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And, boy, did the family look at her. Their eyes
were wide open and so were their mouths. In fact,
the dill pickle that was halfway in and halfway out
of the mom’s mouth fell down to the ground. Stick
Dog thought about picking it up, but he knew his
first priority was hamburgers, so he left it alone.

They were all staring at Karen until a loud, roaring,
piercing sound came from the other side of the
picnic table.
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“Plan B?” asked Karen incredulously. “Plan B?1?”
“Yes,” said Stick Dog.

“Why?

“Think about it. Plan B. B, Stick Dog explained,
looking Karen right in the eyes. “B stands for
Beautiful. For Bountiful. Bodacious. Bombastic.”
“Brilliant?” asked Karen quietly.

“Yes, of course,” said Stick Dog. “Brilliant too.”

At this, Karen puffed out her tiny Dachshund chest
with pride.

Stick Dog tumed his head and looked toward
Stripes.
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“It's when you don’t want to do anything except
lay around,” Poo-Poo answered.

“You're thinking of ‘inaction’,” said Stick Dog.
“Stripes, how about you?”

“Of course, | know what it is,” said Stripes with
complete confidence. “Distraction. D--Z-T-R-A-K-
S-H-U-N. Distraction.”

“That’s how you spell it. Actually that’s NOT how
you spell it. But I wasn't asking for a spelling - or a
misspelling - anyway. | was looking for a definition.
A meaning.”

“That, | do not know,” said Stripes with a great deal
of pride for some reason.
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The End.
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Karen stopped there. Poo-Poo, Mutt, Stripes and
Stick Dog couldn't really tell if that was the end of
the plan or whether Karen was just taking another
deep breath or whether she was contemplating just
how much it would hurt to fall off a cliff, through
about three inches of water, landing on a bunch of
jagged rocks.

“Umm,” said Stick Dog. “How does that get us any
hamburgers?”

“Isn't it obvious?” Karen said, slightly put off.

“Well, yeah,” answered Stick Dog. “But maybe you
could fill in some of the details for us.”

“Oh, very well,” said Karen. “After we jump off the
cliff onto the rocks, we'll have lots of cuts and
bruises, you see. Maybe even some broken bones!
Won't that be wonderful?!”
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“One question,” said Stick Dog. “Do you know how
to drive?”

Poo-Poo lowered his head. “No,” he whispered.
“You think it's a bad plan, don’t you?”

“Not at all,” said Stick Dog. “It's just such a good
plan that | think we should save it for a very
desperate time. When we're really starving and
must have some hamburgers. When that happens,
we’ll all say, ‘Remember Poo-Poo’s great plan from a
couple of years ago? Let’s use that.”

“Oh, | see” said PooPoo. “Yes, that makes
perfectly good sense.”

“Good, I'm glad,” said Stick Dog. “Anybody else?”
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“Yeah, I've got one,” Mutt said. “There are four of
them and five of us. So me, Stripes, Karen and Poo-
Poo each choose a person. On the count of three,
we run across the field and then bite the ankles of
each human. While they're screaming in pain, Stick
Dog grabs all the hamburgers off the grill and brings
them home for all of us to eat.”

“Umm, okay,” said Stick Dog. “That's one plan
Does anybody have a plan that doesn’t involve
biting people and me burning my paws off on a
flaming barbecue grill?”

“You don't like my plan,” Mutt asked, a little
depressed.

“Oh, that’s not it at all,” said Stick Dog. ‘“It's a
great plan. Let’s just see if we can come up with an
even greater plan.”

This made Mutt feel better.

24,
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“Yes, | suppose s0,” said Stick Dog. “But, again, can
we get to the getting-the-hamburgers part of the
plan?”

Karen sighed the biggest, longest sigh a Dachshund
could sigh. Now, between you and me, that's not
very big. Because, you know Dachshunds are not
very big. But for Karen, it was as if she had sucked
in enough air to fill up a blimp and then let it out
again.

“We go up to the family,” said Karen slowly. She
seemed sort of embarrassed for her friends’ lack of
smarts. “And they give us the hamburgers because
they fell sorry for us.”

At this, the conclusion of Karen’s plan, Mutt, Stick
Dog, Poo-Poo and Stripes all nodded their heads as
if they understood all along about how throwing
themselves violently and tragically off a cliff was a
grand and marvelous way to get a few hamburgers.

