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 1 


Waylon rushed into the condo, starving as usual. In one practiced motion, he slipped his right arm out of his backpack, dropped the keys on the counter, and reached for the cupboard handle.


There he froze, his eye caught by the wall calendar. His jaw fell open. He’d never witnessed a complete, four-ring target on it before. Two circles around the same date were rare enough, and three had happened only a few times in his life.


He traced the circles to be sure. Yep, outside the third ring around June 14—which was in green, his own color—there was now a fourth. In purple, his mother’s color.


His backpack dropped to the floor. “All four,” he marveled out loud.


“Oh, hi, buddy,” his father called out from his writing studio. “All four what?”


Waylon didn’t answer. He found a bag of pretzels, ripped it open, and started eating. His mother hadn’t written anything beside her circle. That was odd.


Waylon felt his father join him at the calendar. He glanced over. Mr. Zakowski was wearing the same ratty pajamas he’d worn for days, and his hair had a dangerous look, as if it would shoot off and commit mayhem if it weren’t rooted at the follicles.
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Lately Waylon’s father had been a bit preoccupied, working on the final draft of his screenplay. Little things like personal hygiene kept getting forgotten.


“How’s it coming?” Waylon asked. “Did you finish?”


Mr. Zakowski frowned and shook his head. “Now, all four what?”


Waylon pointed a pretzel toward the calendar. “What’s Mom doing next Thursday?”


Looking at the date, Mr. Zakowski grew pale. Waylon realized his mistake. His dad’s gaze was fixed on the center circle, the one in red. He had set this date exactly two years before, on his fortieth birthday, when he’d marched out of his office at the accounting firm and given himself twenty-four months to sell a screenplay. He had vowed that if he didn’t succeed by June 14, he’d cinch a tie around his neck and drag himself back to that office.


Waylon’s dad clutched his throat as if he could already feel that necktie strangling him. “The final scene,” he choked out, “lacks pizzazz….” And then he backed into his writing studio and started typing.


Just then, the front door burst open and Waylon’s sister stormed in. “Neon,” Waylon asked, “do you know what Mom’s doing on—?”


Neon plowed past him, snatching the bag of pretzels on her way. She yanked open the refrigerator and slammed a cup of yogurt onto the counter.


Waylon tried again. “Do you know why Mom circled—?”


Neon shot a silencing palm at his face. “Creating,” she warned.


Waylon sighed. Ever since she’d gotten the letter informing her she’d won third prize in the New Voices in Boston Theater contest and could stage her performance at the Beantown Repertory Theater, Neon had grown more Neon-y than usual. This past week she’d become absolutely savage. He waited as she stabbed pretzel after pretzel into her yogurt and stuffed them into her mouth, her face screwed into a fierce scowl.
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When she dropped the empty yogurt cup and slumped over the counter, he tried once more. “It’s the same day as your play and my—”


Again, he got the palm. “Not a play—a performance.” Then she wailed, “My performance! Quiet! Thinking…”


Waylon knew when to give up. He recaptured the pretzel bag and called good-bye to his father. “I’m going to go play with Eddy. I’ll do my homework after dinner.”


Before he got to the door, though, Neon had stomped over to the calendar. “Wait!” she ordered. “How many can you round up?”


“How many what?”


“Bodies,” Neon said. “I’ll even take fourth graders.”


“What for?”


Neon rolled her eyes. “My performance. I asked everyone in my class and only got eleven. The show is about abundance. I need an abundancier number of people.” She jabbed the circle in black—her color. The bull’s-eye. “I have exactly one week to assemble the cast, hold rehearsals, and build all the scenery. How about your mini-cop friend?”


“Baxter? You want Baxter?”


Neon nodded. “Besides being on the stage, he can handle crowd control. The audience will probably go crazy when they see this production. Bring him. Oh, and who was that kid who directed your talent show last year? Red haired, bossed everyone around?”


“Clementine?”


Neon got a faraway look in her eye. “That kid had a real talent for it. And not just with little kids. She had those grown-ups jumping, too—the janitor, the teacher who was running the lights, even the principal.”


“Clementine’s not bossy. Except with her little brother.”


Neon smiled dreamily. “Yeah. That kid reminds me of myself at that age. Bring her.”


“Okay, I’ll ask them. But they might not want to come, you know.” Waylon reached for the doorknob.


“And your dog. Of course.”


Waylon stopped. “Eddy?”


“Your dog. The one you’re always going on about—you know, how awesome he is.”


“Why do you want him? I mean, Eddy is awesome. But what’s he going to do?”


