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Sammy is my best friend. He has four legs, really soft ears, and a tail that can wag slow, medium, and super fast. Sometimes it moves so fast it makes his whole bottom shake. When this happens you have to be careful, because a shaking bottom can knock a glass of juice right off a table, but that’s not his fault. Tails are hard to control. I like everything about Sammy, but my favorite thing is that he’s fun to talk to. I’m lucky. I have the only ears in the whole world that can hear Sammy talk.

Sammy and I have a mission—​our first ever. We’re looking for a new friend. My sister, Isabella, used to play with us, but now that she’s thirteen, she says, Teenagers don’t play baby games. It’s too bad. She’s missing out on a lot of fun.

Sammy and I are practicing the three Fs. We bounce on my bed and shout them out loud.

“FUN! FRIENDLY! FULL OF AD­VEN­TURE!”
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They are important, because our new friend must ABSOLUTELY and DEFINITELY be all three.

After five times in a row, Sammy jumps down and runs to the door. “Last one to the kitchen is a rotten egg!”

I’m always the rotten egg, but I don’t care. It’s not fair racing. Sammy has more legs than me.

When I get to the kitchen, Sammy smiles and holds up his foot. “Power Paws win!”

I stomp my feet like I’m mad, but I’m only acting. “June Feet lose!”

“UGH!” complains Isabella. “Do you always have to pretend-talk to the dog? It’s embarrassing.” She waves her hand. “Go play outside.”

“PLAY!” shouts Sammy, and he runs to the back door.

As soon as we’re outside, I show him my pocket.

“Chocolate chip cookies!” His tail wags extra fast.

I pull one out, break off the chocolate chips, and pop them into my mouth. Chocolate can poison a dog, so I have to eat them. I only give Sammy the cookie part.

“CHOCOLATE!” cries Sammy, and he drops to the ground and plays dead.

I fall down next to him, and then we roll and howl like zombies.
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We have new neighbors. A girl, a teenage boy, a mom, a dad, and a cat are all moving into the house across the street.

Mom wants me to go over and meet the new girl, but I say, “No thank you. I’ll wait for the lemon cake.”

Next Saturday she’s going to make two of them: one to keep, and one to give to the new neighbors. That’s a smart way to make people like you. Bring them something delicious.

The only person not happy with the plan is Isabella. “Why do I have to go? I’ll die of embarrassment!”
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Dad is not worried about her dying. “Five minutes of friendly chatting is not going to kill you.”

“But I don’t talk to boys!” screams Isabella, and then she stomps off.

Sammy and I go up to my room. Staying away from Isabella is a good idea.

My window is perfect for spying on the house across the street. The new girl’s outside, hopping on one foot.

“Maybe she can be our new friend,” says Sammy.

I’m thinking that too. I say the three Fs out loud. “Fun. Friendly. Full of Adventure.”

“Do you think she has them?” asks Sammy.

We watch, but it’s hard to tell if she has the three Fs just by looking.
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When she runs up and down the moving truck ramp I say, “That looks like fun.”

Sammy shakes his head. “Or a bee could be chasing her.”

When she waves goodbye to the moving truck people, I say, “That looks friendly.”

Sammy shakes his head again. “Maybe the bee came back.”

When she digs a hole in the ground, Sammy gets super excited. “I bet she’s hunting for dinosaur bones.”
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I’m excited too. “Digging looks adventurous!”

But then her dad comes out and plants a mini flagpole. The flag looks nice, but a flower flag is not the kind of flag that is full of adventure.

“Rumble tummy,” moans Sammy.

I know what he means. I’m hungry too. We go to the kitchen, but before we get there, I make him promise that after lunch we’ll watch some more.
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Spying is not always fun. Sammy and I are looking out the window, but all we see is a house. No one’s outside. Nothing is happening.
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Sammy’s not usually a complainer, but today he’s an expert at it. “What if she never comes out? She’s been inside forever! Are we going to do this all day?” He puts his head down on the window ledge and sighs super loud.

His complaining is reminding me of someone else. Someone named April.

April sits across the table from me at school. She acts like she’s queen of the world, but really she’s queen of two other things—​complaining and talking about herself. Listening to her all day is torture, but Mrs. Warble, my teacher, won’t let me change seats.

When I asked, she shook her head and said, “Imagine the rainbow. It needs every color to be beautiful.”

I know all the rainbow colors by heart. It’s easy, if you remember ROY G BIV (red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet). If people were colors, April would be indigo! Indigo is bossy. Indigo could cover up every other color and not let them even peek through a little bit. I imagine a new rainbow without indigo. Mrs. Warble is wrong. ROY G BV would still be beautiful.

“LOOK!” Sammy puts his paws up on the window. “She’s back!”

I look up. The new girl is on her front porch. She checks her shoelaces, pushes the doorbell, and then takes off running.

“A JOGGER!” shouts Sammy. His tail wags.
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Sammy loves running, but instead of jogging on the sidewalk, the girl runs across the lawn, jumps over some bushes, and disappears behind the house. A few seconds later, she comes running back from around the other side. She’s running around her whole house. But why? It’s a good question, and I wish I knew the answer. At the front door, the girl pushes the doorbell and goes inside.

Sammy nudges my hand. “That counts as fun!” But then a second later he shakes his head. “Or it could have been the bee chasing her again.”
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Sammy and I are taking a break from spying. We’re playing On-the-Ground Disco Dancing. It’s like regular dancing, only you do it lying down. Sammy and I have a great new routine. We can dance and point in all different directions at the same time. The music is about to start.

Sammy is the leader. “Paw up!”

I don’t have a paw, so I hold up my hand.

He counts down. “Five, four, three, two . . .” And then the doorbell rings.

The music starts, but suddenly I’m all alone. Sammy’s gone, barking and racing for the front door. I jump up and chase after him. I catch up just as Mom opens the door.
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She points to Sammy. “DO SOMETHING WITH HIM!”

I lean down next to Sammy’s ear. “Great barking, but can you keep the rest inside?”

It’s not easy to stop doing something you love, but Sammy tries. He closes his mouth and puts his head down. His barks still want to come out, but he keeps his teeth so tight together that only a little growl escapes. I scratch behind his ears. That helps him keep calm.

Mom is talking to Mr. Robertson from next door. When he leaves, there’s a giant box on the porch. Mom points to the name on top—​June Fairway. That’s ME!

Isabella’s full of questions. “What is it? Who’s it for? Who sent it?”

I know two of the answers. “It’s a present to me from Mr. Robertson.”

Isabella doesn’t believe me. “Mr. Robertson from next door gave you a present?”

Mom laughs and shakes her head. “No, it’s not from Mr. Robertson. We were out yesterday when the box was delivered. Mr. Robertson was just saving it for us.”

Isabella pokes it with her foot. “What’s inside?”

Sammy jumps up. He has a great idea. “LET’S MAKE GUESSES!”

While Mom and Isabella pull the box into the house, Sammy and I dance around the room and shout out guesses.
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“Cupcakes! Porcupines! Chocolate! Candy!”

“Dinosaur bones! Squirrels! Bones! Squirrels!”

“IT’S FROM GRANDMA PENNY!” Mom waves a piece of paper in the air.

I stop dancing. A present from Grandma Penny is worth stopping for, because Grandma Penny is absolutely the best present giver in the whole world.
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