“Okay,” said Stick Dog. “Let’s call that Plan B.”
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Stick Dog stared at Poo-Poo for a moment. “Well,”
he said. “That will certainly serve as a distraction,
Poo-Poo. Great idea. Now, while all of you are
distracting the family, 'l grab the hamburgers and
take them back to my place for a fabulous feast.”

Al of the dogs nodded in agreement. Their mouths
were starting to drool as they thought about those
tasty hamburgers and how close - how very, very
close - they were to getting them.
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“l can howl,” said Mutt. “l am a world-class
howler.”

Then Stripes said, “I can jump really high. | can
jump all over the place.”

“I can chase my tail,” said Karen. “Once, not very
long ago, | actually caught it. It was so excellent!”

“Great!” said Stick Dog. “All of those things are
just great. And what about you, Poo-Poo? What
kind of distraction can you provide?”

Poo-Poo thought about it long and hard. You could
tell she wanted to come up with an outstanding
idea like the others. “I know,” she said. “I can run
face-first into a tree and only get hurt a little bit.”
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Yoo - Poo
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It was Poo-Poo.

Do you remember when you were a one-year-old?
Probably not. It’s hard to remember back that far.
Besides, who wants to anyway? Do you want to
have memories of drooling all over the place and
having grown-ups talk to you like you're a one-year-
old? Well, you were a one-year-old, of course, but
that doesn’t mean they have to talk to you like
that. You know what | mean? Goo-Goo. Ga-Ga.
Blah-blah-blah. GROW UP, PEOPLE!

Anyway, when you were a one-year-old and just
learning to walk, you would stumble and trip all
over the place. You would bang your head into
walls and smash your face on the floor when you
fell. Don’t be ashamed, we all did it. And here’s
the thing: When you got up, you almost always
smiled because you had just taken some steps.
You were now leaming to be an amazing, incredible
WALKING HUMAN! Who cares if your face is all
bashed up?!  You are walking like nobody’s
business! | bet nobody has ever done that in the
entire history of the world!
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So, Stick Dog has a nice place to live. And he’s
also got friends. Good friends. And what’s better
than a good friend? Well, maybe a good friend who
happens to have some nice Doggie Snack-a-Roos in
his pocket is a little better, but that’s about it.

Now, before | introduce Stick Dog’s four friends, |
know what you are going to say. You're going to
say, “Hey. These four friends look remarkably
similar to the four types of others dogs a few
pages earlier. Well, you're right, SMARTY PANTS.
Don’t you remember that 'm not so good at
drawing? Do you think 'm going to draw 38 kinds
of dogs or something? And, let's remember this:
You promised not to bug me about THIS VERY
THING. Remember?1?! Okay. Back to the story.

There are four friends that stop by Stick Dog’s
empty pipe on a regular basis. There’s a poodle
named Poo-Poo. Now, it’s important to know that
Poo-Poo is not named after, you know, going to the
bathroom. He's named after his own name. Get it?
POO-dle.
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This story takes place in the summer. And when
you live in the suburbs and it's the summer, it can
mean only one thing. Actually, it can mean a lot of
things, like: It’s time to cut the grass or Let’s go
play in the sprinkler or If another mosquito bites me,
I'm going to be all out of blood.

But for Stick Dog, summer in the suburbs means
humans are griling out. And when people are
griling out, it means the air is filed with the aroma
of tasty, sizzling hamburgers. And tasty, sizzling
hamburgers are about the tastiest things in the
world to Stick Dog.

And on this particular afternoon, all of Stick Dog’s
buddies have stopped by. There's Poo-Poo, Mutt,
Stripes and, of course, Karen. And because the
wind is blowing at seven miles-per-hour straight
from the Southwest, the grill aromas from Picasso
Park are drifting right past the empty pipe beneath
Highway 16.

And Stick Dog can't take it anymore. He's got to
get a hamburger.
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They waited until the mom in the blue dress took
the hamburgers from the barbecue grill and set
them on the picnic table. This was very important
to Stick Dog who did not want to snatch a bunch of
hamburgers that were too hot to carry - or eat.

Do you know that feeling? It’s a bad feeling. Like
when you're really hungry and there’s a nice slice of
steaming hot cheese pizza right there in front of
you - and you just can’'t wait. And then you take a
bite and - ZAM! - you burn the roof of your mouth
so badly that it makes a little loose flap of skin
hang down and you spend the rest of the day
trying to tear that thing off the roof of your mouth
with your tongue - only it takes forever and it
SLOWLY DRIVES YOU CRAZY until you'd do just
about anything INCLUDING STICKING A VACCUUM
CLEANER’S SUCKING TUBE THINGY IN YOUR MOUTH
just to get it out!

