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To Caleb, for plugging me back into science.


—S. P.


To grokking.


—M. F.
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One look at Baxter’s face, and Waylon knew. “Dumpster Eddy was picked up again.”


Baxter nodded miserably. He stamped slush off his boots and stepped inside Waylon’s front hall. “About an hour ago. In a Dumpster behind Pizza Palace.”


“Is he okay?”


Baxter nodded again—this time with a little smile. “I was hanging out with my dad in the police station when they brought him in. He practically wagged his tail right off! It took me ten minutes to calm him down enough so I could dig the pepperoni out of his ears.” Baxter sniffed the air. “What’s cooking?”


“Vindaloo,” Waylon answered, pulling his coat off the hook. “Let’s go see Eddy.”


Baxter sniffed again. “Is it good? It smells good.”


Vindaloo was good. So good that Waylon made an exception from his No Spicy Foods! rule for it. But he didn’t tell Baxter this. “Let’s go,” he said instead, shooting his arms into his coat sleeves.
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Baxter leaned into the kitchen. “Hi, Mr. Z. That smells great.”


Waylon’s dad saluted Baxter with his spoon and went back to stirring. Just then, a timer buzzed. Mr. Zakowski dropped the spoon and tore into his writing studio.


“What’s with him?” Baxter asked.


“He’s a little nuts these days. He’s waiting to hear if he sold his screenplay. He cooks nonstop, except every fifteen minutes, when he checks his email. He says that if he didn’t set a timer, he’d check his email every three seconds, and he’d never get anything done.” Waylon pulled on his gloves. “Come on. I want to see my—our—dog before they close up.”


Baxter took a last longing sniff before letting Waylon drag him to the door. They ran the whole twelve blocks to the police station, never mind the ice and slush. Well, Waylon ran, and Baxter kept up.


But just before they reached the station, Waylon drew up short. He pointed to the sign above him. “This Pizza Palace?” he panted.
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“They nabbed him here?”


Baxter doubled over, hands on his knees. “Yep. This. Pizza. Palace,” he puffed.


“But it’s so—”


“Close. To the station. I know.”


“And last time, they got him behind Rosie’s Bakery. Which is…”


Baxter nodded. “Only two blocks from the station. The other direction.”


Waylon looked at Baxter. He could tell Baxter was thinking the same thing he was. They took off even faster than before, ran up the steps to the police station, and spilled into the lobby.


When the dispatcher caught sight of them, she pulled out a ring of keys. “You two look like you need to see a dog right away.” She chuckled as she unlocked the big door next to her desk.


Waylon and Baxter flew in. Midway down the hall of cages, a scrappy brown dog began barking in a higher pitch than the rest. Baxter stepped away—he always seemed to know when Waylon needed alone time with Eddy—and Waylon lifted the latch on the door. Eddy flew into his arms and knocked him over.


Waylon laughed as he let Eddy lick his whole face, every square inch. Dumpster Eddy was a thorough dog. When Waylon could finally sit up, he put Eddy in his lap and shook his finger. “What were you thinking? How come you don’t run far away when we bust you out of here?”


Baxter dropped down beside Waylon. He gave Eddy a head scratch, and Eddy gave him a chin slobber in return. “Maybe he doesn’t know where he is.”


Waylon shook his head. All the science in him (which was a lot—Waylon was as science-y as Dumpster Eddy was thorough) rejected that possibility. “Dogs have great navigation skills. Scientists think they sense the earth’s magnetic fields, like a compass. No, Eddy knows just where he is.”


“Well, then, maybe he wants to get caught. Sometimes criminals who have spent a long time in prison don’t feel comfortable on the outside anymore. When they get released, they commit another crime to get back in.”


Waylon thought it over. Baxter was an expert in all things criminal, so maybe he had a point.
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But finally he said no. “He loves to run too much,” Waylon explained. “He hates being locked up.”


“Hey, why don’t you try that grokking thing,” Baxter said. “Find out why he’s letting himself get caught.”


If anyone else had said Try that grokking thing, Waylon would have worried he was being made fun of. But Baxter wasn’t doing that. Baxter understood: grokking was a science fiction term that meant to connect with something so totally that you practically merged with it, and Baxter knew that Waylon and Eddy grokked each other.


Waylon placed his hands on Eddy’s head in mind-meld position and gazed deeply into his eyes. What he found there at the center of Eddy’s soul hit him hard.


“What?” Baxter asked. “What’s wrong?”


“It’s our fault! Yours and mine. Eddy’s letting himself get caught, so he can be with us.”


Just then, the Animal Control officer came in through the back door, dragging a sack of kibble. “Got to kick you out, boys,” she called, rubbing her back. “Visiting hours are over.”
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“A few more minutes, Meg?” Waylon tried.


“Not tonight. I’ve got a ton of paperwork to do. Sorry.”


Waylon gave Eddy a final hug, and then he and Baxter left. Once outside, they drew up their hoods. Sleet needled through cones of light spilling from the streetlamps.


“So, that’s why he busted out of Desmond’s garage,” Waylon said as they turned onto the street. “It was so far away, we couldn’t visit him every day.”


Baxter nodded. Desmond was the guy who washed the windows at Waylon’s condo. He had taken Eddy for them in November, but Eddy had escaped after just a week. “Nothing I could do, boys,” the window washer had said. “That dog’s a runner.” Which Baxter and Waylon already knew, of course.


Dumpster Eddy had been in and out of the stray animals’ lockup since September. It was always the same pattern: for ten days, Eddy lived in the lockup. Waylon and Baxter took turns taking him out for walks before and after school and on weekends. For those ten days, Eddy’s life was the best they could make it.


