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Prologue: 
What’s a leash?

It’s not easy being a rescue. Really. The humans 
in my pack call me “Crumbles,” which they claim 
is because I am a furry mess of black, tan, and 
white that resembles cookie crumbles…but I am 
suspicious. I think that it means something else. 
Do they think I crumble under stress?  Is that 
what they are implying?? I say HMPH! 

I admit I am easily scared. So what? I have been 
through a lot. At least that’s how I feel about it. 
I travelled from far away to be rescued, which 
can be difficult (and way too noisy) for a nervous 
creature such as myself. And that’s just the 
prelude to my real adventures…before the evil 
paper bags rose against me, before I discovered 
the power of my snout, before I met Napoleon 
Next Door, the pushy poodle, or Whisper, the 
wise mute bunny. My adventure started before 
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the snowmen attacked and while I struggled 
with my identity crisis. Gulp. It makes me want 
to pee just thinking about it.

But wait. Let me start at the beginning —

Hold on. I can’t remember. Shoot. 

Give me a moment here.  This happens to me 
a lot. Let me lick some fur into my mouth. That 
usually helps. See, I have long white hair that 
grows under my nose, kind of like a human 
mustache. It gets into my mouth sometimes and I 
like it there. It soothes me. Sometimes my human 
trims my mouth fur, which makes me try to hide 
in the closet. I am NOT a fan of haircuts, but more 
on that later.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

Aha, now I’ve got it! I remember now, though 
I am not sure it was last week or last month. 
Anyway…

I came from someplace far away – another 
“country” according to my humans. I am not 
sure what that means exactly but I remember it 
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being super hot and I drank from puddles on the 
ground. To this day, I prefer warm water. Maybe 
that’s why I pee on myself so much, but more on 
that later. 

After spending a long time roaming the streets 
day and night in this far-away place, scrounging 
for food and hiding a lot, I got scooped up by 
some friendly humans. They gave me food. I 
didn’t even need to beg for it! Those humans 
took good care of me, except for that one fateful 
trip to the vet. Let’s not speak of it. Ever.

I finally got a bath (and learned that I am scared 
of bathing), then took a long journey. Or maybe 
a short one. It’s hard to remember. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

I do remember travelling in a cage (cages scare 
me, by the way), a noisy plane (noisy things 
scare me too), then a moving metal thing called 
a truck. I closed my eyes for what seemed like 
a second, just a second, then, poof! I opened 
them again to find myself in a spacious pen.

Oh, this felt better. 
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I looked around. Pens and cages filled with furry 
animals surrounded me. I heard people saying 
“Pets Alive Animal Shelter” a lot. I felt relieved 
that the word “alive” was right there in the 
name. That’s a good sign. Whew. 

I immediately went to the corner of my pen and 
began to whine at the top of my lungs. 

“Hey! Hey! Over here!” a squeaky voice yelled. A 
tiny thing that looked like a cotton ball bounced 
straight up and down in the adjacent cage.

“Hey! Hey!”

“Um, hi…” I replied.

“Hey! See over there? Soon people will come 
through that door, take us with them, and we will 
be saved.”

I looked toward the door. My tummy turned. 

“Saved?”

“Have you been living in another country or 
something??”
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Um, yes, as a matter of fact.

Cotton Ball continued, “People come here to 
take us dogs home to live. Get it?”

I froze. I looked down at where I just peed on 
myself. Does that answer his question? I get it, 
sort of, possibly, maybe.

The puppies saw that I peed and started laughing 
and falling all over themselves. 

“You’ll never get adopted now!”

But isn’t it normal to pee on yourself? I am 
confused. Hmph. This is a good time to begin 
my special rules…

Crumbles Code Rule #1: 
I pee on myself. Deal with it.

Just then a bunch of humans appeared through 
the door, just as Cotton Ball predicted. They 
rushed over to the puppies, which flopped all 
over each other in a display of such obvious fake 
cuteness that I wanted to puke. Or maybe that 
was from the strange food I ate earlier. It came 
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from a bag that had a picture of a dog on it and 
not from a garbage pail! 

The smaller humans squealed a lot, which hurt 
my ears (remember what I said about loud 
noises?). I did everything in my power not to 
pee again.  But no one came over to me. 

Well, FINE.

I still didn’t get this whole “saving” thing anyway. 
I thought I could just live in the lobby? I would 
get food and water and the humans smiled at 
me. What else do I need?

Just then a female human leaned over my pen. 

She startled me. 

I peed. 

The cotton pups laughed. 

I looked down. 

Hmph. 
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But this human smiled at me so I did the only 
self-respecting and mature thing I could think of 
— I started crying uncontrollably and shoved my 
snout into her neck.

“Pick me! Pick me” I wailed. “Pleeeeeease…”

The human just stood there. Our eyes met. 
Maybe it wasn’t working? I could be more 
pathetic if I tried to, really I could….

But before I could do anything else embarrassing, 
the human rested her hand on my head and 
smiled. Another good sign! She gestured to one 
of the nice shelter humans, who brought over a 
rope thing and put it over my neck. 

Um, OK.

I sat there trying to look cute like the Cotton Ball 
but with this silly thing around my neck. I wish I 
knew how to smile. The humans looked at me. 
I looked at them. The puppies started laughing 
again. So much for this being a good sign.
What am I supposed to do with this rope thing 
around my neck??
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I heard the human say, “Does he know how to 
walk on a leash?”

What’s a leash? I had never heard of such a 
thing. 

The humans gently tugged the leash thing and I 
slid forward over the shiny floor. They pulled a 
bit more and I slid a few more feet. 

Wheeeeee! A leash was like a fun sliding ride! I 
sat back and let them pull me a few more times.

But the humans didn’t look pleased. Uh oh. 
Time for fur.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

The shelter human suddenly started patting her 
leg, “Come! Come! Here boy!” 

Boy? What were these humans talking about? 
Am I a dog or a boy? After a few more minutes 
of confusion the new human bent down towards 
my ear. Did she finally notice that I have lovely 
red highlights mixed into my ear fur? Apparently 
not, because she just said, “Don’t worry about 
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anything. You are going to come home with us. 
We will take care of you now so you don’t have 
to be scared.” 