Whew! | really don't like it when that happens.

4s.





images/00015.jpeg





images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
This is Stick Dog.

He is not called Stick Dog because he likes sticks.
Although, now that | come to think about it, he does
like sticks. All dogs like sticks, don’t they? | mean,
what kind of dog doesn’t like sticks? If | came across
an animal that looked like a dog and | offered it a
stick and it refused to take it, then | think | would
conclude that it’s not a dog at all. Wouldn’t you?

1 would just think it's a furry chair or something.
Anyway, Stick Dog is not called Stick Dog because he
likes sticks. He’s called Stick Dog because | don’t
know how to draw. | mean, | do know how to draw ~
1 just don’t know how to draw dogs very well.

So, this is Stick Dog.
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Now, there’s one more thing that you need to know
before we get to the actual hamburger part. And |
bet you've been wondering about it, haven't you?

You've been wondering about Stick-Dog himself,
right? After all, he wasn't in on the distraction part
of the plan.

Don’t worry, he’s fine.
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Then, Poo-Poo, Mutt, Stripes and Karen all turned
their heads to look at Stick Dog.

“Yes, | have a plan,” Stick Dog said before they
could ask. “It involves creating a distraction. You
all know what that is, right?”

They all nodded their heads, but Stick Dog wasn't
quite as confident in their knowledge as they
themselves seemed to be. In fact, after hearing
their plans about throwing themselves off a cliff,
biting people, speaking in human words, walking on
two legs and driving away in the family’s car, Stick
Dog was not confident at all that his four friends
knew what a distraction was.

“Okay, then,” Stick Dog said. “Mutt, what is a
distraction?”

“A small bird from southeastern Australia known for
its purple and gold plumage.”

“No,” Stick Dog said. “Poo-Poo, what is a
distraction?”
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“I see that, once again, it is up to my keen intellect
and superior brain skills to devise a strategy for our
success,” said Stripes, quite full of herself. “You
will all listen carefully please. | do not want to
repeat this plan. A plan of this magnitude and
brilliance is both effervescent and fantast-i-
magoric.”

“What is it?” sighed Mutt.

“Listen carefully,” Stripes began. “We leave the
park and head off to the shopping mall a couple of
miles down Highway 16. We jump into all the
dumpsters and find human clothes. Once we find
them, we drag then through mud puddles and over
rocks and stuff, making them all dirty and grimy
and torn. At this point, we put the clothes on and
come back here to the park. When the family sits
down at the picnic table to eat their hamburgers,
we walk up to them - no, no. We limp up to them -
and say that we're hopelessly poor humans. in
desperate need of hamburgers to keep on living.”

33.
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Okay, now before we start with the story, you and |
need to agree on a couple of things.

First, you should know that it's not just dogs that |
can't draw very well. Pretty much, | can’t draw
anything very well. | can’t draw flowers, houses,
candy bars, asparagus, donkeys, caterpillars,
airplanes, elbows or French fries very well either. In
fact, my asparagus stalks look a lot like my French
fries. You should get the idea just from that
example.

So, the first thing we have to agree on is this: |
can’t draw much of anything. Okay?

The second thing we have to agree on is this:
You're not going to give me any trouble about my
drawing abilities. For instance, you're not allowed
to say something like, “Where did you learn to
draw? From an elephant holding a pencil in his
trunk?” or “That drawing of a tree looks a lot
more like a big thingy of broccoli.”
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The answer is food. Food, food, food, food, FOOD.

Don’t be embarrassed if you didn’t guess it. One
time, my first grade teacher asked me what holiday
happens at the end of October. And | said,
“Pumpkin Pie!”

What? | like pumpkin pie. So sue me.

My point is, don't feel bad if you didn't guess that
FOOD was the answer. It happens. It's no big deal.

That said, if you did guess FOOD was the answer it
doesn’t exactly make you the next Mega-Genius of
the world or anything. " It's a pretty obvious answer
~ even if you're not a dog. And if you are a dog,
WHY ARE YOU STILL READING THIS?!? Get to the
television station like | said on the previous page.

Anyway, Stick Dog and his friends are constantly in
search of food. And that’s what this adventure is
all about.
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Stick Dog is fine because he did what all good dogs
do when there is praise and attention being dished
out. He went around to each member of that
family and got a little praise and attention for
himself.

