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CHAPTER 1
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The Missing Household Item

THERE GOES MY PEACEFUL sleep, my comfy bed will have to wait, it’ll be difficult after the turmoil this morning, but it’s not happening now. I can’t rest until I find it, even if it means sneaking out later, I won’t stop.

I sniff Johnny during hide-and-sneak. I smell treats in the grocery bag. 

Can’t I use the stupendous sniffer my mama gave me to find it? 

I can and I will.

But first, I have unfinished business.

Peering into the kitchen, I watch Anna Peterman suggest her oldest daughter be more careful.

“You know not to leave your stuff lying around, don’t you?” The woman’s brown ponytail bobs.

“Yes, Mom, I know.” The girl’s head tips, her cheeks have red and white splotches. She sniffles and wipes her nose with her wrist.

Hearing her sniffles makes me sad. I lower my head, but my eyes never leave the little girl.

I don’t want my kids sad. I want to run over, lean against her, so she knows I’ll help her feel better.

But I stop myself. I’m curious to see what happens.

“We don’t have time to look, but when we get home, we’ll search for it.” The woman wraps her arms around her daughter.

Sara bellows into her mother’s chest. “I can’t believe I lost it. I need it to practice my times tables or I’ll fail math class.”

Fail! 

She can’t fail! 

I stand straight, stunned by her statement. She can’t fail, she just can’t fail math.

Walking toward me, Sara’s hand brushes the shiny black hair on my head. She turns away, hiding her eyes.

“Let’s get your backpack and leave for school.” Anna slides into her shoes.

“Johnny, are you ready?” Anna calls.

“Coming.” Johnny bounds the stairs as if a herd of elephants are chasing him. 

His small hand bangs the wall with each step. 

“Hi, buddy ole pal. We’re leaving now, but we’ll be home soon, then I’ll take you for a walk, okay?”  He hugs me.

Walk, did you say walk? I tip my head to the right which makes my ears swing forward. 

I love walks. I can hardly wait for my best human friend to come back.

My tail hits the wall in short whap! whap! sounds.


Johnny laughs. “Yes, I’ll take you for a walk after school, bye.” He grabs his backpack from the bench and slams the front door.


My head spins. Well, it doesn’t actually spin, but it sure wobbles. Too much noise comes from a small boy.

I shake myself from the tip of my nose to the end of my tail.

That feels better. 

Now, where was I?

Oh, yes, I must find the tablet. I’ll find the tablet so she can study her times tables. Sara’s success depends on it.

Scanning the front door to the stairs, I look for a good spot to search.

But where do I start?

I know. 

I turn my body in the narrow space.

Sara used the tablet here last night. 

I face the living room couch. Walking over to it, I sniff the cushion where she sat.

Yep, she was definitely here last night. I smell her and Paws and a weird plastic smell, too. That must be the tablet. 

Okay, now I know the scent, I can search the house and find it.

What an amazing plan? I can search for the tablet, find it, and have Sara studying her times tables before dinner. 

I am so smart, I can hardly believe it.

I raise my jowls to reveal my large, pointy teeth. That’s my way of smiling. 

Did you know dogs can smile? Yeah, they can. I like smiling because it means I’m happy.

But I have to focus on my mission, I can’t get distracted. 

Where was I? 

Oh, right. 

I set to work sniffing around the puffy couch, area rug, and fluffy pillows. 

Finding the tablet is my only task for today. 

I must find it. 

There’s no way I’ll be successful if I don’t work hard. It’s the only thing I have to do.

Sticking my nose past the couch, I move toward the scent, but don’t get far. I bump my head on the end table and watch the lamp shade jiggle.

Oops, I have to be careful not to break things. My enormous body doesn’t turn well in tight corners.

Where is the scent again? 

I stick my head near the table and take a giant sniff.

No plastic smell, no Sara smell.

Carefully, I turn the other way and take another deep sniff. But it’s worse. Not only did I not sniff tablet, but I sniff cat.

Yuck, I don’t enjoy cat smell. 

Paws was here recently. 

Aw-chew. 

That's better. She left one of her dark hairs on the rug and I got one up my nose. Cat hair tickles so much; I have to snort it out before moving away.

Better try somewhere else.

I follow Sara's scent into the kitchen, but I don't detect plastic.

Moving back to the living room, I follow her recent scent to the front door. Sniffing the bench where she put her shoes on a few moments ago, I sit, thinking about what to do next.

I'm good at sniffing scents, but I'm not good with planning. I'll think hard about what I should do next, so I don't get distracted.

What if she put it in her backpack?

No, she wouldn't put it in there. I shake my head. It's a ridiculous thought. Poof, another one pops in.

What if Johnny had it in his backpack?

I sniff the spot he was a few moments ago to smell the contents of his pack. Stinky gym shoes, granola bar partially eaten and still in the wrapper, and what smells like something rotting in the bottom.

