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Buster the Talking Dog

(Me Talk Funny: Book Two)



      ***Hector Dumble's bedroom looked like a laboratory. That’s because it was a laboratory. Hector was trying to develop a chemical formula that would enable his dog Buster to speak English. But Hector was just a little boy and he didn't have a lot of money, so if you were to look closely at his laboratory you would notice that the test tubes were really just empty soda bottles; he boiled chemicals in old baked bean tins; and instead of glass tubing he used drinking straws. But despite this, everything worked fine.
Except that, after three months, Hector still hadn't been able to invent a formula that worked and Buster still couldn't speak a word of English (or French or Spanish or Chinese or Hindi). The only thing he could say was “woof woof”, which really wasn't very impressive at all since every other dog in the neighborhood could say “woof woof” as well, some with even better pronunciation than Buster.
One day Hector, dressed in his white lab coat and protective goggles, put his head through the kitchen doorway.
“Mom,” he said, “can I have some baking soda?"
“Sure Hector,” said Mrs Dumble, handing him a tin. “Here you are.”
“And can I have some salad dressing?” Hector said.
“Sure, Hector,” said Mrs Dumble, handing him a bottle.
“And can I also have some concentrated sulfuric acid?” said Hector.
She gave him a funny look. “I don't have any sulfuric acid,” she said.
“Oh. In that case, can I have some tomato ketchup instead?”
“Help yourself,” said Mrs Dumble.
Hector took the items back to his bedroom and started mixing and stirring and blending and boiling. 
Buster his dog was lying on the bed watching Hector closely.
“Don't worry, boy,” said Hector. “This next batch is going to be the one. I just know it is.”
Buster said, “Woof woof!”
Hector added the ingredients to a bottle and gave it a good shake. He then poured it into a glass and went over to the window. He held the glass up to the light and examined the liquid closely.
“I think this is it,” he told Buster. “Are you ready, boy?”
Buster lifted his head and pricked up his ears. He knew Hector was talking to him.
“Come on, then,” Hector said, and he poured the liquid into Buster's water dish.
Buster jumped down from the bed and sniffed at the dish.
“Go on,” Hector told him. “Drink up.”
Buster stuck out his tongue and lapped up some of the liquid. When he'd finished, Buster looked at Hector and wagged his tail.
“So?” Hector said. “Can you feel anything? Anything strange? Anything at all?”
Buster wagged his tail again.
“Speak to me, boy,” said Hector. “Go on. Say something.”
Hector said, “Woof!”
Buster sighed and wondered if perhaps he should give up.






  
  

      ***After class the next day, Hector's teacher Mrs Goodheart said, “How is your science project coming along, Hector?”
“It's not a science project, Mrs Goodheart,” said Hector. “It's a top-secret state-of-the-art chemically-based linguistic research experiment.”
“So how is your top-secret state-of-the-art chemically-based linguistic research experiment coming along?” asked Mrs Goodheart.
“Not very well,” admitted Hector.
“Any progress?”
Hector shook his head. “Last night I tried out my latest formula on Buster.”
“And …?”
“He said 'woof'.”
“Oh,” said Mrs Goodheart. “Don't worry. You work very hard, Hector, and people who work hard always achieve something, even if it's not always exactly what they expect. Don't give up.” Then she gave Hector an encouraging smile. 
“Thanks, Mrs Goodheart,” said Hector as he left the classroom.
On the way home, Hector was joined by Sally Sprout.
“Hi, Hector,” she said.
“Hi, Sally,” said Hector.
“How's your top-secret thingy coming along?”
Hector stopped walking. “How come everyone knows about it?” he said. “It's supposed to be top secret.”
“You told Jimmy Riddle and Jimmy Riddle told Dougy McTavish…”
“Jimmy promised not to tell anyone,” said Hector.
“…and Dougy McTavish told his mom,” continued Sally, “and Dougy McTavish's mom told Pinky Gordon's mom and Pinky Gordon's mom told Mrs Goodheart and Mrs Goodheart told my mom and my mom told me.”
Hector sighed. “At least that's only five people,” he said.
“Oh, and, um, I think I might have mentioned it on my Facebook page.”
“So now everyone knows,” said Hector.
“Yep,” said Sally.
“Ahh,” Hector sighed. “That's just great.”
“Why do you want it to be a secret, anyway?”
“Because,” said Hector, “if I fail, I don't want everyone to know.”
“Don't worry,” said Sally Sprout. “You won't fail. Anyone who works as hard as you is bound to succeed.”
“Thanks, Sally,” said Hector.
It was nice to have people encourage him. Maybe he wouldn't give up after all.