And do you know what happened next?
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She was jumping and bouncing everywhere. ~Off
benches. Off tables. Off the other dogs. Off each
human’s shoes.

Each person in the whole family was whipping their
heads back and forth, and_up and down, watching
Stripes go crazy. For a minute, it looked like their
heads might pop right off their bodies.

And | think they might have if it wouldn’t have been
for the thing that happened next.

It was the loud padding of four paws getting faster
and faster and then a loud THUMP!

1 bet you know who it was.
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The family of humans finally started moving. The
dad went to Stripes and began scratching her under
the chin, calming her super-ball bouncing
tendencies. The mom went to Karen and scratched
her tummy, making the Doggie Tomado stop
spinning. The boy did something quite unusual. He
ran over to mutt and then lifted his own chin in the
air and started howling himself.

And, between you and me, that boy was a pretty
good howler. Now, he wasn’t as good a howler as
Mutt. I'm not sure anybody is. But this kid was
pretty good. Mutt was so surprised that he
stopped howiing and listened to the boy instead -
which, if you think about it, is kind of funny the way
their roles were reversed. Then, after he watched
him a bit, Mutt started howling all over again. So,
they were both howling like mad now. And the girl
sprinted right over to Poo-Poo who was sitting next
to the big tree trunk that she had just rammed her
head into. The girl began stroking Poo-Poo’s head
and Poo-Poo collapsed comfortably with her head in
the girl’s lap.
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Stick Dog has a nice home - and good friends.

But when it comes to being a dog, there’s
something else that’s really super important. | bet
you can guess what that is. If you're a dog, you
can almost certainly guess what it is. Then again, if
you're a dog and you're reading this story - turning
the pages with your paws or clicking around with a
computer mouse - and laughing at the weird-o
story and characters and making fun of the
drawings (you promised not to do that!), then you
should probably stop reading right now. Because,
you may not know this or not, but dogs that can
read are extremely rare and you have the
opportunity to be rich and famous and have all the
rawhide bones and puppy snicker-snacks in the
world. So get yourself down to the local television
station and start reading in front of everybody.

Now, if you're not a dog reading this story, I'm
going to assume that you are a human reading this
story. If you are, then try to guess what’s just as
important (maybe even more important) to a dog
than a safe home and good friends.

Give up?
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Thankfully, there was only one of Stick Dog’s
friends who had not answered yet. It was Karen.
And she said, “A distraction is when you combine
two words with an apostrophe.”

Stick Dog didn’t say anything at all for a moment.
Then, with wide eyes, he said, “You're thinking of a
contraction.” Stick Dog paused for a few seconds
and then added, “And while that is not the correct
definition of “distraction,’ | do have to tell you that
I'm a little impressed that you know the definition
of ‘contraction.”™

“Thank you very, very much,” said Karen.
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Just as the family was sitting down to eat their
hamburger dinner, out of the woods - from behind
the honeysuckle bush ~ ran five dogs they’d never
seen before. When they heard them barking - and
saw them approaching - the family stopped putting
hamburgers on their plates and turned to watch.

Now, they weren't quite alarmed or anything. It
wasn't like five rhinoceroses came charging out of
the woods at them. Or five man-eating lions. Or
five ooze-filed, orange aliens from the Planet
DangerVille or something.

After all, these were just five dogs. And one of
them was Karen, the Dachshund. And, let's be
honest, | don’t care how ferocious a dachshund
happens to be (and Karen isn't that ferocious at
all), you're just not going to be that alarmed when
you see one coming.

So, it would probably be fair to say that the family
was more startled than anything.
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As the dogs got closer and closer, the family
stopped everything they were doing. The son put
down the mustard jar. The dad was kind of frozen
with his hand deep in a big bowl of crunchy potato
chips. The daughter did not put down the ketchup
bottle, she just kept squeezing it and squeezing it.
A bright red stream of ketchup was creating a
great red mountain on the side of her paper plate,
which was now getting lopsided and starting to tip
over. And the mom was staring with a dill pickle
halfway in and halfway out of her mouth. In fact, it
kind of looked like she was trying to take her
temperature with the pickle. For a minute, you
thought she was going to pull it out, look at it and
declare, “Yay! The pickle says my temperature is
only 98.6 degrees! Let’s eat!”