Now that sounded like a good plan! I have always 
wanted one of those “home” places.

My human needed to carry me outside though, 
since I still wasn’t getting the hang of the leash 
thing, even though the nice humans at the 
shelter gave me a cool one of my own that had 
a pattern on it. That made me feel special.

On my way out of the shelter in the arms of my 
new human, I did the only mature thing I could 
think of – I stuck my tongue out at Cotton Ball 
and the puppies. 

“Ha-ha! I am going home before you!”

Outside I met some other members of my new 
human pack – one small human boy named 
Mason and an even smaller human girl named 
Lily. They both plopped right down on the 
ground next to me. 

Everyone talked at once…
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“Awe he’s so cute! Can we keep him? 
Pleeeease…” begged Lily.

“Look at his snout!” shouted Mason.

“Mama he’s so soft, but he looks sad,” said Lily, 
then, “Can we really keep him? I love him.”

“His fur is all different colors like how I wanted!” 
cried Mason, “Look at this snout!”

“What’s his name?” 

Suddenly silence. Everyone looked at me. 

What is my name? 

The mother human smiled. “Crumbles. His 
name is Crumbles. See how his fur is a mix of 
white, brown and black, like all different cookies 
crumbled up together?”

Crumbles? Seriously? 

Before I could ponder my name any further, the 
shelter human ran over with this scary metal 
thing in her hands. It looked like a box with a 
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perfectly round snout on it and a flashy light 
bulb on top.

Oh no, a …… camera. Gulp. I had seen those 
before and I was certain that they were evil!

“Get together for a picture!” she shouted with 
a smile. 

Oh, noooooooo. I feared cameras. I thought that 
they were secret ray guns that do bad things to 
your brain. I once knew a scruffy fellow who let 
some human take his photo and no one ever 
saw him again. Yikes! I shivered. 

Which brings me to my next rule…

Crumbles Code Rule #2: 
No photos. Please.

In short, when I see a camera pointed at me, I 
freak out.  First I lower my head almost to the 
floor while doing a whine-growl. It’s my way of 
being scary. Then I lick fur into my mouth extra 
slowly. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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The humans seemed frustrated that I kept 
placing my head on the floor. After a few 
attempts at a photo the mother human gestured 
towards the side of a huge shiny blue thing on 
wheels. It looked like the truck thing I rode in 
before, but also a little bit like an airplane. Yet, 
nicer somehow, and I didn’t feel like peeing on 
myself at all, even after the side door magically 
slid open to reveal some comfy looking seats 
inside.

Everyone looked at me. 

What? What did they want? What NOW?

I tried to give them “paw” which is my way of 
saying that everything is cool and please don’t 
be mad. Maybe they were mad because I 
messed up the pictures.

But all of them just started pointing towards the 
inside of the shiny metal thing and repeated, 
“Come! Here Boy!” 

Here we go again. What did they want? And why 
are they calling me a boy? If they could just bark 
I would understand.  Before I could offer my paw 
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again in confusion, the human mom picked me 
up gently and placed me inside the metal thing 
on a soft seat. Mason and Lily got in after me.

Aaaaaaaaah, that’s better. I gave her a little lick 
on the hand in gratitude. This is what some of 
the dogs at the shelter did to say thanks. I must 
be a dog and not a boy. Whew.

Noise filled the car again on the way to my new 
home. How can such small humans squeal so 
loud? Despite all the commotion, I had a good 
feeling, which is rare for me. As we pulled away 
from the shelter, the small humans snuggled 
with me. 

I realized what Cotton Ball meant about being 
“saved”.

Liiiiiiiiiiiiiiiick.
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 Chapter 1
The Paper Bag Army

As the door to the car slid open I caught my first 
glimpse of an unexpected evil…a terror so great 
I can barely talk about it without peeing.

I saw…gulp…giant paper bags.

Yes, you heard me. GIANT paper bags.   A pair 
of them sat there, pretending to be innocent, 
just lurking on the curb. They held themselves 
so still it almost appeared that the bags were 
inanimate objects. But I knew better. I could see 
through their ploy, through their papery exterior 
to the truth that lies within. I may chase my own 
tail, but I know evil when I see it. And this was 
it – evil in paper bag form.

Just look at those brown bags, all bulgy and 
creepy and crinkly, brimming with innocent 
leaves. The bags obviously ATE the leaves to fill 
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themselves. Who knows what else they will eat 
and trap inside their thick paper shells? They 
were so big they could have eaten 4 or 5 of 
ME! First it’s leaves, then it could be worms or 
humans or even the chipmunk that’s racing in 
and out of its hole right now. 

Wait, huh? 

What was that chipmunk doing actually? It 
appeared to be diving in and out of a hole in the 
garden repeatedly. That’s odd. I slowly moved 
towards the critter and could hear it’s squeaky 
mumbling: “Inside-outside-one… inside-
outside-two…  inside-outside-three…”

I leaned my snout down, “Um, how many times 
are you going to do that?”

“Eeeeeeeeek!” the chipmunk shrieked as it 
dove back inside the hole, but then popped out 
again.

I thought I should be polite, since this animal also 
startles easily. “The humans call me Crumbles,” 
I said.
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“The name is Chip, but I can’t talk now!” he said 
breathlessly, “…have to get to 12.”

“Inside-outside-four… inside-outside-five…”

Has to get to 12? Chip ignored me as he counted. 
So much for being friendly. 

Hmph.

I watched this odd little chipmunk. I never knew 
a creature could move so quickly. Come to think 
of it, I don’t think I had ever met a chipmunk 
before, though I had heard stories of their 
underground castles. I wonder if Chip had an 
underground castle? I wonder if it had all kinds 
of tunnels leading everywhere.

“Inside-outside-eleven… inside-outside-twelve…”

At 12, Chip disappeared inside the tunnel for 
the last time. 

Um, OK.