  
  

      ***The following Saturday, Hector produced another formula. He was sure that this would be the one that would enable Buster to finally speak English. After Buster had drunk it, the two of them sat watching each other, waiting for the formula to take effect.
“So?” Hector said after a while. “Do you feel any different?”
Buster opened his mouth and Hector expected him to say 'woof', but instead, Buster made a curious coughing sound, as if he were trying to clear his throat.
“You're going to speak, aren't you?” said Hector. “I just know you are.”
Buster wagged his tail.
“Go on, boy. Say something.”
Buster opened his mouth and said, “Miaow.”
“Miaow?” said Hector.
“Miaow,” repeated Buster.
Later at dinner, Mr Dumble asked Hector how his experiments were going.
“You tell them,” Hector said to Buster, who was sitting on the couch watching the Dumbles eating their meal.
“Miaow,” said Buster.
“Wow,” said Hector's father. “That's not bad, son. Not bad at all.”
“Not bad?” said Hector. “It's useless.”
“Well, I think it's progress,” said Mrs Dumble. “All you need now is a cat who can speak English, and then Buster can talk to the cat and the cat can tell us what he said.”
“Exactly,” Mr Dumble agreed. “A cat translator.”
“Where am I going to find a cat who can speak English?” asked Hector.
“Maybe you could invent a formula,” said Mr Dumble.
Hector sighed.
But he didn't give up. A week later he'd invented another formula and tried it out on Buster.
By this time, Buster had a new friend – the cat from next door. The cat was sitting on the window sill watching them and when Hector gave Buster the formula and said, “Come on boy, say something,” Buster just turned to the cat and said “Miaow.”
“Miaow,” replied the cat.
“Miaow miaow miaow miaow miaow,” said Buster.
“Miaow miaow miaow,” said the cat.
And that was that. The formula didn't seem to have any effect at all.






  
  

      ***Another week passed and the Dumbles were going to take a vacation to visit Hector's grandma who lived on the coast.
The day before they were due to leave, Hector had developed another formula and tried it out on Buster.
Buster drank the formula and looked at Hector. Hector looked back at Buster. Buster looked back at Hector. Hector looked back at Buster. Buster looked b– 
“That's enough looking,” said Hector. “Don't just stand there, boy. Say something.”
Buster made some throat-clearing noises and said, “Yipper yipper nik nak backa backa wupper wupper.”
“Huh?” Hector said.
“Chupper lupper tippy tippy cattle krum bucker tipper lie lie,” said Buster.
Hector sighed.
The next morning they were loading up the car and Mr Dumble came out of the house with a suitcase.
“Hector,” he said. “I just met Buster in the hallway and he was making some very strange noises.”
“Did it sound like 'chicky wicky bakka takka'?” Hector asked. “That kind of thing?”
“Yes,” said Mr Dumble. “Something like that.”
“That's the new formula. It made him speak but it's all nonsense. Another failure. The cat isn't happy either as she can't understand him any more.”
“Oh. Never mind,” said Mr Dumble. “You can carry on with your experiments when we come back from Grandma's.”
That day they drove down to Grandma's place.






  
  
      ***Hector really liked visiting Grandma and so did Buster. Her house was right on the beach and every morning they could wake up and run down to the sea and go swimming. The day after their arrival, that's just what they did.
After Hector and Buster had played in the water for a while, they walked back up the beach and sat watching the people arrive. It was the middle of summer and the beach was soon crowded with holiday-makers. The sun was shining in a clear blue sky and people were flying kites, playing with balls, throwing fribees, sunbathing, eating ice cream, swimming, surfing, and generally having a great time. 
A dog came up to them and barked excitedly at Buster. It looked like it was inviting Buster to play, but after Buster said, “Jik jak makka bing ting tong toddle popper doo daa,” the dog looked confused and walked away.
They sat there for a while longer and Hector noticed that a great shadow had blocked the sun and it had suddenly become quite chilly. He looked up and couldn't believe his eyes. There was a huge spaceship, as big as a football field, descending from the sky. The other people noticed it too and everyone screamed and ran for cover. The spaceship landed on the beach raising a big cloud of sand around it. When the sand settled, a hatch opened up in the bottom of the spaceship and about fifty aliens came marching out carrying weapons. They looked very fierce. 
The biggest alien, apparently the leader, shouted at the people, “Sip mack chong chong popper popper!”
He raised what looked like a laser cannon and pointed it at the people. Then he repeated in an angry voice: “Sip mack chong chong popper popper!”
Hector was even more amazed to see Buster suddenly dash off in the direction of the aliens. The leader span round to point his weapon at Buster, but Buster walked calmly forward until he was face-to-face with the alien.
“Stickle,” said the alien.
“Sip mack dubber dubber chicky chicky dang dang,” said Buster.
“Slobber popper popper?” said the alien.
“Zapper zapper toddle popper,” said Buster.
The alien pointed up into the sky. “Tinky pops?” he said.
Buster nodded. “Tinky pops,” he said.
The alien lowered his weapon and smiled. “Bipper bipper chiddle ticker.” Then he stretched out his hand and shook Buster's paw before waving the other aliens back into the spaceship.
As the hatch was closing, the alien leader waved and smiled at all the people and shouted, “Stonky lie lie!” in a friendly voice. Then the hatch closed and the spaceship took off and disappeared into the clouds and was never seen again.
At lunch, Grandma asked Hector, “Did you have a nice time on the beach this morning.
“Yes thanks,” said Hector. “There was an alien spaceship and they were going to invade but Buster said something to them and they went away so it was all right in the