When they reached the table, the family was still
staring. The dogs were panting. And the sun was
shining.

And the show - the, ahem, distractions - were all
about to begin.
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Have you ever seen a tomado? If you haven't
here’s a quick description. They can destroy entire
towns, swirling and twisting at speeds that reach
more than 100 miles per hour. The wind from a
tornado can pick up a car and drop it off ten miles
away. A tomado can knock down a brick building
or a bridge. A tornado is one of the single most
dangerous things in the natural world.

They spin faster than you can imagine.

So, now that you know what a tornado is like, let
me just say this:

Karen, the dachshund, was spinning even faster
than a tornado when she started chasing her tail.
She was turning round and round and round, until
she was just this spinning brown blurry whirlwind
right next to the picnic table. You couldn't tell
where her head was - or her body or her tail.

She was Karen, the Doggie Tornado.
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The mom and the dad went over to the serving dish
full of hamburgers on the picnic table. Then they
put five of those delicious hamburgers down on the
floor of the gazebo.

And Poo-Poo, Mutt, Karen, Stripes and Stick Dog all
got a big hamburger each

Between bites, Stick Dog said to his friends,
“Humans aren’t so bad, after all.” He munched
until the hamburger was all the way gone. He
licked the plate clean.

Then the girl from the family did something truly
spectacular.

She put another hamburger on his plate.

And patted his head.
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From a stand of honeysuckle bushes, all five dogs
peered toward a gazebo on the other side of
Picasso Park. There, a woman in a blue dress was
griling. Two kids, a boy and a girl, were kicking a
soccer ball back and forth. And a man, presumably
the father, was setting out paper plates on a picnic
table.

“Any ideas how we can get the hamburgers from
the family?” Stick Dog asked.
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It was Mutt. And, man, could he howl.

Imagine if you were going on vacation to Hawaii.
And you needed to get on the biggest jet with the
biggest engines in the world. And then right before
you took off, you decided to see if one of your
favorite stuffed animals - let’s say it's an elephant,
I always liked elephants - could fly so you threw it
out the window. And when the stuffed elephant hit
the ground under the plane - because, you know,
stuffed elephants can’t fly, of course - it made you
feel really sad. And you couldn't stand to leave him
out on the runway until you got back from Hawail,
s0 you decided to jump out too.

Now, just for the record, 'm NOT recommending
you do this. Jumping out of planes is dangerous.
HELLO! DO | EVEN NEED TO SAY THAT? Unless, of
course, you have a parachute or something, but |
still wouldn’t do it.
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Mutt, Poo-Poo, Karen and Stick Dog all looked at
Stripes. It was lie nobody knew what to say, but
everybody wanted to talk. You know what | mean?
It's kind of like at a birthday party when somebody
has a great big glob of vanilla frosting on their lip
and they don’t know it. Everybody wants to tell
them, but nobody does because they don’t want
the glob-of-vanilla-frosting-on-the-lip person to be
embarrassed.

“Stripes,” Stick Dog finally said and then paused.
“It's a terrific plan, it really is. It's inventive and
clever and all that. But, first, none of us really
knows how to walk on two legs lie a human. And
we don’t speak human language either. And I don’t
think we could really get human clothes to fit right.
And by the time we got back from the shopping
mall, 1 think this family would probably be home in
bed.”

Stripes looked sad.
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Now there are two things that can happen here as |
tell you this story. | can use dog language - you
know, yips, yaps, barks - that kind of thing. Or |
can interpret all the dog language for you, putting it
in plain English.

This English translation will work for all human
readers. And if you're a dog reader, I've already
told you where you need to be - AND I'M NOT
GOING TO TELL YOU AGAIN.

So, here goes.
“Pve got to get a Hamburger,” Stick Dog said, his
stomach rumbling s the meaty smoke wafted past
his snout. “We’ve got to snatch some hamburgers
from the humans at the park.”

“How?” asked Poo-Poo.

“We're going to need a plan,” Mutt added. “Humans
aren’t just going to give us hamburgers.”
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Except, of course, in the whole history of the world
just about all of us have done it. But, what the
heck. You didn’t know that at the time. So you
were just pleased as all get out. You were an
awesome Walking Machine!

Well, when Poo-Poo trotted across the field and ran
face-first into a tree trunk, that's sort of what she
looked like. Her legs were a little wobbly, her head
was a little hurt, but she was proud - so proud - of
causing such a great distraction.