My attention turned back towards the evil paper 
bags. My snout twitched. It does that when 
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something scary is about to happen. I never 
focused on it before but now I did. Why would 
my nose tingle? Then, to my horror, my human 
began tugging my leash in the direction of the 
bags. 

Nooooooooo! 

“Other way!” I barked, “Other way!”

As we got closer the bags loomed larger – tall, 
brown, crinkly, and twice as tall as I am on a 
fluffy day. I started to shake. Then I let loose this 
looooong whine that made my human stare at me 
in confusion. I think I created a whole new sound.

Before I could be impressed, a strong breeze 
rushed in from the left and under the guise of its 
swoosh, the biggest paper bag crunched down 
and shot me a twisted grimace. It snarled at me!

“Aaaaaaaaaaah!” I wailed.

A low growl emitted from my snout, which 
now pounded and twitched in fear. My humans 
mysteriously let out a giggle at my reaction to 
the bags. How could they be so naïve?! 
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Hmph.

I took in a deep breath. I had to protect my 
human! She meant well even though she clearly 
had no idea what’s going on right underneath 
her own snout. I leaned my head to the side 
and studied the bags, my heart racing the whole 
time. 

Aha! I figured it out.

The bags must feed on healthy leaves, the ones 
that fall to the ground, suck all their leaf life 
and power until they become dry and crispy 
and unable to escape the clutches of the bags. 
That’s why all the bags are stuffed with brown 
leaves. Those poor leaves.

How sinister. I am glad I am not a leaf.  And all 
this thinking hurts my head.

I stalked a semi-circle around the bags, my 
snout pounding, my snaggletooth showing. 
Have I mentioned my snaggletooth yet? It’s a 
pointy little tooth on my bottom jaw that tends 
to stick out of my mouth. I use it to pick up 
things and just look cool. Sometimes it gets 
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caught in my fur and I squeal…. but anyway…
the bags…

A surprisingly stern rumble came from deep in 
my belly – wow that sounded great!

I can do this. I can do this.

Another gust of wind blew and leaves exploded 
out of the top of the bags! 

“Aaaaaaaah!” I howled “Retreat! Retreat! I can’t 
do it! I can’t…take me home!”

I bolted, yanking my human sideways across the 
grass of our yard. It was like I had my human on 
the leash instead of the other way around.

“Cruuuuumbles!” she shouted, “What are you 
doing??”

What am I doing? Seriously? Didn’t she just 
see the obvious threat of those bags? All those 
dried up leaves gobbled up and trapped inside. 
We could be next.

To my horror she dropped the leash, ordered 
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me to “stay” and walked right over to the evil 
bags. Gulp. This is going to be bad. 

OK, that’s it. I ran over barking and wailing until 
my human stopped short of the bags and took 
me inside. From the safety of the back of the 
couch I peered out the window and across the 
street. 

The bags stared at me. 

I stared back. 

The day ended in a draw.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick
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Chapter 2

Napoleon Next Door

I must have dozed off at the windowsill, or maybe 
I didn’t, it’s hard to tell, but I peered out at our 
lawn and something seemed…different. Sure 
the paper bags still sat at the curb in front of 
the house, but it was something else – another  
presence. I studied the big rectangle of soft grass 
and the lopsided swing that hung from a bumpy 
tree right in the center of it. The small humans 
really loved that thing. I myself don’t like things 
that move fast. I startle easily, as you know. And 
I think swinging back and forth might make my 
tummy bad.

Wait. I see something. What’s that over there? 

Down the street, in front of a grey house…in a 
spot where there was nothing a moment ago, 
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now I saw a fluffy little thing that looked like a 
Q-tip. Where did it come from? 

It looked like a regular dog I guess, other than a 
missing tail. Yikes. But how did it just appear on 
the lawn? No human walked it. And I know that 
our paws can’t open a front door. I tried a few 
times on the plane to get out of my cage.

Oh my gosh! What if it’s a ghost dog? 

Just then it looked at me. I felt frozen all the way 
from snout to tail. 

Our eyes locked – mine big and brown, his red 
and beady. 

My human saw my anxiety, or maybe noticed 
that I peed on the couch a little, so she came 
over and rubbed my ears. 

Aaaaaaaaaah, that feels good. I am not sure 
why my ears are always so itchy, but I love when 
my humans scratch me. The smallest human Lily 
sometimes scratches them too hard, but I know 
she means well.  Still, I sometimes can’t help but 
growl. Um, sorry.
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Anyway, Q-tip paced around on its front lawn, 
which looked just like ours. It showed no sign 
of peeing on itself. It just skipped around and 
sniffed without a care in the world. I didn’t get 
it. Didn’t he see the dangers all around him? For 
example, there’s a suspicious bulgy rock lurking 
right nearby and a weird looking plastic bin 
with the word RECYCLING on it. No way I would 
go near that thing. But Q-tip sniffed around 
completely oblivious.

Hmph.

But where did it come from? Dogs don’t just 
appear on a front lawn even though that would 
be a really cool super power. I always wanted a 
super power…to fly, or bark fire, or have a laser 
snout. Oh, a laser snout would be cool. If I could 
fly AND have a laser snout AND bark fire then 
I wouldn’t be scared of anything ever again. I 
would be a hero dog. 

Wait. What was I saying? I forgot again. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick

Oh yes, the Q-tip dog that can disappear. 
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Just then my human needed to get stuff from the 
shiny metal thing called a “minivan.” I slipped 
out the front door when she opened it. I do that 
a lot nowadays. As long as I slink along and don’t 
bark at any other humans I am allowed out. 
That’s the rule. Sometimes I forget and I bark, 
but I am just being friendly! Ooops.

Carefully trotting away from the paper bags, I 
got a closer look at Q-tip. I had to squint to see 
down the street as I have a fluff of bangs that falls 
onto my face sometimes. Well, a lot of times. 
My bangs, by the way, are very dark except for 
a little smudge of light color right above my 
eyes. So they look like human eyebrows. People 
find my light eyebrows funny. Hmph. I’ll have 
you know that my eyebrows match the lovely 
highlights in my ear fur. So there! I do NOT 
have human eyebrows. Dogs can’t even have 
eyebrows. Then again…can they?

