
From the Tip of My Tail
Chapter 1

 
They’re always telling me to keep quiet. “Zip it! Shut your pie hole! Put a sock in 

it!” I hate how they shout at me. Their eyes get all sharp and needle-like; their eyebrows 
crisscross in that jagged, checkmark way. Not an attractive look—gotta say. Plus, they 
always put their hands over their ears when they yell. How does that make any sense? 
I’m singing; they’re shouting, and they’re the ones who gotta cover their ears?  
Ridiculous—and rude too; it’s plain rude the way they do that, and pretty ignorant, if you 
ask me.  Well, they can yell at me all they want today; nothing’s making me simmer 
down.  I’m gonna really belt it out; I’m gonna howl until the chickens dance, until the 
pigs swivel in their slop. Of course, I don’t suspect anyone around here to holler, not too 
much, not like the humans in my old—I was gonna say “home,” but that place wasn’t 
any home, that cold, manure-tank dungeon. Glad I don’t live there anymore. The 
Fieldjoy farm’s my home now. 

I remember the day I first saw Mrs. Fieldjoy. It’s hard to imagine a person like her 
in an ugly prison place like where I was, but she was there. And it’s a good thing too.  
When I first saw her, well, actually, I smelled her before I saw her. Like most people, her 
scent is a mixture of smells, but unlike most people, her scent can turn a rock into 
whipped egg whites. In other words, she smells good. The everyday-Mrs. Fieldjoy scent 
is part bubblegum, part rosemary bushes, part soil, the under-the-fingernail type, and if 
she’s been in the kitchen—part butter. Yep, when my schnozzle first detected her scent, 
I howled louder than ever. I threw myself against my cage, forced my snout between the 
wires and let it rip. Like usual, my howl set off an explosive chain reaction. All the other 
dungeon dogs started barking; the place became a canine cloudburst. All the yappers, 
yelpers, and woofers in that place pleading at the same time, begging to be taken away, 
all of ‘em with their tiny pug noses and perky tails, all of the tiny, matted fur balls longing 
to be claimed. But Mrs. Fieldjoy didn’t seem to notice them; she chose me, walked right 
up to me and put her face up to mine. You better believe I gave her the biggest face-
washing I could. 

Guess I should admit though, since I’m blabbing everything else, Mrs. Fieldjoy 
didn’t actually take me home that day, not that day. I had to wait a nightmare's worth of 
a whole night before my schnozzle caught any whiff of an escape. Yep, that was a hard 
night after she left.  I eyeballed the darkness all night long, staring at the room's 
coffining door, waiting cement-still for the slightest turn of the knob, for the tiniest tap of 
Mrs. Fieldjoy's shoe, for the wispiest thread of Mrs. Fieldjoy's summery scent. And I 
must tell you, it's amazing what you can see when you stare at the dark for long 
enough, amazing and kind of creepsville too. Stare and hope long enough, and your 
skull becomes a bowl of crash-bouncing lava balls. Now I'm smarter than the smartest, 
but her leaving me didn't make any sense. When she planted herself in front of my 
cage, I clearly told her she was the one I should live with, tongue-coded the message 
on her ear walls, painted my signature plain and clear—made it good and sloshy too, so 
the drip would confirm my complete consent to the adoption.  

There is no question mark involved: I chose Mrs. Fieldjoy that day, and she 
chose me.  And you don't need to tell me about the crows; I know what they've been 
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squawking to everyone, caw-cackling how Mrs. Fieldjoy didn't actually select me— that 
day or any, snapping their poke-plowing beaks, saying Mrs. Fieldjoy got stuck with a 
lump of cagey-dog leftovers. They mean me when they say that, and they don't mean to 
be nice when they do.  But it doesn't matter what they think. I still believe that tongue-
bath was the moment I became her dog. So don’t listen to those crows, they just enjoy 
target practice, aiming for a critter’s sore spot and shooting off their poisonous darts. 

Thing is, they’re right about it being my sore spot. Because when she walked 
away from my cage that first day, I thought I would die, thought I would crumble, turn to 
real bone meal, hound dog fertilizer. I wanted to anyway. I folded myself into the clean 
corner of my cage and didn’t move for a long time. But, guess what, she came back. 
Correction: she didn’t just come back; she blasted back. The next day after our first 
encounter, she and a bunch of angry-looking people exploded into the building. There 
was a lot of commotion. News people were there; people were yelling. They kept 
shouting words like, “Crime!” and “Inhumane!” 

I remember the owner lady—Scratchy Screech, that’s what I called her on 
account of the way she liked to use her rake, scraping it across the cement floor and up 
into our faces, pushing us back from the bars before clunking the food bowls down.  
Plus the way she screeched at us, like we were the scary ones or something—anyway, 
she did something I’d never seen her do before; she looked into the news people’s 
camera and started crying.

 “You can’t take my dogs; I love them,” she whimpered like a newborn pup.
Love us? That’s a barnful of manure; she never crinkled my ears in her hands the 

way Mrs. Fieldjoy does, not even once. Anyway, the next thing I knew, they were 
opening our cages and loading us into the back of a truck, one with a floor made of  
blankets. Never had we experienced such softness; it was luxury, I tell you, pure luxury. 
Most of us were pretty tired; most dogs tucked themselves into the softness, but I 
managed to raise my head to the window and give one good woof. "So long toilet-
covered floor! So long Scratchy Screech! Hope you enjoy the cage you’re about to live 
in!"    

A bunch of us dogs ended up at the Fieldjoy farm. It was a canine carnival 
around here for a while, didn’t stay that way for long though. One by one, strangers 
came and claimed the other dogs. But not me. No one took me. See, I’m pretty special, 
and Mrs. Fieldjoy knows it too, so that’s why I’m still here, at the Fieldjoy farm. And 
that's why you shouldn't listen to those crows. I might have a sore spot, but I’m a 
powerful dog. Always been pretty tough, gotta be, for my family. That’s the Canine Rule 
of Law: "Swallow fear and bark bigger." So I do, everyday. 

Only time I blew it was that first bath Mrs. Fieldjoy gave me.  When the soapy 
water hit my sores, I couldn’t help it; I whined, just a little, popped out of my mouth 
before I could stop it. 

“I can’t believe anyone would commit such a crime,” Mrs. Fieldjoy whispered, 
cupping her hand and letting the warm water trickle over my back. The expression on 
her face kind of scared me; I worried her face was what was gonna turn to bone meaI. 
Her eyes changed; the ridges kind of turned inward to hold onto the water. That’s when 
it started for me; that’s when I decided. 
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Crime…I won’t ever let it get close to Mrs. Fieldjoy again…It better never stick its 
slimy schnozzle near my home…I’ll do whatever it takes to track it down and wipe it 
out… Because—I'm—I'm a detective.

So that’s the problem, see, not the detective part… Problem is: Where’s the 
crime? I’m a detective: I’ve gotta stop crime; I gotta solve a case. But there hasn’t been 
a whisker of a problem to solve, not one paw print out of place. And tell me, what are 
the Fieldjoys gonna say about my loafing around doing nothing like this? I like it here. I 
plan to stay for a long, long while. But who hires a detective that isn’t gonna detect? So 
excuse me, but you haven’t any business complaining about the noise, and don’t bother 
telling me to shut my trap. Cover your ears if you must…
 
AaaaaaaaOooooh… 
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