The family had ceased watching anything else.
They just stared at Poo-Poo running into that tree
again and again.

And Stick Dog knew right then that it was his tur.
He had to do his job. He had to get those
hamburgers.
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There’s also a Dalmatian named Stripes. Stripes is
into being a little oddball-ish. See, she’s covered in
spots, but her name is Stripes. See what | mean?
If she was, say, all black, from snout to tail, then
her name would probably be Snowball. ~Stripes is
the kind of dog who wouid look out on a gray, rainy
day and say something like, “Let's go on a picnicl”
or “What a great day to go for a bike ridel” Of
course, dogs don’t ride bikes typically - but you get
what | mean.

Then, there’s a Dachshund. Her name is Karen.
This is kind of a human name, but it’s her name and
there’s not much we can do about it. It's kind of
like if your Uncle was named Snoopy. You wouldn’t
call him Uncle Bob.’ You'd call him “Uncle Snoopy.’
Of course, if your buddies were around and you
didn’t want them to know that your uncle’s name
was Snoopy, you might just call him Uncle Man or
Unc-Dude ~ or  Unc-a-Munc-a-Ding-Dong  or
something.  Anyway, the Dachshund’s name is
Karen.

There's also a dog named Mutt. He's a mutt.
Enough said.
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Do you know what a Super Ball is? Some people
call them Bouncy Balls. Sometimes, you can buy
them for a quarter in a vending machine at the
grocery store or laundromat. They're made out of
really hard rubber and come in bunches of different
colors. If you take one in your hand and throw it as
hard as you can down on the sidewalk or driveway
or street, it will bounce really high in the air, come
back down and bounce really high again and so on
and so on.

Well, here’s what | want you to think of: Think of a
small Super Ball inside a medium Super Ball inside a
large Super Ball inside an extra-large Super Ball.
Then, think of it as white in color, but with black
spots all over it. Now, imagine if the world’s
hardest-throwing baseball pitcher took that ball and
whipped it all around the inside of the gazebo
where the family was having its picnic at Picasso
Park.

Now, you have an exact idea of what Stripes looked
like.
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Only here’s the thing: He didn't get the
hamburgers. They were right there in front of him
on the picnic table. Oooh, they smelled so delicious
too. He could just reach out with his mouth, grip
the rim of the serving bow! that the hamburgers
were sitting in and take them all the way back to
the big empty pipe beneath Highway 16.

The family was distracted. Mutt, Poo-Poo, Stripes
and Karen had all done their jobs perfectly. But
Stick Dog did not get the hamburgers.

Here’s why: He didn’t have to.
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“If it wasn’t for those very few, very small,
extremely tiny, almost miniscule details,” said Stick
Dog, “It would be the perfect plan.”

Stripes still looked sad.
“Your spots look great today, Stripes. They're
really standing out nicely,” added Stick Dog. “Did
you have a bath recently?”

“Yes. Yes, | did,” said Stripes. “Just a few months
ago.”

“Well, we can all certainly tell,” said Stick Dog.
“Right, everybody?”

“Yes. Mm-hmm. Oh, yeah,” Poo-Poo, Karen and
Mutt all chimed in quickly.

Stripes was starting to look like she felt a little
better about herself.
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“Certainly not. They're selfish. They want to keep
all the hamburgers to themselves,” Stick Dog shook
his head in disgust, muttering under his sweet-
smelling dog breath about how humans never share
anything. Stick Dog rose off the couch pillow and,
shaking the dirt from his fur, said, “Let’s case the
joint.  Follow the smell, find the hamburgers. Find
the hamburgers, make a plan. Execute the plan, eat
the hamburgers.”

“Eat the hamburgers,” Stripes said. “Roll around in
the dirt scratching our backs.”

“Umm, yeah, whatever,” said Karen, scrunching up
her face.

All of them followed Stick Dog toward Picasso Park.
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“Yes,” said Karen. “I have a plan.”
“Let’s hear it,” Stick Dog said.

Karen took a deep breath, her long Dachshund
abdomen inflating from front to back, and began.
“It may hurt a little bit, but | think it's worth it,”
Karen began. “Let’s go over to the creek and climb
up that tall cliff right above that really shallow part.
Then, we jump off.”
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“I think | have an idea,” Poo-Poo volunteered. “See
that car over there? It must be theirs. It's the only
one in the parking lot. What if | snatch the keys
from the mom’s bag. It's right on the bench by the
picnic table. Then I hop into the car and drive away.
| won't steal it or anything. You know, just drive it a
few blocks. The whole family of humans will chase
me. While they're chasing me, you guys get the
hamburgers and take them back to Stick Dog’s
house. Just save some for me, okay?”
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Anyway, all five dogs waited behind the
honeysuckle bush until the hamburgers were off
the grill and the mom and dad were finished setting
the table and starting to call the boy and girl.