Neon fired a look of disbelief. “Hel-lo? The Everything is about everything. He can represent the animal kingdom.”


Waylon hurried out of the condo. His whole family had gone nuts lately. His sister with her performance, his father with his looming deadline, and his mother…Come to think of it, he had barely even seen his mother lately.


Luckily there was still someone in his world he could count on.
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 2 


Dumpster Eddy leaped out of his basket in a manic frenzy the instant Waylon opened the police station door. “Hold on, hold on,” Waylon called. “You know the drill.”


The drill was: before Waylon and Eddy could greet each other, Waylon put on the old garage mechanic’s suit he kept at the police station. This was to keep Eddy’s hairs from coming home to his condo. Waylon’s mom was so allergic, even a few hairs could set her off.


When Waylon had gotten himself zipped up, Eddy flew across the room and jumped into his arms. You’d think that Waylon had spent the hours since Eddy had last seen him in the middle of the Indian Ocean—latitude: 42° 21 36.3 S, longitude: 108° 56 28 E—instead of just a few blocks away.


The middle of the Indian Ocean—latitude: 42° 21 36.3 S, longitude: 108° 56 28 E—was the antipode of Waylon’s home in Boston, Massachusetts. The antipode of a location is the exact place on Earth opposite that location.


Waylon really enjoyed thinking about antipodes, especially when he imagined them this way: if he happened to drop a slice of bread at home, and someone at latitude X, longitude Y happened to drop a slice of bread at the same time, they’d make a perfect Earth sandwich.


Of course, Waylon knew that an Earth sandwich would be too hot to eat, because the planet’s core is about 10,800 degrees. But still, he smiled whenever he imagined it.


“Take it easy, boy, take it easy!” Waylon said as Eddy slurped his face. Although he understood his dog’s excitement. It had rained in the morning, but now the sky was scrubbed a bright blue. It was as if Eddy knew there were puddles waiting for him to splash in, trash cans for him to explore, and squirrels for him to chase on the way to the park. Waylon snapped on Eddy’s red leash. “Let’s get out of here!”
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Waylon and Eddy shot out of the station into that perfect June day, and, sure enough, there were puddles to splash in and trash cans to explore, and squirrels to chase on the way to the park.


Once they were there, the afternoon got even better.


After Eddy had sniffed every square inch of the park, reading news of who had been there since his last visit, Waylon called out, “Dog Olympics!” Eddy took off like a shot for the hundred-yard dash, flying around the chain-link perimeter in record time. He hurdled two park benches cleanly and made a dramatic improvement in his standing vertical vault, leaping so high Waylon didn’t have to bend at all to catch him.
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Eddy’s friend Oscar, a border collie, showed up, and for a while, Waylon watched the two of them romp. Eddy seemed every bit as happy and healthy as Oscar was, and Waylon knew Oscar had been pampered from the time he was a puppy. Dumpster Eddy had come a long way this year, and Waylon was proud of that.


But then Waylon’s watch alarm beeped—that beep was the saddest sound in the world—and Waylon leashed Eddy and walked him back.


At the police station, he scooped a can of Happy Pup into the dish so he could leave without Eddy howling his head off. Dumpster Eddy hated their good-byes.


Waylon hated their good-byes, too. He peeled off the jumpsuit and slipped out without looking back.


“I’m so lucky,” he reminded himself out loud, over and over, walking home.


And it was true. He was lucky. Just last year, he hadn’t had a dog at all. The situation had seemed hopeless. His mother was dangerously allergic to dogs, and that was the way things were going to stay. Forever.


And then, the string of miracles! In the fall, he’d met Dumpster Eddy, the most wonderful dog in the world. He and Baxter had managed to rescue him from Dog Death Row at the shelter time after time by setting him free. In January, the police had said okay, Eddy could live in their station as long as Waylon took care of him.


So now he had a dog. Waylon could play with him and teach him tricks and hug him every single day, just like any regular kid and his dog.


Almost.


It wasn’t perfect.


The truth was, Waylon wished more than anything that he could bring Eddy home.


He wanted his dog to be part of the family. He wanted him to beg for scraps from under the table; to make a big pretend-fierce racket whenever anyone knocked at the door; to curl up on the couch with everybody on movie night.


Mostly, he wished he could call Eddy into his room. At bedtime, Waylon’s room felt empty, as if it were missing a dog bed. His bed felt empty, too, as if it were missing a dog who would sneak out of that dog bed and burrow down under the covers with him. Worst of all, Waylon’s body felt empty, as if it were missing an important organ.
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