But no plastic smell comes to me.

Okay, so Johnny doesn't have it. 

Maybe it's upstairs in her room?

My tail wags again. A rustling noise makes me jerk away.

It's only a jacket lying across the arm of the bench. My tail must have rubbed against it.

If you haven't noticed, I'm scared of strange noises. I don't like when my tail rubs a nylon jacket and it makes a rustling noise. It scares me.

I leave the area and trot upstairs.

Being the gigantic dog I am I made it up the stairs in three steps.

Did I mention I'm a Great Dane? I bet you don't know what a Great Dane is, do you? Well, I'll tell you. 

A Great Dane is an enormous dog that fears noises. Yep, I'm huge and a 'fraidy cat. Well, I'm not a cat, but you get the idea. 

I'm especially scared of loud noises like when Johnny runs downstairs. But lots of things scare me, like cats. 

We'll get into that later.

I walk upstairs, sniffing the wooden floor in a zigzag pattern all the way to Sara's door. I stop in front of her closed door. 

I open doors. 

Yeah, I know what you're thinking. Dogs can't open doors, but you're wrong. I can.

I put my foot on the door handle, push down, and nudge it with my nose. It swings open and I see the prettiest room ever.

Sara's fluffy quilt is full of stuffed animals perched near her pillow, and the frilly ruffle tickles my nose when I sniff the floor.

But, I don't sneeze this time.

I look around the room, searching for the tablet, but because I don't see colors, I use my nose to help with the search.

Unlike humans, I see objects in grayscale. That means I see black, white, and gray colors only.

I know Sara has a pretty pink room only because I've heard her tell her sleepover friends. I don't know what pink looks like but it sounds like little girls like pink.

Anyway, I better get back to the search. 

I sniff the bed, the wood floor, and around the closet. But I don't smell plastic, only Sara's scent comes to my nose.

Did you know Sara has a special scent? 

Yeah, she does. She smells like strawberry shampoo, vanilla soap, and a hint of lavender.

But the lavender comes from the laundry soap because I smell lavender on the humans in this house.

I don't smell plastic tablet in this room.

Where can it be?

I sniff the air, wondering if I smell it in my wake, but nothing close to the tablet comes to my nose. 

There is a lot of smells, but I'm a dog who can smell lots of things, then pick one, if I want. 

But I can't pick out the stinky plastic tablet.

Maybe it's in Johnny's room?

I walk to his room across the hall. Sniffing the air, the wood floor, and the quilt on his bed, I walk past the open closet and his shoes. They are too stinky for me so I stop, hit reverse, and back out the way I came. 

Johnny has a smell, too. He doesn't smell like strawberry shampoo or vanilla soap. He smells like dried ketchup mixed with dusty sand, and maybe a hint of lavender.

I walk out of the room without finding the missing electronic and stand in the hall.

I can't believe looking for the tablet is such hard work? 

On the cool wood floor, I lay my head on my outstretched front legs.

My large jowls touch the floor, and I'm sure, some drool along with it. I leave drool everywhere I go. I can't help it. I have an enormous mouth and lots of droopy skin hangs over my teeth, which collects drool. When I smell food, it collects more drool.

What was I doing? 

Right, I'm upstairs wondering where a piece of plastic is hiding, when another thought pops in.

Maybe it's downstairs?

Energized by the thought, I run downstairs in three steps and round the corner into the kitchen. Two feet slide on the tile floor, and I almost wipe out, but catch myself, and continue around the corner. 

My speed slows enough to take another step toward the garage door, but my hip bumps the door frame. It doesn't stop me, because I'm on a mission. 

The door to the basement stands open part way. I put my foot into the space and shove it wide open. 

I take a step into the blackness, letting my eyes adjust. But what doesn't adjust is my heart. It beats so fast I think it'll pop out of my body. 

Did you know I'm scared of the dark? 

Yeah, I'm very scared of the dark. I mentioned earlier I'm scared of noises, but there are none in the black stairwell. 

The silence scares me even more. 

I don't go downstairs by myself. One of the Peterman's is with me whenever I come down here. 

Can I do this? 

By myself?

Nope, I'm not brave enough on my own.

I try turning around, but the space isn't big enough for my large body. Besides, it's the wrong thing to think because as soon as I thought it, I hear Mama.

"You can do it, my boy. Do those stairs by yourself and use your brilliant nose to find the tablet. Sara needs it to pass math. Now, go do your job." Her sweet, gentle voice encourages me to continue, yet I stand trembling in the darkness.

"Yes, Mama." I grumble, forcing myself to take another step, then another. "I know I can do it, Mama, you taught me to be a good dog. I have to stop being so scared. I have an important job to do." The echo bounces against the narrow stairwell and makes me even more scared.