Wait, where did Q-tip go? He no longer 
scampered around his yard. But I didn’t see any 
humans. Hmmm. I sat perched at the edge of my 
lawn looking down the street when suddenly I 
heard a branch snapping just to my left.
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I jumped. I peed. Then I found myself looking right 
into those beady eyes, only a few paces away. 

“Yorp! Where did you come from?”

“Hush up you fool!” he snapped.

I immediately lowered my snout. “Sorry, it’s 
just…it’s just...you appeared from nowhere. I 
have never seen a Q-tip do that…and…”

“I am not a Q-tip you fool! I am a dog - a strong 
and powerful leader in fact.”

“Sorry, did you say a strong and powerful 
leader?”

“Indeed I did! The humans call me Napoleon.”

“It’s just that you’re so….so….well…”

“Compact and powerful for my size?” Napoleon 
offered.

“I was going to say small and skinny.  And your 
fur is kind of…well, your fur is so….”
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“Dashingly white and curly?” Napoleon said.

What does “dashingly” even mean?

“I was going to say short and funny.”

“Enough of your petty insults! At least I don’t 
have light human eyebrows.”

Ouch. Too far.

Maybe I should try a friendlier tact.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

I smiled sweetly with my snaggletooth in full 
view. “What I meant is that I have never seen a 
dog like you.” 

Napoleon seemed to relax a little and sat down. 

Wow, it worked! Since I was on a roll with my 
new friend, I decided to continue, “Can I ask 
what happened to your tail?”

A shadow came over Napoleon’s face. Uh oh. 
Then he lunged at me, bearing his tiny sharp 
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teeth and barked shrill and loud in my face until 
I backed away.

“No, you cannot!” he hissed.

Well, FINE. Never mind then. I was just trying to 
make conversation. Some dogs are so sensitive. 

Just then the wind picked up. The bags on 
the curb and the leaves within made terrible 
crunchy sounds.

“Look out!” I cried, springing straight into the air.

“Hush up you fool!” Napoleon snapped again. 

“But the bags,” I began, “they…”

Although he did not seem to fear the bins, he 
apparently was aware of the threat coming from 
the bags. “Hush up! Do not let the bags see your 
fear or your quaking snout. You must never let 
the enemy know your weakness.”

Um, OK. That would have been helpful advice 
before I shrieked and peed. What if the bags 
already know my fear? I am pretty sure they do. 
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Oops.  

I was not sure if Napoleon understood the true 
threat of the bags. I could sense it from the tip 
of  my snout to the last curl on my tail. I gulped 
and decided to tell Napoleon the extent of the 
danger, which I had figured out as I watched 
them earlier from my safe perch on the back of 
the couch.  

“Those bags...,” I whispered. “They are evil. 
They eat leaves and use them to gain power. 
Then the poor dried up leaves stay stuck in the 
bags. Just look at all of them…soon they will eat 
chipmunks and dogs and maybe even humans.”

“Then we have no choice.” Napoleon barked 
firmly, quickly assessing the situation.

“What do you mean?”

“They must be destroyed.”

Napoleon’s words echoed in my furry head: 
Destroyed?

“Do you mean…?” I whimpered.
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“Yes, you fool, we must fight them until they are 
no more.”

Gulp. I feel scared. Or maybe hungry. Or perhaps 
tired. But probably scared. Maybe a little hungry. 
I could use a nap now that I think of it. I wonder 
if I can nap and eat at the same time. I am sure I 
could be scared and eat at the same time. 

“Are you even listening to me?!” Napoleon 
shouted.

I shook away my thoughts and nodded. 

“OK, meet me here tonight when your human is 
busy trying to get the smaller humans to sleep.”

“Why?”

“Stop asking questions. The bags will hear you. 
Just meet me outside tonight at bedtime. We 
will plan our attack.”

“Attack?” 

Oh I don’t do attack…I do shiver and whimper...I 
slink away pretty well, too. 
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Napoleon nipped at my face. “Are you even 
paying att enti on?!”

“Um, yes, it’s just that…”

“Hush now! I shall see you tonight.”

And off  he trott ed, down the street, onto his 
lawn, then poof! Once again, he disappeared. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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Chapter 3
Plan of Attack

My snout tingled with anticipation as the sky 
darkened and I nestled into the soft blanket on 
Mason’s bed. Soon I would need to sneak out to 
meet Napoleon and then … gulp.

“Crumby! Your snout!” the small human 
suddenly yelled, and his eyes opened really wide.

Um, OK. What about it?

Just then Mason wrapped his pudgy fingers right 
around my snout – even the parts that were still 
crusty from eating dinner. See, I like to keep 
some food in my beard in case I get hungry later. 
Sometimes my humans pull the food bits out of 
my face fur, which makes me upset. Sometimes 
the humans trim my face fur too short, which 
makes me really upset, because then I can’t 
stick any food in there at all.  
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Hmph. 

This brings me to another one of my rules:

Crumbles Code Rule # 3 
I store food in my beard. Let it be.

So anyway … the human boy Mason just held 
onto my snout and kind of stared at it. Even I 
found this weird, which is NOT a good sign for 
the small human. Why does he grab my snout? 
He and Lily do it all the time. I know my nose 
is pleasantly warm, but I never would have 
thought the humans would be so interested in 
it. Finally he let go but still stared. Lily, the very 
smallest human puppy, walked in just then and 
sat beside me on the bed. 

“I think Crumbles’ snout is powerful,” Mason 
said calmly.

Um, OK.

“Just look at it,” Mason said.

Lily and I gave Mason the exact same expression 
– confusion. 
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“Mason, his snout is just a snout.”

“His snout is not just a snout.”

“It is just a snout!”

“It isn’t!”

“It is!”

“It isn’t!”

“FINE. Maybe it isn’t!” Lily admitted.

