Rufus and the Man in the Blue Suit
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A stocky, green eyed brunette at 37, Lucy had tried sky diving, scuba diving, bungee jumping, hang gliding and auto racing. She never did things half-way. At the moment she was running a dive shop as a favour for a friend.
The man in the blue suit spoke again; Lucy tried to focus her attention on what he was saying. Men in blue suits, this one wearing a spotless white shirt and a silk foulard tie, are a common sight in most places, but this was Key Largo, where there were never any men in suits - blue or otherwise. Ties were an unknown commodity. To Lucy's mind, his appearance in Kirby's Dive Shop was little different to that of live brontosaurus.
He repeated his question, "Is Mr. Scott in?"
Lucy heard what he was saying this time. Rufus, asleep in one corner of the shop, opened his eyes, and wagged his tail. Since the man showed no inclination to come over and pet him, he went back to sleep. Chloe, asleep behind the counter, poked her head around the corner, decided he wasn't worth bothering with and went back to sleep.
"Mr. Scott is out of town and I expect him back next week", Lucy answered. "Is there anything I can do for you?"
Kirby Scott, a member of her pit crew in Lucy's racing days, had called her two weeks earlier. His grandmother in North Carolina was gravely ill and asking for him. He wanted Lucy to take over his dive shop and diving school for a couple of weeks.
Just back from a climb of Mt. Everest, an outing that had cost her the entire $60,000 from the sale of her race cars, van and motor home, Lucy was open to any proposition that would take care of living expenses. The man in the blue suit handed her a business card.
"I am Mr. Larson with the EZ Loan Company. Mr. Scott didn't make his payment last week and I am here to collect it."
"I'm sorry, but Mr. Scott didn't mention it to me. He is visiting his grandmother who is very ill and I'm sure he will make the payment as soon as he returns."
"This was the second payment he has missed. It was made very clear to Mr. Scott that if he missed this one, we would have to take action."
Lucy had a sinking feeling that Kirby wasn't visiting a sick grandmother, and that she was about to take a fall.
"How much does he owe you?"
Mr. Larson opened a notebook.
"Eleven hundred eighty six dollars and fifty two cents, including late charges." Lucy had less than two thousand dollars in the bank, and there was all of thirty dollars in the cash register. She had two students coming in for dive lessons that afternoon, but suddenly Lucy suspected they had already paid Kirby for the lessons. She could disclaim all responsibility and walk away from it, but Lucy's nature wouldn't let her run away from a fight.
"Does this pay off the loan completely?"
"Certainly not," sputtered the indignant Larson. "Mr. Scott borrowed three thousand dollars, and agreed to repay the loan at five hundred dollars a month. So far he has only made two payments."
Reluctantly, she reached for her purse and took out a check book. "Will you take a check on an Atlanta bank?"
"Subject to verification of the account, yes."
She made out the check and handed it to him. "When is the next payment due?" He folded the check, and put it in his note book as he told her the next payment would be due in three weeks, then left.
Lucy looked sadly at the three figure balance in her check book and sighed. Something had to be done, but what?
"Rufus, old boy", she said, looking at the big Chow, "I think it's time we went into our act."
[image: Two Chows]Rufus and Chloe were dogs, not just any dogs, but of the genus Chow Chow. Rufus, a big red fellow with a scowly face and the disposition of a puppy, thought that everyone in the world was his friend. Chloe, a black female, on the dainty side, was a bit more reserved. The two had been with Lucy from the time they were puppies. When she was racing they had been an integral part of the pit crew. When she had climbed Everest, they had waited at the base camp to welcome her back. When she tried diving, she found that Rufus loved the water, so she had modified a face mask to fit him, and designed a back pack for a small aluminum air tank. She had brought his diving gear, along with her own, to Key Largo. That afternoon, when her students arrived, Lucy and Rufus were in the jeep and Chloe was in the shop.
A sign on the front door said "Gone Diving." It had been almost a year since Rufus had dived, but it could have been yesterday as far as he was concerned. The two students, a brother and sister, were delighted. Lucy had brought her underwater camera and took pictures of them swimming with Rufus.
That night she typed up a news release announcing the addition of a scuba diving dog to the staff of Kirby's Diving School, She took it, with the pictures, to the local newspaper the next morning. It was on the front page the following day. People started coming into the shop within hours after the newspaper came out. Many just wanted to look at the diving dog, and Rufus, ever the ham, lapped up the attention while Chloe looked on in bored silence.
By the time Lucy closed up shop that afternoon, she had signed up ten new students at $600 each, cash in advance, and had agreed to let the local TV station send a crew the next day to tape Rufus in action.
By the end of the week Lucy was turning students away. She called Mr. Larson and told him to drop by the shop; she wanted to pay off the loan. The very day Larson arrived, still wearing his blue suit, to pick up his cheque, she got a letter from Kirby - postmarked Peoria.
He apologized for "dumping" the dive shop on her, but said he had been desperate, knowing he couldn't make the payments. He had taken a job as a mechanic and had no plans to return to Key Largo. He enclosed a bill of sale for the boat and the shop inventory. To Lucy's relief the building was rented. He still owed $1600 on the boat and enclosed the contract, which showed he was two payments late. There was no return address. Lucy was surprised not to have heard from the people who had financed the boat, but she had enough now to pay off that debt, and still leave a comfortable sum in the bank.
She looked at Rufus who was lying on his back in the corner, all four legs in the air, sound asleep. Rufus didn't know it, but he, and Chloe of course, was having steak for dinner.
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