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Chapter one: Missing foreigner, lost dog
Lieutenant Klamert gave me a call, asking if it was alright for him to drop by in an hour. I agreed. He arrived not even fifteen minutes later, all excited about the case he was currently working on, and started to talk straight away.
“It is quite complicated, Adrian. You must help me with that. I need you as a consultant. This case is really a tricky one. You don’t have anything urgent right now, do you?”
I had known Lieutenant George Klamert a long time and when he said a thing was complicated, it always meant an enticing offer to me – something like a riddle – and so I agreed.
“Listen, Adrian,” Klamert continued, “we’re going to drive to the small villa in Stodulky. I’m not telling you exactly what’s going on, I want your unbiased opinion.”
“Alright, as always, I’m going with you,” I replied, and we quickly jumped in the car.
Along the way, Lieutenant was telling me about the troubles he has been having with his adolescent son and how happy I am not to have any children. “The youth nowadays don’t know what they want, they all think making money is easy. And when he doesn’t have the newest cell phone, they laugh at him, for classmate Paul has one. So how am I supposed to explain it to him? I tell him to get a temporary job and he laughs at me, says that I’m an old fogey. Well, having kids isn’t easy, Adrian.”
“Yeah, small kids – small problems, big kids – big problems,” I smiled in reply.
“You are absolutely right, my friend,” he said and added, “we’re here.”
I looked out of the window. Our car parked in front of the house number 61. Full-grown trees behind a tall fence didn’t allow a clear view from the street. We stepped out of the car and Klamert rang the bell by the gate. I immediately noticed the camera system by the entrance. A voice of a man spoke to us through the door phone asking what we need. Lieutenant informed him we are with the police and after a short while the gate opened, revealing a beautiful, large house and a garden divided into two parts. One part was done in the style of a Japanese garden, while the other one was rather casual, with a small fountain, an old-fashioned bench and a big hammock. One look was enough to tell they have no kids here. Everything was too carefully organised, there was no sign of disharmony, let alone a small kid playing around. The door of the house opened and we were greeted by a tall young man roughly in his thirties.
“Mr Krejci, this is my colleague and consultant, Mr Adrian Les,” Klamert began, “he is going to help us with the investigation.” The tall man nodded in agreement and invited us in. He took us to a large reception room abound with antiques that displayed the good taste of the owner. A young woman, also around thirty, was sitting in an armchair and opposite to her a man – a foreigner at the first sight. Klamert continued, “Adrian, these are Mr Filip and Mrs Irma Krejci. This gentleman here is Mr Josh Martínez. He is a friend of Albert Brown, Mrs Irma’s stepbrother. May I ask you to describe the whole case one more time for my consultant, so that he could get full grasp of the situation?”
Mr Filip took the floor. “About a week ago, Mr Albert Brown – my wife’s stepbrother – and his friend Josh Martínez paid us a visit from the USA. They wanted to see Prague and visit Mr Brown’s sister. They were sightseeing, tasting Czech beer and everything went just fine until Saturday, when the unfortunate event happened. My wife’s brother took his dog for a morning walk and when they didn’t show up until the evening, we contacted police.”
“Since Saturday, there is no information or clues regarding Mr Brown, nor his dog,” Klamert added.
“Alright,” I began “I am going to ask you all a few questions, and try to answer as precisely as possible. Mr Krejci, where did you meet your wife first?”
“It was during my traineeship in New York, in 2010. We married a year later and we moved to Prague for good.”
“I suppose that your wife understands Czech, right?” I asked.
“Yes, I am having a hard time pronouncing some of the words, but I do understand,” Mrs Krejci replied.
“Very well, Mrs Krejci, have you been in touch with your brother back in New York?”
“No, he has been living in Arizona. Our father had another woman before he met my mother. After the divorce, he left his son and moved to New York. That is where he met my mother and that is also where I was born. I haven’t known about my stepbrother until my father got seriously ill and wanted to say goodbye to him. Then I have sent him a letter and invited him to visit us.”
“So that was the first time you have seen your brother. When exactly was it, Mrs Krejci?” I asked.
“Sometime in early March 2012, both I and Filip went there for a visit and there I have seen my brother for the first time.”
“Thank you, Mrs Krejci, may I ask someone to interpret the questions for Mr Martínez?”
Mr Krejci took the floor “Yes, of course, you can go on questioning, I will be interpreting.”
“Thank you,” I replied and continued, “please, ask Mr Martínez, how long does he know Mr Brown.”
Mr Filip did what I asked and interpreted the answer. “About twenty years, we have almost grown up together and we were going to the same school. Then we both got training in car mechanics and went on working in that field.”
“What else can you tell me about Mr Brown? Does he live alone? What about his mother?” I continued asking.
“Sir, his mother died about 20 years ago and he was living with us, which is why we are almost like brothers. When he came of age, he found himself a modest apartment and hived off.”
“Thank you, I have no more questions for now,” I turned to Mr and Mrs Krejci, “what can you tell me about the dog?”
Mr Filip took up my question. “He is a relatively small dog, his name is Borny. He is a Charles Spaniel, my wife got him from her parents during our last year there – well, I think it was 2011 – and we have moved to the Czech Republic shortly afterwards.”
“Then the dog has an ID chip. I mean, he crossed the border and was on a plane, right?” I remarked.
“Yes, but we do not know the number,” Mr Filip swiftly responded.
“Strange, isn’t it? You need to have some papers for the dog, and even though you don’t recall the number, it needs to be recorded somewhere.”
Mrs Irma joined the conversation. “The thing is we cannot find the dog’s papers.”
“One more thing: Did your brother know the dog and did he take him for walks regularly?”
Mr Filip probably wanted to behave like a good husband and so he took up the answer. “It was the first time, but our Borny is very friendly. And he wanted to help us, you know, it was a beautiful, sunny morning and he said we would have a breakfast together after they come back.”
“Ok, I get it. And since when are you missing the papers?”
“We don’t know exactly. We have only found out now that we need to report a lost dog,” Mrs Krejci replied.
“I am done for now. What do you think, Klamert?”
Lieutenant looked at me. “Yes, that is all for today.” We said goodbye and as soon as we got in the car, George said impatiently, “What do you think, Adrian? A can of worms, isn’t it?”
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