The problem came on the eleventh day.


After ten days, Meg sent unclaimed strays off to whichever shelter in Massachusetts had room.


Eddy wasn’t the kind of dog that would get adopted from a shelter. Cute little puppies got chosen. Eddy, it had to be admitted, was homely. Plus, anyone could see he had the itch to run. What happened to dogs that didn’t get adopted was so terrible neither boy ever said it out loud.


So, by the eleventh day, they had no choice but to smuggle Eddy out of the lockup. Whenever they could, they hid him somewhere, but he never stayed long before bolting. When they didn’t have a place to stash him, they simply had to let him run free. They were always torn between relief and terror as he streaked out of sight.


Sooner or later, a call would come in about a dog scavenging in a Dumpster, and the police would go pick him up. It wasn’t hard to capture him—Eddy always sprang joyfully into the cruiser, grinning as if to say What took you so long?


“We need a place nearby this time,” Baxter said. “He won’t run if we visit him every day.”


Waylon nodded. There was nothing else to say. Waylon’s mom was allergic to dogs, and Baxter’s apartment was No Pets. They’d asked everyone they knew, but since Desmond, no one had wanted to take in a dog for them. The boys walked on in silence until Waylon’s building loomed over them.
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Baxter sniffed up toward the fourth floor. “I can smell that vindaloo stuff from here,” he claimed.


Waylon turned away from the hopeful look on Baxter’s face. He kicked at a chunk of ice. “What are we going to do? About Eddy?”


Baxter shrugged. “Same as always, I guess. Bust him out ten days from now. Hope he can take care of himself until he’s caught again.”


They watched the sleet freeze onto the sidewalk. Waylon shivered. Baxter tightened his hood. The last time they’d freed Eddy, it had been a sunny December afternoon, so warm they’d peeled off their jackets. Over the last few weeks, though, winter had hit hard.


Waylon climbed the front steps to his condo. “Ten days. We have until next Thursday to figure it out.”
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Wednesday morning, Waylon got to school early and stationed himself at the Pit to wait for Baxter.


The Pit was the alcove of lockers where the fourth graders kept their stuff. Arlo Brody, king of the fourth grade, had named it the Pit on the first day of school. Since he was Arlo Brody, king of the fourth grade, the name had stuck, even though the place was nothing like a pit of any kind—peach, barbecue, or arm.


In the Pit, for the first time in their school careers, the fourth graders had fifteen minutes of No-Teachers-Around time. Fifteen minutes between when the school doors opened and the Get-In-The-Classroom bell rang.


Everything important that happened in school happened in the Pit. Friendships were born and died. Secrets were whispered, jokes were spread, and lunches were swapped and stolen.


And plans were made.


Waylon silently practiced what he’d say when Baxter got there. I know it’s your day, he’d begin, but can I come with you to see Eddy? Dumpster Eddy had been gone over two weeks this last time, and Waylon had missed him more than ever. He’d barely slept last night, his Eddy-ache had been so bad.


Charlie came in and started unloading his stuff into the locker beside Waylon’s. And Waylon remembered something that Dumpster Eddy’s return had totally wiped from his mind. Waylon pulled a blue notebook from his backpack and handed it over. “Cosmo-Quest, Volume One: ‘Pluto Landing.’ I finished it yesterday.”

OEBPS/images/ii-1.jpg
~ INTERESTING FACTS ARDUT DOES

D Dogs dreapm in pleturs and roview the
_ events ﬁ,ffﬁaeﬁ_s\ayin Thetr clovp.

) With thelr great sense o¥smell, dogs con
, pi,cb,khp an thl"{:’e%hngs omd v\;t,*chii;f infﬂ) 'ﬁ:‘a:\) ﬁ%y,

~ DFp itadeg coeca predadar i,
, d\iﬁm\cf,_\‘* wil) mf ?M) \Cu’:w U at)| T\, p e da o
_is Glowe, , )

DTocolm down an anyons dog, it4 hetter To
etroky it than patit,

I When there is oThreat,0.dog barks [oudorard
‘C_Mjfw Than how i*‘“ﬂn(‘k%,f}vwﬂ'ng p‘oy-

O Dhge luarnTheir owners hobitsand hovea
~ceNSe ot Time, , e

— DDigs have sun® dands betwoon Thein powpads,
which :z,x::\mi(\s Myﬁ)ﬁr fectomel) 1k y, cmmh;/p;,

%}R Aong wk\‘shus 9IVE i {oformotion abouiThe

Sf2a,,9%a,pz/o\néxsmz3 GH’ ings ﬁ%arl:y,

D Digs can wnderstond about J50 ords and

92 Stwpe Sy





OEBPS/images/2-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/tp.jpg
Waylon!

Even More Awesome

SARA PENNYPACKER

PICTURES BY

Marla Frazee

@
®I§NEP ®* HYPERION

Los Angeles  New York





OEBPS/images/16-1.jpg
R\ .

N\

A






OEBPS/images/6-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/iii-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/v-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/1-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/17-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/11-1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		About the Author and Illustrator











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Chapter One











OEBPS/images/3-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/14-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/4-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Waylon!

Even More
Awesome

PICTURES BY

Marla Frazee





OEBPS/images/9-1.jpg
, A s
N S v [ A A ‘.&“ :
[RE——. T L — o

i
{ H il e ‘
| || f=a Yy
i | — el OO E o oo s L
F d e it
i - : - : B i

Z)

, 4
| [ =
| wo ﬁ
{ | | 1 ,’l"!i/ ﬂllrp/!‘l |
oo I
" \ e ——— N .