And those hamburgers - those delicious
hamburgers - were cooling off just to the perfect
temperature.  And the family - that no-good,
selfish, rotten, stingy bunch of hamburger-
munching humans - was just getting ready to eat.

It was then that the dogs came out from behind
the honeysuckle bush and put their plan into action.
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Now, you might think that Stick Dog was mad
about “all this. After all, the plan was to get
hamburgers. But here’s something you may not
know: There are two things that dogs like even
more than food.

Do you know what they are?

Praise and attention. And in this case, the whole
family was giving the four dogs all the praise and
attention they could handle.

Think about it. If you came home from school with
a big A+ on an important quiz, what would you
want your parents to say when you showed them
your grade?

“Here, have a potato chip.”
or

“Great job. | know how hard you worked to eam
this grade. Pm proud of you.” And then they
scratched your belly. Oh, okay, they don't really
scratch your belly. Your old enough to scratch your
own belly, after all. But you know what | mean,
right?

67.





images/00041.jpeg





images/00044.jpeg





images/00043.jpeg
Anyway, you're out on the runway with your
stuffed elephant in your arms - and nobody even
notices, not your mom or dad or even the pilot.
Maybe your brother or sister notices, but they think
to themselves, ‘Hey, when I'm in Hawaii, | won't
have to share a room. That will be great! I'll get to
bounce from bed to bed and watch whatever
television show | want. | don't think I'll tell anybody
that my sibling is out on the runway holding a
stuffed elephant undemeath a giant jet that’s
about to take off.’

So, when that jet takes off just a few inches over
your head and those engines roar right next to your
ears, that’s probably about the biggest sound you
can imagine, right?

Well, guess what? Mutt’s howling was louder.
And as soon as the family had turned their heads
away from Karen, the Doggie Tornado, they started
staring at Mutt, the Canine Howling Machine.

Until they saw Stripes.
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Actually, trees and broccoli look a lot alike when
you think about it.

But, anyway, you get the point: | admit to you that
I can’t draw so well. And you promise me that you
won't hassle me about it.

Deal?

Okay, let’s move on.
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These are some other drawings of dogs. As you
can see, they look a lot like Stick Dog, but with
certain distinct features to tell them apart from
Stick Dog himself. There’s a Dalmatian, a Poodle
and @ Dachshund.

There's also a Mutt. Now, | couldn’t figure out how
to draw a mutt - so he's just kind of that wavy
dude over there. Because, really, a mutt can be
just about anything, right? Big, small, long fur,
short fur, curly - whatever.

So wavy lines in the fur means mutt. Got it?
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Stick Dog lives in the suburbs - somewhere
between Big City and the Forest. There are houses
around, but there are also parks and playgrounds,
swimming pools, streets, telephone poles, fire
hydrants and grassy lawns. He lives in a big, empty
pipe that runs under Highway 16.

There’s no water in the pipe. Is nice and dry. And
Stick Dog has decorated it with some of his
favorite things. There’s a nice, old couch cushion
that he can sleep on and a big assortment of things
to chew on - mostly tennis balls and Frisbees that
he’s brought home from the park.

It's a pretty good place to live.

He can hear crickets and toads and cicadas at
night. When the sky is clear, Stick Dog leans his
head out of the end of the pipe and can see the
stars and the moon. On nights like that, laying
there on his cushion with a Frisbee in his mouth,
Stick Dog knows that he’s got it pretty darn good.
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Stick Dog

Adventure 1

Stick Dog
Wants a Hamburger
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“A distraction,” said Stick Dog, “is when you do
something to take somebody’s attention away from
something else. To make them watch or think of
something else for a bit, helping you achieve a
certain goal. In this case, it is the family who wil
be distracted, it is we five who will create the
distraction and the certain goal is hamburgers.”

“We knew that,” said Mutt. And Karen, Stripes and
Poo-Poo all nodded in agreement.

“Okay, whatever,” said Stick Dog. “Tell me, what
can each of you do that will serve as a distraction
to the family while | take the hamburgers without
them even noticing?”
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