
        
            
                
            
        


	My Name Is Mr. Dibble


Book Description

A pit bull, a sleepwalker, and Slenderman meet on a misty pier in the middle of the night next to the Black Water lighthouse. Mr. Dibble, a Staffordshire terrier, knows this evil entity has wicked deeds planned for his master. Will Mr. Dibble be able to save Master Irma, or will he fail and doom them both to a living hell? Mr. Dibble tells the story.

My Name Is Mr. Dibble is a companion short story to the novel Slenderman: Pacie Rose Citizen Reporter. It is told from one of the main characters' beloved pet dog’s point of view. Mr. Dibble’s master is Irma, the novel’s quirky sidekick. He tells about a time when Slenderman paid a visit to his owner and what he did about it. 

Mr. Dibble is based on a member of my family, a Staffordshire terrier. His name is Ham, beloved pet.

Enjoy!
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Dedication

To my family, my friends, and those who have supported me though my journey as an author. I appreciate you.
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Chapter 1

My name is Mr. Dibble.

Some people, like my owner’s cousin, call me a Staffie. Some call me an AmStaff. While others cower in fear, telling Master Irma to keep her pit bull away from them. They see my muscles and think I’m going to tear them to shreds. This makes me laugh. I bet you didn’t know that dogs can laugh. I’m laughing now.

But I’m a Staffordshire terrier. A good-natured and smart canine with more courage than any other dog I know. I’m a loyal and trustworthy friend to Master Irma. She says I can be a little stubborn, but that’s mostly when I’m hunting a squirrel, groundhog, or a pesky cat. 

Miss Alley Cat, that’s what I call her, is a wild one. She teases me, trying to get me to chase her. I do, of course. It’s one of my jobs. When she scratches her way up a tree, little ol’ Miss Alley Cat taunts me and laughs. Yes, cats can laugh, too. At least it looks like it to me. 

I spend most of my time at Master Irma’s side. She lets me rest on the couch while she works, but sometimes she makes me get up so she can put down my blanket. A doggy blanket, she calls it. Master thinks my feet are dirty or I’m going to leave a hair on a cushion. I think she gets a little carried away.

Master takes me for walks and sometimes for car rides. I love riding in the car almost as much as chasing Miss Alley Cat. I’m laughing again.

If I’m lucky, Master will take me on a case with her. Most of the time I’m stuck in the car. But there have been times when I have helped solve the case. I’ll tell you about me and my good nose and ears later.

Anyway, that is a little bit about me.

My name is Mr. Dibble, the pampered.




Chapter 2

What? Master Irma is talking in her sleep again? It certainly makes my ears perk up, lying here at her side. This is not normal for her. Sure, occasionally she mumbles, rolls over, then snores again. She says sometimes when I’m sleeping my legs move like I’m chasing a rabbit. I believe her, I probably am dreaming of chasing a rabbit, or Miss Alley Cat.

This is different. Her legs are moving like she’s running. I’m sure something is chasing her because she does not take me for a jog—she can’t run and smoke a cigarette at the same time. I worry she’ll have a heart attack. Then what would happen to me? I would go for help, of course, and then be at her hospital bedside. But after that, I don’t know.

I can see good in the dark. Lately, there's been a tall dark shadow that appears in the bedroom's corner, but only for a short while, and only while she’s doing what she’s doing now. I don’t see it at the moment. 

What is she doing? Master is sitting on the edge of the bed. She’s saying she can’t kill something. This is not my master speaking.

She’s standing up, I’m going to follow her. 

Wait, what? Master is leaving the apartment, and she’s not taking her keys. And she’s barefoot. Where is she going in the middle of the
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