almost, as those on a
Vistavision screen in a -drive-in
movie. I swiveled it around, pick-

o
recalling the dogeatcher and his
iing moment of temptation.
She was a brunette,
It occurred to me simultaneous-
ly that there had been no proof
adduced so far that the black

or very closely. How strange it
would be, I thought, if the re-

transformed herself into the ani.
mal and did the things it did. I
looked at her again in the mirror
and watched as sho adjusted ber
bra. There was some

tinctly animal ko n her moton.
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Far afield, I said, my thoughts
are straying far afeld, Neverthe-
ess, 1 kept the mirror focused
upon her.

o was bebind the clotbesine
now, hanging up towels; and
of the towels hung down and all al
1 coul ‘was her
Lego the sowel hi hiding the rest of
her. Thus viewed, she gave the
impression of wearing nothing at
all. Then she bung up a sheet,
and her feet were all I could see.
Then she moved out of the mir-
ror's field, and I could not see
her at al

1 jiggled the mirror to get Mrs.
Betty back on the scroen; instead
of her I picked up 4 black blor

the alley;

It was far down ;5 it
moved. I was tom, as it were,
betwoen trying to watch the black

blur and trying to pick up Mrs,
Betty again. I jiggled the mirror

ore vigorously and lost every-
thing. All I could see was my own
face. I was wearing a queer ex-
pression.

There was a scratching above,
and T became aware that some-
thing had leaped on top of th
car and was clawing to retain its
footing, The alley wis vacaut.
Mrs. Betty had 1
was all alons, siting thers
o with a3 sl nda book of

poetry. And something was on top.
of the car, seatching and spravwl-

(ng arow
A drop of foam or froth fell on
the windshield. The thing on top
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of the car wss savering, and this
blob of foam had dropper
its mou

Then a black shape fell lump-
ike on the hood of the car, sram-
bling and clawing around. It re-
gained its foet and stared
the windshield at me. It had hor-
rible yellow_eye not
shoot

car and attempt to shoot from on
foot. The windows of the car
were open. It would only be a
matter of moments until the black
‘thing

elsewhere in the neighborhood
siting s T was siting

T must give them the
o

1 pressed my hand on the horn
button and honked loud end

long.
‘The horn's bellowing woke me

up. Apparently 1 had gone to
sleep over Dylan Thomas's Hold
Hard These Ancient Minutes In

;ln Uoays  dd~distnctly
Obviously 1 had simply
drowsed over a cryptic poem

fallen asleep. The rest 1 had
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dreamed. Thy say daytime ight-

‘mares are the wor:

We culled of the takeout the
next day. Nobody had seen any-
ing, Everybody felt rather focl-
ish.

but_our ridicu
artificial. I even had such bad
tasto as to inquire of the difiden
one if he had dreamed about Mrs,
Betty. He looked at me a long
time before denying it. The other
ones who had fallen asleep looked
atme a long time also,

Wo ran the retrlzver to emh—
or at least wo
earth. She was & big bluk b!tch

35

and had a litter of pups in a cul-
vert pipe in the arroyo. Some

the children of the
la

‘when she attacked him, and took
away her puppies.

We concluded the dog had
‘been raiding our yards to feed her
pups, and had dropped the dead
things we had found when we
flushed her at her depredations.
It was a satisfactory conclusion.

But a very unsatisfactory thing
happened on the heels of that
conclusion. T went out to wash =
car, and, there or
were dng s footprints and
scratches.

?—'