Ouch. This exchange hurt my tender highlighted 
ears. I jumped off the bed and walked lightly 
towards the kitchen to plan my escape. 

The plan: pretend to drink water from my bowl 
until the mom human passed by on her way to 
put her puppies to sleep. Then I would make 
my move while Mason and Lily distracted her 
with all their random bedtime requests. Why do 
small humans need so many things brought to 
them at bedtime?

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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I eyed my bowl. OK, this should be easy. 

Wait! I jumped back and yelped as a wall 
suddenly appeared in my path. One of the 
cabinets had come to life!
Aaaaaaaaaaah!

I heard my human giggling behind me. Then she 
reached right for the wooden thing and made it 
go away. 

“It’s just a cabinet door left open” she whispered 
and patted my head. “See how it works? Nothing 
to be afraid of…” and she opened and closed the 
cabinet door thing a few more times. 
 
Hmph. Fine. I still didn’t like it, but I trusted my 
human so I darted past the spot and straight 
to my water bowl. Empty. Oh great, now what 
should I do? I guess I can just stand here and 
stare, or…

Tap. Tap. Tap. 

What was that? 

Tap. Tap. Tap.
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The sound came from the front of the house.

I raised my head. There it was again.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

My snout tingled. Against my better judgment, 
I went to investigate. I hopped up on the couch 
then onto the back of the couch. From there 
I could see out the window. I found this great 
spot when I came home form the shelter and it 
has been my perch every since.

I looked out the window but didn’t see anything. 
Yet my snout tingled more and more. I turned 
my gaze towards the ground.

Napoleon!

There he stood, beady eyes looking mad, as he 
tapped his paws against the metal screen door.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

I raised my paw to the glass to get his attention 
and hopped off the couch to the front door. I 
stood there, about to do the unthinkable. 
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SNEAK OUT OF THE HOUSE.

I licked some extra fur into my mouth and nudged 
the loose screen door open. The cool night 
air felt good on my nose as it poked outside. I 
always enjoyed a nice cool breeze through my 
nose fur and how the wind makes my whiskers 
tickly. Maybe because I came from a country 
where I felt hot all the time. In fact…

“Come on!” Napoleon snapped. “Get out here!”

I stumbled with surprise and fell out of the half-
open door.  Napoleon grabbed my collar in his 
teeth and led me away from the light of the 
porch. 

Hmph. No need to be so pushy.

I was outside without my human. I felt like a 
rebel dog.

But then we heard it … the familiar evil chant …
the sinister crunching of the … bags. They must 
have heard us. 

Oh no.
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“Stay still and quiet!” ordered Napoleon and 
I happily obeyed. We both sat there for a few 
minutes, or hours, or seconds, I am not really 
sure. But I breathed in the night air until the 
bags stopped making sounds and the leaves 
inside settled.

We both sighed in relief and turned our attention 
back to our secret meeting.

“OK,” continued Napoleon, “let’s make our 
strategy.”

“Our what?”

“Strategy,” Napoleon sighed. “It means a plan 
for how to do something.”

Ooooooooh. I get it.

“First let’s look at the bags and analyze our 
target.” He said.

“Analyze?” I questioned.

Napoleon contained his irritation as he explained 
that we were going to watch the bags and try 
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to understand them so we could make a better 
STRATEGY.

We decided that the bags stood about 5 dogs 
high and 2 dogs wide. So they were taller than 
they were wide. 

“Interesting,” Napoleon said to himself, but I 
didn’t get why it was interesting.

“Napoleon!” I gasped suddenly. “There are 
MORE bags than earlier.”

“Interesting,” he said again. Why is everything 
so interesting?

“Actually,” I interrupted, “I think it’s really scary. 
There are more of them, which means more 
leaves have been eaten and the bags have more 
power. What if they start to eat dogs next?!”

The wind picked up and I jumped 2 feet in the 
air. I peed a little. 

“Get a hold of yourself!” Napoleon ordered.

I panted and nodded and looked back towards 
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the door to my house. Maybe I can just stay in 
the coat closet and never go outside again. I love 
the coat closet, almost as much as I love sitting 
on the top of the couch. I usually sit on top of 
the couch when I am relaxing or eating food out 
of my beard after breakfast, but if I feel nervous 
or want to hide, it’s off to the floor of the coat 
closet. Then again, sometimes…

“Are you even paying attention?!” snapped 
Napoleon.

“Um, yes, I am totally paying attention.”

I don’t think I sounded very convincing, but 
Napoleon continued anyway.

“Let’s review what we know … the bags are 
tall, filled with their leafy victims, may start to 
eat dogs and humans soon, and are growing in 
number.”

I nodded. “Now what?”

“Now,” Napoleon said lowering his voice, “we 
must figure out a strategy to destroy them as soon 
as possible. I don’t think we can wait any longer.”
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Liiiiiiiiiiiick. I had to agree.  “But how?”

Napoleon looked to the road then to the bags 
then to the road again. He did something 
unexpected – he smiled.

“If you do exactly as I say, I think we have a 
chance to defeat the bags and save ourselves.”

“So what’s the STRATEGY?” I asked. 

“We knock them over,” Napoleon stated simply.

Um, OK.

For the next half hour we barked out a plan of 
attack.

Step 1: Gather leashes.
Step 2: Wrap the leashes around the bags.
Step 3: Pull the bags over so they land on the 
street.
Step 4: Cars run over the bags.
Step 5: We pee on the remains of the bags to 
ensure their doom.
Step 5: We are saved!
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My snout felt warm. That was a good sign. I 
nodded in approval, even though my suggestion 
of peeing did not get included. This could really 
work.

A sudden panic gripped me. “But how do we 
wrap up the bags (Step 2) without them noticing 
and eating us?”

“Good point.”

Oooooh, I made a good point! My tail wagged.

Just then Chip scurried down the tree beside us 
and across the lawn with an acorn in his mouth.

“Oh-hey-Crumbles,” he mumbled as he shot 
past us towards his hole.

“Hi Chip. This is ...” Chip disappeared into his 
hole. “…Napoleon”

Oh well, so much for introductions.