Mama's voice consoles me. "That's right, be a good pet and help the family. Sara needs her tablet, so find the tablet." Her melodic voice eases my fears, but only for a second.

Mama taught my siblings and me to be kind to the family who adopts us. She told us to cuddle each of them when they need attention. She also taught us to do as we're told, not pull the leash, and not to beg at the table.

Humans don't like when large dogs beg at the table. 

It's not good manners. 

I continue my descent until my back foot stands on soft, fuzzy carpet. 

I agree with Mama. I love the Peterman's and want them to be happy. I don't like when one of them is sad, angry, hurt, or scared. I try my best to provide comfort at all times.

Encouraged by Mama's pep talk, I stick my nose to the plush carpet. Sniffing for a weird plastic smell, I continue through the dark basement. 

Bill's man cave bar sits to the left of the room. In the small entertaining space, a light attached to the wall lights the way. I'm happy it's on because it helps me see where I'm going. 

I use my nose to push through the darkness and concentrate on my mission. The light helps me, I'm less afraid of the dark as I wander the large family space.

Mission: Find the Tablet isn't easy because I smell nothing downstairs to give me a reason to get excited.

Stopping beside the bar stool covered in Bill's scent, I use my brain to think.

What am I going to do now?

And just like that an idea pops into my head.
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Paws has a Problem

I LOVE THE SOFT FURRY material. Its texture soothes me. How nice of Sara to leave it for me? She's so thoughtful and sweet; no wonder I love spending time with her. She's an angel to leave me presents like this.

Well, she didn't exactly leave it for me, I found it in her room, but still she wanted me to have it or she would've put it away.

Right?

I bat my foot at the long black ribbon hanging from the u-shaped material. It's soft and silky as it runs across my foot. It feels so wonderful, I repeat the movement.

I love soft things sliding over my ears, on top of my nose, wrapping my whole body. I roll around batting the ribbon floating up, and watch it land on the carpet beside me. 

Meowing, I swat at a piece of fluff drifting from this wonderful toy and into the air like a silent bird gliding above my reach. The movement makes the fluff drift farther from me, but the gust from my foot ends and it lilts toward me again.

I hear something. My left ear twitches toward the sound.

My foot stops frozen in mid-air. 

Another noise, louder than before, means the behemoth is awake. And he's galloping through the house.

Great, the dog is awake. He is such a nuisance. 

My body slumps into the soft knitted material.

Whose idea was it to bring a moose home?

I've never seen such a huge animal. 

And he smells terrible.

My nose twitches, my ears push forward.

I tense, wait, prepare.

Where is he going?

I hear tick, tick, tick on the kitchen tile.

He's so loud. Doesn't he know I'm down here enjoying my quiet time?

Dogs!

Wait, it can't be? He's not...

He's coming downstairs!

Why on earth would the galoot come down here?

One step, then another, I hear the creak of the poor wood steps attempting to hold up his weight like noble soldiers.

He's coming here!

Why?

What is wrong with him? 

Doesn't he know he's gargantuan? 

I shake my head, disgusted by this brute.

All he has to do is take two giant steps and he's in the room.

At the bottom of my area. 

My nostrils flare as I listen, straining to hear every sound. My feet hold the beautiful, silky material, ready to continue with my fun, playing my game, but my body says halt.

Why is he going down step by step?

Something's wrong?

My brain stops on a thought.

He isn't going down quickly because he's scared.

The last time he came downstairs, he was with Johnny. 

He doesn't like to come downstairs by himself because he's scared of the dark.

You know how I know that?

Because I can feel how scared he is at night when Anna shuts the living room light.

I feel things, did you know that?

Yes, I can. 

I have a special gift. 

Another creak.

What's so special about downstairs?

Does he smell me?

Is he looking for me?

He knows I don't play with him. Every time I see him, I tell him I dislike his kind. 

Dogs, that is. I don't like dogs. Not everyone has to like dogs. 

I prefer little girls who pet me and give me treats. Salmon treats are my favorite.

I'm a cat and everyone knows cats and dogs don't see eye-to-eye. On the internet they might get along and cuddle up to each other.

But they don't in this house. 

The Peterman household was dog-free until he came along. Since then it's been nothing but trouble.

Trouble for me, that is. The dog is a nuisance. Have I said that already? Well, a lady must be clear about certain things. 

A lady must tell those who annoy her are a nuisance. 

And I tell the behemoth all the time.

What is he doing downstairs? 

Everyone's gone for the day. It's quiet, I'm calm, and I can play with my things. 

What's going on? 

Is he bored? Has no one to play with so he's looking for me? 

Well, it's not happening, I'll never play with him.

Since when does he roam downstairs by himself?

Something must be wrong. I shake my head and wonder what's happened. 

Did I see signs of it earlier? 

I'm not good at recalling earlier details unless it involves me. 

Did the dog complain of something? 

Did I ignore him?

My brain sorts through earlier
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