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UPCHUCK and the ROTTEN WILLY Cats and dogs just can’t be friends—or can they?


Iowa’s Children’s Choice Award Master List 2000-2001 Indian Paintbrush Award Master List 1999-2000 Nevada Young Reader’s Award Master List 1999-2000


AND


UPCHUCK and the ROTTEN WILLY The Great Escape


It’s a dog’s life—as told by a cat.


Being the “new kid” was NOT cool.


I’d never been so happy to see another dog in my whole life. He was about the same size as me, only kind of fat.


“Hi,” I wagged.


“What are you doing in MY yard?” he growled.


“Huh … who, me?” I stammered. “I … er …”


“This is MY yard. GET OUT!”


I wagged my tail and took another step toward him. “No, wait. You don’t understand …”


“You don’t get out, I’ll bite your head off.”


“But … but …”


Short, stubby legs popped like springs. The dog took one little hop. I saw the white as his teeth flashed. Before I could jerk back …


HE BIT ME—right on the very tip of my nose!
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Chapter 1

Old Blue howled at night.

It was a mournful sound. Soft and low, it crept through the darkness of our kennel that warm summer evening like a snake. The sadness of its cold hard coils wrapped around me, cutting off all the love and comfort that was so near.

I pressed my ears flat against my head, trying to shut out his cry. Still it got through. It made my insides feel as cold and lonely as he was. It hurt.

I shivered and raised my head. Mother was right beside me. I pushed closer to her, hoping her warmth would chase away the chills and the scaries.

“Why does Old Blue cry like that?” I asked.

“He’s sad,” she answered.

“Why is he sad?”

“He has no nose and he has no My.”

I cocked an ear and tilted my head to the side. “What happened to his nose? Did he get it bit off in a fight?”

Mother’s tail thumped against the floor. “He really does have a nose,” she laughed. “Only it doesn’t work. He can’t smell quail with it.”

“Quail?”

“Yes,” she answered. “You see, we’re bird dogs. We find quail for our Mys. When we find them, we point at them so our Mys can shoot them. That makes them happy and proud. Old Blue has a nose, but he can’t find quail. A bird dog must have a good nose to make our My happy.”

“What’s a My?”

“A My is a People. Not just any People,” she explained. “It’s a very special People you love and who loves you.”

“What’s love?”

Mother took a deep breath. I could feel her sides heave in and out against my cheek. “Love is sort of a thing. Well, no … it’s more of a feeling … it’s … it’s … well, love is really hard to explain.”

“Please try, Mother,” I urged with a shove of my nose. “Please. I really want to know.”

Her ears flopped when she shook her head. “I can’t. But when you love or when someone loves you … well, you just know.”

“Will I have a My?”

“Someday.”

“And I’ll just know, right?”

“You’ll know. Now go to sleep before you wake your brothers and sisters.”

I lay my head on my paws and closed my eyes. Old Blue howled again. My eye popped open. I crawled over Mother’s paw and scooted right up against her cheek. I got so close that my eyeball almost touched hers.

“If I have a nose that doesn’t work … if I don’t have a My … will I howl at night, like Old Blue? Will I make his sad, scary sound?”

The big brown eye that stared at me blinked. Mother glanced away for just an instant, then the big brown eye smiled down at me.

“You’re such a worrywart.”

“What’s a worrywart?”

“A puppy who asks dumb questions and keeps his mother awake all night.” She winked. “Now, hush and go to sleep. You’re going to be just fine.”

With that, Mother began to kiss me. Her tongue wrapped about me like a warm blanket. It chased away the scary sadness of Old Blue’s howl. It made me feel safe.

If Mother said I was going to be just fine … well, that was good enough for me. That’s because mothers are about the wisest and bestest things in the whole entire world. Safe and warm, I closed my eyes.

Early the next morning, Roberto and Mr. Tommy opened the top of our bedroom. Mr. Tommy lifted Mother out and closed the roof. My brothers and sisters and I waddled through the opening into the wire pen. Our pen was high up off the ground. But even though our feet slipped through the wire floor all the time, we didn’t worry about falling. That was because the openings in the wire were too small for us to fall all the way to the ground. We watched Mother run all around the big yard. She sniffed here and there and used the bathroom, then sniffed some more places. Finally, Mr. Tommy called to her and she came back. Roberto lifted her into the wooden part of our pen and closed the roof. We all scrambled inside with Mama to lie on the hay and get breakfast.

We’d just finished eating when this machine monster came into the Big Yard and stopped by the People house. A man People and a woman People got out. Mr. Tommy went to greet them and they spent a long time making mouth noises. Then the Peoples followed Mr. Tommy all around our kennel. They looked at each dog and made mouth noises. All the dogs wagged their tails and barked and spun around and jumped with their front paws on the chain-link fence. When they came to Old Blue’s pen, he just lay there and looked at them.

The man People and Mr. Tommy spent a long time in front of Big Mike’s pen. But it wasn’t long before the woman People came over to where we were. My brothers and sisters and I always got excited when a People came by to look at us. Nobody really understood why. I mean, they are kind of ugly creatures. Still, there’s just something about them that made us all wiggly inside.

Tina was the first to greet her. Tina always was better about walking on the wire than the rest of us. She wagged her tail and stuck her nose through the pen. The woman People rubbed her, then reached in to scratch behind Tina’s ears. By then, Ben was there. He shoved Tina out of the way so he could get touched by the woman People, too. I was hot on Ben’s heels, but my paw slipped through one of the holes in the wire and I fell. I bumped my chin so hard that it crossed my eyes. It didn’t take me long to get up, but it was long enough that Pat and the rest of my brothers and sisters raced past me and got to the edge of the pen first.

The woman People had a soft, pretty voice. She laughed and smiled and petted each of my brothers and sisters. I shoved Pat out of the way with my nose and shoulder. She didn’t pet me, though. Instead, she bent way down and looked me square in the eye.

“Bill.” She made a mouth noise that was so loud it made me blink. “Come over here and look at this little fella.”

I took a step back and my hind foot fell through the wire. Ben shoved in front of me. The woman People didn’t pet him. She didn’t even look at him. Her eyes were still on me.

“See you found the puppies,” Mr. Tommy said.

The woman People didn’t mouth talk to him. Instead, she kept looking at me. She leaned a bit to the side so the man People could stand next to her.

“Looks a lot like old Slim, doesn’t he?” Her voice was very soft, almost sad.

The man People frowned at me. Then he smiled like the woman People did.

“Sure does.”

“He’s got blue eyes.” She reached to pet me as I wedged my way between Ben and Sassy. “Never saw a dog with blue eyes.”

“I never noticed that,” Mr. Tommy admitted. “He sure does. They’ll change, though. As he gets older, they’ll turn to what we call deer eyes—sort of a soft brown. It is kind of unusual, though.”

I couldn’t quite understand all their People noises, but I could tell they were talking about me. I could tell by the way all their eyes were on me. The woman People reached past my brothers and sisters to pet me. Even when Sassy and Pat tried to knock me out of the way, she ignored them and scratched behind my ears. I liked the way she touched and rubbed.
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They made more mouth noises, then started to walk away.

“Hey, don’t leave,” we all yelled. “This is fun. Come on back.”

They didn’t listen. Despite all our wiggling and wagging and scents, they walked to look in the other pens.

But when they were just a few feet away, the woman People stopped and turned. Even with all my brothers and sisters clamoring all over one another and jumping this way and that, and even with Tiny and me on the bottom, she looked straight at me.
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