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Author's note:

This is the third book about Hector and Buster.

Have you read the first one? It's free!
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And now without further ado…





Me Tawk Funny Too

(Me Talk Funny: Book Three)


You probably know all about Hector Dumble and his amazing dog Buster, how Buster drank a super-intelligence formula and started talking, and how Hector's teacher Mr Weasel (AKA Professor Evil) forced Hector to drink the antidote that stopped Buster talking, and then how Hector studied hard at school and became a chemistry whizz and developed another super-intelligence formula that enabled Buster to start talking again.
(If you don't know, then you can download the first book Me Talk Funny and read all about it. It's free!)
Now I'm going to tell you what happened next after Hector got Buster talking for a second time at the school's end-of-year-gala by giving him the new super-intelligence formula.
Well, everyone in the audience that evening clapped and was very excited to see Buster the dog talking again. And weren't they right to be excited? After all, Buster was the only talking dog in the world. Of course all dogs can talk, but usually they just say “Woof woof!” Buster could do better than that: he could say things like, “The importance of a good education cannot be overstated,” and “There is a fly in my water dish.”
Mr and Mrs Dumble were also in the audience that evening and they felt very proud of their son who was clearly a chemistry genius and would (they were sure) one day grow up to win the Nobel Prize.
After the gala, they took Hector and Buster to a swanky restaurant for a celebratory dinner.
At the door of the restaurant, the manager stopped them and said, “I'm sorry – no dogs allowed. You may leave him tied up outside and a water dish will be provided.”
“A water dish?” spluttered Buster. “Outside? I didn't come here to sit outside and drink water.”
The manager was amazed to have a talking dog in his restaurant.
“Hey,” said a customer. “That's Buster the talking dog. He's famous!”
“And he's talking again!” said another customer.
“Can I have your autograph?” said a little girl.
“Smile for the camera,” said another customer, taking a photo. “Do you have anything you would like to tell your fans?”
“Do I have fans?” asked Buster.
“You sure do, and I'm going to write an article so they can read all about you,” said the man.
“Are you a journalist?” said Buster.
“Yes I am,” said the man. “I write for the New York Times.”
“Well, in that case,” said Buster, giving the manager a hard stare, “please write an article about how badly this restaurant treats dogs. Do you know that they want me to sit out–?”
“–Here, sir,” the manager interrupted, beckoning towards a table by a large bay window. “The best table in the house.”
Buster continued: “And they want me to drink–”
“–Champagne,” said the manager, and he snapped his fingers at a waiter. “Manuel, bring a bottle of our finest Dom Perignon. On the house, of course.”
“Champagne?” said Mrs Dumble. “He's only two years old. Some warm milk will be fine, thank you.”
“Yes, warm milk for Buster, champagne for me,” said Mr Dumble.
Well, thanks to Buster the Dumbles had a wonderful dinner. Mr Dumble wouldn't stop raising his glass and making toasts to Buster's good health. (Some people might say it was just an excuse for him to drink lots of that expensive champagne which he seemed to enjoy so much, but I'm sure that had nothing to do with it.)
The Dumbles were very happy to have Buster back as a fully talking member of the family.
Buster too was very happy to be talking again. It meant that he could go back to school (after all, he needed an education) and Hector enjoyed having Buster in class with him again. Not many kids got to take their dogs to school, as most dogs would cause problems, barking and running around in class. But Buster was different. He was a really good student. Most of his life had been spent sleeping and chasing after sticks and wagging his tail, so now that he had the chance to study, he didn't want to waste it. He was interested in every subject and always wanted to learn something new. And because Buster was so interested, it made the other kids interested too, and teachers such as Mrs Goodheart were very happy to have Buster in their class.
Of course Buster wasn't good at all subjects. When it came to painting or playing baseball, not having hands to hold a paintbrush or a baseball bat made things difficult. He wasn't exactly an ace at playing the violin either. But when it came to using his super-intelligent brain, Buster was usually the best at every subject. Except chemistry, of course. That was Hector's favorite subject, and Hector knew more about chemistry than anybody.
Hector's father allowed Hector to turn his bedroom into a laboratory again so he could continue with his chemistry experiments, developing new formulas which he was going to test on Buster. But Buster said, “No thank you. I don't need any other special powers – being super-smart and able to talk is enough for me.”
So instead Hector tested his new formulas on old Mrs Skillett's ginger cat from next door.
































  
  
      ***Mrs Skillet had lived next door as long as the Dumbles could remember. She used to have a husband, but Mr Skillet had died around the time the Dumbles had moved in to the neighborhood. Mrs Skillet was very sad for a long time after that and she would spend most of the time in her house with the curtains closed. The Dumbles didn't know anything about her. They just thought she was a crazy old woman who never talked to anyone. One summer, a few years later, a pack of neighborhood dog chased a stray kitten across Mrs Skillet's lawn. The kitten jumped in through Mrs Skillet's living room window and a couple of the dogs had jumped in after it. That was the first time the Dumbles heard Mrs Skillet's voice.
“Get out of here you mangy pooches!” she yelled. “You leave that kitten alone! Get out! Go on! Scram!”
There was a yelp and those dogs came back out through the window and disappeared down the street.
After that, Mrs Skillet put up a bunch of posters on tree trunks all over the neighborhood. The posters had a picture of a little ginger kitten, and beneath it were the words:
[image: ]
Found

Scrawny, ginger-colored kitten. Female.