Napoleon’s eyes widened. “This gives me an 
idea! Do you know that creature there? The one 
that just went into that hole in the ground?”
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“Yes, I do. He’s my, um, friend.” 

“Maybe he can help us with our plan!”

We both looked at Chip, who was busy racing in 
and out of the hole to his underground castle.

“Outside-inside-three…outside-inside-four…outside-
inside-five...” the chipmunk chanted as usual.

Napoleon tilted his head to the side. “How high 
does he count? And…why?” 

“Twelve times to be exact and I am not sure why. 
He, um, doesn’t want to talk about it I guess. 
Kind of like your missing tail.“ 

Napoleon pushed his pink nose right against my 
wet snout. 

“Do NOT speak of it,” he whispered harshly.

Well, fine. I was only making a comparison.

Napoleon cleared his throat and called to Chip, 
“Excuse me, do you think you can help us save 
the world tomorrow morning?”
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“Outside-inside-six…outside-inside-seven…
yeah-I-guess...”

Napoleon and I exchanged a happy glance. Yay.

“Good. Here’s what you do … I’ll come to your 
garden door tomorrow morning and when I give 
you the signal I want you to run back and forth 
across the lawn in front of those … bags over there.”

“Outside-inside-nine…outside-inside-ten…
gotta-be-twelve-times.”

Napoleon huffed, “Fine, fine, when I give you 
the signal you’ll run back and forth twelve times 
to distract the bags. Got it?”

“Outside-inside-eleven…outside-inside-
twelve…see-you-then!”

Chip disappeared into his underground castle. 

Napoleon blinked. “Is he gone?”

“Yup.”

“Will he help us tomorrow?”
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“Yup.”

“I shall see you tomorrow morning then. You’ll 
be able to come outside while the human is busy 
in the yard. Make sure she takes you outside 
with her, stay very close, then run to me when I 
make the signal.”

What is this thing called ‘signal’?

“Um, what’s the signal?”

“You’ll know,” Napoleon said, “and don’t forget 
to bring the longest leash you have. Tomorrow 
we shall destroy the evil bags before they eat 
all the leaves and the trees and the dogs and 
eventually the humans.”

Something felt strong in my snout as I nodded 
my agreement, then slinked back inside through 
the screen door that always seemed to stay 
open a little. I hope it never gets fixed. 

Through the window I saw Napoleon cross the 
street, hop on his lawn, approach the front door, 
then, POOF!, he disappeared.
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The rest of the evening could not have passed 
any more slowly. My tummy felt funny and my 
snout twitched uncontrollably. Yet I didn’t pee 
on myself all night. I think that’s pretty good. I 
spent a few minutes, or hours, or something in 
between, in the front closet. Then I heard my 
human.

“Time for bed, Crumb. Come on.”

Yippee! I ran to the bedroom, slipped on the 
floor and banged into the door frame, then 
hopped right into the big human bed. I curled 
up, yawned, and used my paws to scratch my 
ears around. They are SO itchy. I happened to 
look to the side and let out a long squeal and 
yelp. There’s another dog in here!

Grrrrrrrrrrrr! Bark! Bark!

My human looked at me and smiled in that way 
that means I have done something silly again. 
Sigh.

“Crumby. That’s your reflection in the mirror.”
A reflection? Sounds scary. 
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I howled again then got distracted trying to 
burrow under my human’s pillow. My human 
laughed and put a blanket over me. I don’t know 
when I fell asleep but I dreamt of paper bags, 
Q-ti ps, and the number 12. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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Chapter 4
We Will Save You

My snout woke me in the morning. It felt warm 
and tingly. In other words, ready for action. But 
first things first, I needed to be walked and fed. 
Basically I just wanted to be fed. And fast. My 
human puts this super yummy wet food into 
my bowl then stirs it around with these crunchy 
bits. It’s divine. And the wet food makes it even 
easier for me to keep food stuck in my beard. 
It’s like glue. I ate every bit that morning, even 
the little pieces that I usually drop all around the 
kitchen for the humans to step on. Oops.

As I slurped up a drink from my bowl, I looked up 
suddenly, water dripping off my beard. Where 
was my human? Uh oh.

I walked through the kitchen and into each room 
of the house. No luck.
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Hmph. I had missed my chance! My human must 
have gone to the backyard without me. The plan 
was foiled … and its all my fault … and …

Slam! 

I perked up at the sound of the back door. Well, 
it was more that I jumped up, but what’s the 
difference? The point was, I still had my chance 
to get outside. I made sure I stayed very close 
to my human’s feet so I would be sure to get 
outside. Maybe I should try to get a bit closer…
maybe I can get in front of her and make sure I…

“Aaaaaah!” My human yelled as she tumbled 
over me.

“Yeeouch!” I barked, “My tail!” as she landed on it.

NOT OK. This brings me to a very important …

Crumbles Code Rule #4:
Do Not Touch My Tail. Ever.

I have issues with my tail that started when a 
nice doctor, um, gave me a bunch of shots in my 
behind.
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But I nudged her leg with my nose and offered 
my paw to say I was sorry. My human smiled 
and rubbed my back. I guess we don’t really 
need words to communicate. But right now 
I needed to figure out a way to grab my leash 
(good thing I remembered!) and get outside to 
meet Napoleon and Chip. I tried not to focus on 
the fact that I would need to get dangerously 
close to the evil paper bags this very morning. It 
made me shiver.

I could see my human getting her garden stuff 
together at the back door. That was my chance. 
Quickly I dashed to the front door and tugged 
on the leash on the hook. 

Tug. Tug. Tug. It didn’t budge.

Tug. Tug. Tug. Nothing. 

Hmph.

I needed to think fast. Suddenly my snout pounded 
and I felt it pull me forward a little. Or did it?

I looked down and there it was! My other 
leash lay all bunched up on the floor. Before I 
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could even think, I grabbed it in my teeth and 
ran towards the back door, slipping through as 
quickly as Chip before it closed behind me. I 
panted around the leash I held in my mouth. I 
made it outside. My human didn’t even notice I 
swiped the leash. Success. Step 1 was complete. 

