
Fenton never asked for a dog. so how come  
one is running circles around him? 
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Character As you read, look for details that tell you what  kind of person 
Fenton is. How does he change from the beginning of the story to the end?

uP
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“Y ou need a dog, Fenton,” 
Dad said.  

I was at my work 
space, building a dried-
fruit model of the human 

digestive tract.
“No, thanks, Dad,” I replied. “I don’t 

really care to have a dog, but it was nice of 
you to think of me.”  

He can be so considerate.
He shook his head. “No, you need a dog. 

It’ll be good for you. It’ll get you outside 
more.”

“But what about my work?” I asked.

We studied the many constructions in 
my work space: my sugar-cube replica of 
the Great Pyramid of Giza, my paper-clip 
Eiffel Tower, my gum-ball solar system, my 
rawhide mastodon. I didn’t like imagining the 
wreckage that a slobbery, oafish canine might 
do to them.

“You know Brad at the office,” Dad said. 
“His golden retriever had pups, and I bought 
one of them.”

My heart stopped. I clutched my chest.
“Where’s Mom?” I asked.  
My mom is a preschool teacher and knows 

CPR. My dad doesn’t.
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finally got the collar buckled around the dog’s 
neck and clicked on the leash. When I opened 
the door, he rocketed from the car, dragging me 
behind him.

“Whoa!” I yelled as I skidded across the 
grass. “Whoa, boy! Whoa!”

Either the beast didn’t comprehend this 
simple command (which, to be fair, is for 
horses), or he chose not to obey it, for he 
galloped ahead on his gangly new legs, his 
tongue flopping out of his mouth. He was 
having the time of his life. Me? Not so much.

At last he stopped, not because of anything 
I said or did, but because he’d sniffed out some 
petrified poop under a bush. He gulped it down. 
Then, as I stood there frozen with disgust, he 
tore off again, this time so suddenly that he 
jerked the leash out of my hand.

“Hey!” I yelled as I ran after him. “Stop! 
Come! Heel! Sit! Play dead! Roll over!” I was 

“We pick him up in two weeks,” he 
said, then left the room.

“But I don’t want a dog, please,” I 
said to no one.

During the next two weeks, I 
reinforced my constructions. 
I could have hidden them in 

my closet, but what’s the point of making 
constructions if you can’t display them? 
I even created a new one. It depicted 
the explorers Lewis and Clark eating 
candles after their food had run out, and 
it was made entirely of wax. I wasn’t 
going to let the new animal deter me 
from my work. 

Since I’m an amateur 
magician, I also spent the time 
learning a new illusion in 
which I make a dog disappear.  

When we arrived at 
Brad’s for the dog, the 
most slobbery and oafish 
pup in the litter latched on to 
my watchband and wouldn’t let go, not 
even when I stood up and raised my arm. He 
just dangled there, snarling. It was scary.

“I hope this isn’t our pup,” I said.
“That’s him,” Brad said.  

On the ride home, the pup chewed 
the watchband off my wrist, then 
ate it. He played tug-of-war with my 

pant leg—and won. He slobbered a gallon of 
slobber, much of it on me. There wasn’t much 
I could do to get away. People are required to 
wear seat belts. Dogs aren’t.  

We stopped at the pet superstore for some 
items: a leash, a collar, a huge sack of dog 
chow, some rawhide bones, and a “waste-bag 
dispenser.” 

When we pulled into our driveway, Dad 
handed me the leash, collar, and dispenser and 
said, “Take him for a walk.” 

After a fierce struggle in the backseat, I 
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covering the bases.  
He didn’t stop. He was exploring new 

territory, much like Lewis and Clark did. 
I decided to call him Meriwether, after 
Meriwether Lewis. It seemed like a good, strong 
explorer name, and, like the first Meriwether, 
he ate weird things on his expeditions.

I caught up to him after he stopped to 
do something that occurs at the end of the 
digestive tract. It was the reason Dad had  
given me the waste-bag dispenser. The  
disgust returned.

Meriwether took off before I could use one 
of the bags. He ran full speed ahead . . . then 
full speed left . . . then full speed right . . . 
then full speed left again. He obviously had no 
sense of direction, nor any respect for private 
property. He crisscrossed the lawns of our 
neighbors with wild abandon. He didn’t seem 
to understand what sidewalks were for.  

Or what streets were for. He sat down on 
the road in the path of a moving truck. The 
truck driver slammed on his brakes and honked  
his horn. 

“Hey, kid!” he yelled out his window. 
“Control your dog!”

“That’s not my dog!” I said, as if I’d never 
laid eyes on the animal before.  

I hadn’t asked for the dog. I didn’t want the 
dog. Why should I accept responsibility for his 
misbehavior?

“Get out of the way, you dumb dog!” the 
driver yelled, but the dumb dog didn’t budge.

 I crouched down. “Come out of the street, 
will you, Meriwether?” 

He wagged his tail. I think he liked his  
new name.

“That’s right—come on! Come, 
Meriwether!” 

He jumped up and raced toward me. I 



opened my arms.
“I thought you said it wasn’t your dog,” the 

truck driver yelled.
“Oof!” I said as Meriwether knocked me 

flat. He slobbered all over my face. At first all 
I could think of was the poop I’d seen him eat, 
but then his enthusiasm began to win me over. 
Clearly, the dog loved me. Either that or he 
loved the way I tasted. 

I figured I should reward him for obeying 
me, so I patted his shoulder. I rubbed his neck. 
His tail wagged like a windshield wiper in a 
downpour. My, he was easy to please. I was 
starting to have fun too, when suddenly his 
tail stopped wagging and he started to growl. 
A white cat had appeared out of nowhere. 
Meriwether shot after it, leaving me flat on my 
back on the sidewalk. He chased the cat into a 
rhododendron bush.

“Hey!” I said, sitting up. “You can’t toy with 
my affections like that! Come back here this 
instant! Come, Meriwether!”

He poked his head out of the bush. A big 
pink rhododendron petal rested on his snout. 
He galloped toward me, tackled me, and 
slobbered all over my face. I rubbed his chest 
and belly. He liked both. He panted and 
kicked his back legs happily. I said things I’d 
often heard dog people say: “That’s a good 
boy! Aren’t you a good boy! Yes, you are! 
You are a good boy! A good, good boy!”

“Having fun?” a voice said. 
It was Dad, standing over me grinning.
 “Yes!” I laughed. “Maybe I did  

need a dog!”

A fter our walk, I showed 
Meriwether my room. He 
pulled down the rawhide 

mastodon from my dresser 
and gnawed on it. I imagined 
he was a Pleistocene-era dire 
wolf devouring a kill. He then 
attacked the dried-fruit digestive 

tract, and I imagined the dire wolf chewing 
on the mastodon’s guts. I moved the sugar-
cube pyramid and gum-ball solar system to a 
higher shelf. I do have my limits, and besides, 
I suspected that sugar and gum would not be 
good for a dog’s digestive tract. Meriwether 
ignored the paper-clip Eiffel Tower, which led 
me to consider sticking to nonedible materials 
for all future constructions.

While he chewed the mastodon, I put on 
a magic show for him. Though it had been 
difficult to master, I decided not to perform 
the Disappearing Doggy illusion. I didn’t want 
Meriwether to vanish. How could I? He was  
my dog. 
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