Top of left ear bitten off.

If this is your kitten, phone 135589

Whoever owned the kitten didn't seem to want her back because no one ever phoned, so Mrs Skillet adopted her. At first she complained, saying she didn't want to be bothered having to take care of a cat, that she'd had enough trouble having to take care of a sick husband. But she soon grew fond of that kitten. She called it Geranium, which is a name for a flower. Why she called the cat Geranium instead of Tiddles or Kitty or Mittens or Tigger or something like that I have no idea. (Just because I'm writing this story, doesn't mean I know all the answers!)
Anyway, despite what she said, Mrs Skillet took good care of Geranium, giving her the choicest bits of meat and most expensive cat food, and pretty soon she was no longer a scrawny, sad-looking kitten but a big bushy, healthy-looking ginger cat. At first, Mrs Skillet tried to keep her indoors. She said it was dangerous outside. But Geranium soon got curious and started exploring the outside world, and that brought Mrs Skillet out too. It was when Mrs Skillet went out looking for Geranium that she started talking to people in the neighborhood again, and that's when the Dumbles got to know her and realised she wasn't a crazy person at all, but a very nice old lady.
Later Buster and Geranium became friends when Hector had unintentionally given Buster the ability to talk in cat language. Although Buster no longer miaowed like a cat, he still understood what Geranium meant when she miaowed, and he translated for Hector.
“Miaow miaow miaow miaow,” Geranium said one day, not long after the school gala.
“What's she saying?” Hector asked.
Buster translated. “She wants you to develop a formula for her too. To give her some ability that will make her special.”
“What kind of ability?” asked Hector. “Flying? Super-strength? Breathing underwater?”
“She says she's not sure what she wants, but she'll know when she gets it.”
Hector asked Mrs Skillet if it would be all right for Geranium to try new formulas. By that time Buster was a famous talking dog and everyone said that Hector was a chemistry genius, so Mrs Skillet said yes, it would be all right.
So since then, Hector tested all his new formulas on Geranium.
At first, the formulas didn't have any effect because cat biology and dog biology are quite different. It took some time for Hector to get the hang of cat chemistry.
After a while however, Hector's cat formulas started having an effect. The first success was when Geranium drank a formula and immediately flipped upside down and started walking on her front paws.
Geranium said that it wasn't the kind of super-ability she had in mind – it wasn't very useful and it made her feel dizzy – so Hector gave her the antidote and Geranium went back to walking normally. Nevertheless, it was a start.
A few days later, Hector was in his laboratory, working on another formula. He stirred two spoonfuls of German sherbet into the liquid, added a pinch of desiccated Siberian coconut followed by a drop of Mongolian treacle and three baked beans, then whisked the mixture into a thick cream.
“Geranium!” he called, and the next moment, Geranium appeared at the open bedroom window. “Ah, there you are. Time to test my latest secret formula.” So saying, Hector poured the mixture into a dish and Geranium sniffed it warily.
“Miaow miaow miaow?” she said, and Buster translated.
“She wants to know what special ability it will give her.”
“Well,” said Hector, “I'm not sure yet. That's why we have to test it. But tell her it definitely won't make her walk on her front paws. What I was hoping for when I developed this formula was that it would give her the ability to see into the future.”
“To see into the future?” gasped Buster. “That would be really useful.”
“It would,” agreed Hector. “But I can't promise anything. She needs to try it and then we'll find out.”
Buster passed on the message, and Geranium seemed satisfied with the answer because she happily lapped up the creamy formula.
For the next few minutes, Hector and Buster watched Geranium to see what effects the mixture would have. After a while, Geranium started miaowing.
“She says she can feel a special power spreading through her,” Buster translated.
“The ability to see into the future?” Hector asked excitedly.
“Miaow miaow,” said Geranium.
“No,” said Buster. “The ability to see into the past.”
“The past?” Hector said, frowning.
Geranium miaowed some more.
“That's right. The past.”
“Hmm.” Hector thought about this. “So how far back can she see? Can she see as far back as the Egyptians, making their pyramids?”
Buster asked Geranium, and then translated the answer.
“She says she can't see that far back.”
“How about Napoleon at the Battle of Waterloo?”
Geranium miaowed again and Buster shook his head. “No, not that far back.”
“How about Neil Armstrong landing on the Moon in 1969?” asked Hector. “That wasn't so long ago.”
Geranium miaowed some more. “No,” said Buster. “She can't see that far back either.”
Hector frowned. “So how far back can she see?” he asked.
Geranium miaowed to Buster.
“She says she can see two weeks ago. Someone was walking by outside with a bag of shopping and the bag split. A carton of cream spilled onto the sidewalk and she had it all to herself.”
“Miaow miaow miaow,” added Geranium.
“She says that was a good day.”
Hector frowned while Geranium continued miaowing.
“She can also see last Tuesday,” said Buster. “She caught a mouse, but it escaped into a crack at the back of the garage. And she can see this morning. She was sitting on the window ledge outside your kitchen, and you were having blueberry jam on toast for breakfast.”
“That's right. I did have blueberry jam on toast for breakfast,” said Hector. “Wow. She really can see into the past.”
Buster put his head on one side. “Um, Hector,” he said, “I don't want to be a party pooper, and I know you're a great chemist
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