I ran around to the front of the house to look for 
Napoleon but saw no sign of him, and I didn’t 
see Chip either. But … the bags … they stared 
at me. They had been waiting for me all night, 
I was sure of it. Now they looked as full and as 
sinister as ever. Today would definitely be the 
day they started eating dogs. I saw one more 
bag than before. This was bad. This was very 
bad. I couldn’t even move. 

Tap. Tap. Tap.

“Yorp!” I screamed and planted my snout flat on 
the ground - my “ready position.” Then I realized 
that the sound was just Napoleon at the door again.

“Hey! I’m over here!” I barked loudly.

“Hush up you fool!” Napoleon snarled, “Do you 
want them to hear us??”
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“Um, no”

“OK, so did you bring your leash and your 
disguise?”

A disguise? Wait a minute, no one ever said 
anything about a disguise. And what is a disguise 
anyway?

I plopped the leash onto the ground and 
gestured towards it. “I brought this? It was really 
hard, since first I tried to get the other one on 
the hook. I pulled but it didn’t come down, then 
my snout led me to…”

“Quiet!”

Hmph. Rude.

“You need a disguise. You know, something 
that makes you look different so the bags won’t 
know it’s you.”

“But why? We have Chip to distract them.”

“Well you can’t expect to just waltz up the bags 
looking like, well, yourself! If they know it’s you 
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they will laugh and then we will be eaten. You 
NEED to disguise yourself. Being Crumbles just 
won’t work.”

Well, FINE.

“You never said anything about a disguise 
yesterday.”

“Indeed I did!”

“You did not!”

“I did too, you fool!”

“You did not, you Q-tip!”

“Hey-quit-it,” squeaked a fast voice.

“Inside-outside-one…inside-outside-two…Let’s-
do-this!”

Chip! He really came to help us.

I lowered my head a little, feeling guilty for 
arguing. I guess I should get a disguise thing. 
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“Let me, um, just get my fur wet in that sprinkler 
over there…” and off I ran next door, returning 
drenched just seconds later, “and now I will 
roll in our front garden.” I threw myself down 
amidst the flowers and rolled left and right and 
even flat on my back a few times. 

I stood up proudly, covered in dirt and leaves. 
“There! I am now a shrub!”

Napoleon stared at me, and I think Chip even 
skipped a number.

What are they staring at?! Isn’t this a good 
disguise?

“Yes, yes, very well, that will have to do” 
Napoleon said. “I’ll just put on my disguise now,” 
and he grabbed a tiny black mask and cape from 
behind a rock.

Hmph. I guess that’s what he meant. I felt silly.

“Um, where did you get that?!” I said in shock, 
clumps of dirt falling from my ears, covering 
their beautiful highlights.
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“From the doll of one of the human pups. But 
never mind that, we have work to do.”

Well, FINE. So what if my disguise isn’t good.

“Inside-outside-five…inside-outside-six…”

“OK,” said Napoleon, “While Chip is doing …
that … grab your leash and let’s connect ours 
together. We connect the silver latches. Get it?”

Um, no. I usually shove my snout into the hands 
of my human while she puts my leash on. I know 
this makes it harder, but I just can’t help it. I get 
so happy to be going outside, my snout can go 
wild sometimes! Come to think of it, my snout 
had stopped tingling underneath all the dirt and 
leaves. What happened to it?

Napoleon lunged at me. “Are you paying 
attention? Oh, I’ll just do it. Here, hold that loop 
part of your leash. Now keep it still.”

I had to admit that the process worked well, and 
in a few moments he had magically snapped his 
leash onto mine. 
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Whew. 

Ready for Step 2: Wrap the leashes around the 
bags.

I took a deep breath and tried to ignore the 
panic I felt in my tummy. Napoleon grabbed one 
end of our super long leash and I grabbed the 
other. Now we needed our decoy.

“inside-outside-nine…inside-outside-ten…” 
Chip darted.

“Schip! Schip!“ I called, but it was hard to talk 
with the leash in my mouth. “Huwwy up, Schip!”

“...inside-outside-eleven…inside-outside-
twelve…Here-I-go!”

Wait, I thought Napoleon was supposed to give 
a signal.

Suddenly Chip was racing sideways across the 
yard, and Napoleon was running right for the bags.

“Go to d’uther thide of the bagths!” he ordered 
with the leash in his mouth.
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I don’t remember telling my paws what to 
do, but I began to pick up speed. We both ran 
together — Napoleon on the left side of the row 
of bags — me on the right.

Chip counted off his laps. “Left-right-one…left-
right-two…left-right-three…”

I couldn’t believe my eyes, or what I could see 
through my bangs covered in dirt – the bags 
didn’t even notice me or Napoleon at all! They  
just snarled at Chip, watching him run, giving 
him such an evil stare I shivered even as I ran. 

“Now, go all da way ‘round your thide,” Napoleon 
yelled through his teeth. He went around the 
left side completely, and I ran around the right 
side of the row of bags until we both ended up 
in front of the bags, our super leash wrapped 
snugly around the bags.”

“Left-right-six…left-right-seven…” Chip continued 
in the background.

“Sthop! Sthop!” I heard Napoleon say. “Now 
pull straight ahead.” 
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We each yanked the leash hard. I snarled and 
Napoleon growled as we both pulled the bags 
forward with all our might. I felt like a different 
dog, but not really in a good way. I wish I could 
use my snout. 

But then … I felt something move.

The bags. They started to crunch, but we kept 
on pulling. 

The bags. They hunched over at us, but we kept 
on pulling.

The bags. They leaned closer, but we kept on 
pulling. 

I couldn’t believe my eyes … the bags … they 
started to topple over into the street as we 
pulled them!

Napoleon and I traded wide-eyed looks. 

We heard a CRASH as the whole row of them 
fell over! Yes, you heard me, we knocked all the 
bags over sideways into the street!
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Napoleon dropped his side of the leash and I did 
the same.

“We did it!” Napoleon shouted with joy. “The 
bags have fallen! Leaves and dogs and humans 
will forever be safe!”

“...left-right-nine…left-right-ten…”

“You can stop now, “ Napoleon called to Chip.

“No-not-yet, not-to-twelve…”

I took a wide circle around the fallen bags 
back to my lawn. I wasn’t taking any chances. 
Napoleon and I sat down panting as we watched 
Chip finish up. 

“left-right-eleven…left-right-twelve…hooray-
for-us!” 

“Good work indeed!” Napoleon agreed,  “Very 
well fought, my comrades.”

What’s a comrade?

Chip headed for the door to his underground 
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castle. “Outside-inside-one…outside-inside-
two…outside-inside-three…”

Sigh.

Napoleon unhooked his leash from mine 
somehow, looked me in the eye, and said, “Until 
we meet again,” then disappeared at surprising 
speed down the street.

Um, OK. Does that mean a play date at the park?

Liiiiiiiiiiiick. Oh yuck! My snout fur is covered 
with dirt.

I rubbed my face all around on the clean grass 
trying to push the dirt off. Well, the grass did feel 
really good, especially now that I didn’t have to 
worry about the paper bags eating me. 

Ah, freedom.

I looked at the fallen bags. They fought well. For a 
moment I felt sad for them. But that soon passed.

“But we won! We won. Ha ha, we won!” I barked 
in glee.
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I chased my tail round and round. I just couldn’t 
contain myself!

“Crumbles!” I heard a stern voice say.

Uh oh. My human. I wonder how much she 
saw – did she witness our great victory over the 
paper bags?

“You are filthy. Get inside!”

Hmmm. I guess not. 

I whined and offered my paw. I knew I was in 
trouble. If only I could explain about the disguise. 
Hmph.

“Come Crumbles! Here boy!”

I froze. I couldn’t move. I put my head down and 
offered “paw.”

Um, sorry.

My human scooped me up in a giant fluffy towel 
to bring me inside. I licked her nose. My human 
and I understood each other. Well, usually. 
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Just as the screen door slammed behind us, I 
looked at the fallen bags one more time. 

I couldn’t help it. I stuck out my tongue and 
barked, “Ha ha! We won!” in immature glee.

I yawned. It was a good day.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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Chapter 5

We Will NOT Save You

I awoke late the next morning with a nice long 
stretch that took up half of my human’s bed. 
I nuzzled my snout around on the pillow then 
yawned on my human’s face to show my love. 
Isn’t that nice of me?

“Oh yuck!” she said turning away. “Your breath!”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by the word 
“yuck,” but I assumed it meant something good 
since she hopped right out of bed to fix my 
breakfast and make her human morning drink 
called “coffee.”

I felt light as a feather as I trotted to my bowl for 
breakfast. No more paper bags to worry about 
eating us. Whew.



7372

And what did I see in my bowl? Pieces of chicken! 
This is the best day ever! Chicken for breakfast! I 
jumped up on my hind legs a little in my joy, then 
dove into my food full force. As I licked around 
my snout fur, my snaggletooth popped out on the 
bottom. I like my snaggletooth. I feel badly for 
animals that don’t have a bottom tooth sticking 
out. 

Suddenly I gulped. Are things different since the 
downfall of the paper bag army? What if their 
defeat changed the universe completely? Was my 
human really my human anymore?

Then I heard the familiar jingle of my leash. 
Yippee, everything is normal! The jingle means a 
walk to the park … and lots of good places to pee 
and sniff and poop and sniff more and run around 
so the wind blows my ears back and shows my 
nice highlights in there. Sometimes I meet a dog 
at the park named Bagel. He’s a puppy and too 
hyper for me. He barks really fast. But I like him 
and maybe I could try to be less … well …. less shy 
or something. 

Wait. What was I saying about the universe? Oh 
well. Let’s go to the park!
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As soon as I heard the click of my leash, I pushed 
forward out the door and eagerly looked back at 
my human with my tongue flopping out. 

“Hurry hurry hurry,” I barked. Then I chased my 
tail around and around. Hmph. I can’t ever catch 
that thing. 

I jumped up and down, then pressed my snout 
against the ground while my tail wagged in the 
air. My human smiled. I snarled and tugged on the 
leash with my snaggletooth. She pulled it away 
and I grabbed it back. She pulled it and … I froze. 

But not because someone startled me.

“Crumbles, what’s wrong?”

I started to shake and pee at the same time. I 
growled under my breath. I literally couldn’t 
believe my eyes. 

The bags.

RIGHT THERE. Standing upright in the SAME 
PLACE at the curb. As if the battle never 
happened. As if we never won.
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But … how? What dark magic was this? Or 
maybe they were setting a trap for us. I paced 
back and forth growling softly. Was that even 
possible? Perhaps the paper bags were cleverer 
than we thought. Did another dark force help 
them up? The whole thing seemed impossible.

Hmph.

I moped the whole way to the park and back 
again. I couldn’t believe it. I had put on the 
disguise and everything. Yet the paper bags 
stood as strong and evil as ever when we got 
back from the park.

Finally, my snout dropped. We … failed.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

I headed straight for my favorite spot when I  
was feeling sorry for myself. Just to review, my 
regular favorite spot is on the back of the couch 
so I can look at the window. My favorite spot 
for hiding is the front closet. But my favorite sad 
spot is under Mason’s bed. Mason sometimes 
hides under there with me. He calls it a “panic 
room,” whatever that means. And I couldn’t get 
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there fast enough at that moment! 

After I had pressed myself close to the floor and 
scooched under the foot of the bed, I put my 
head down on my paws.

I sighed.  

Hmph. Hmph. Hmph.

“I failed,” I whined aloud one more time just so I 
could feel as sorry for myself as possible.

Then I heard it. 

A scamper. 

A rustling. 

A scratchy sound. 

Is something trying to get my attention? Nah. 

The only odd thing in this room was a big metal 
box. Maybe the sounds were coming from the 
cage! I’ve always wondered what was in there, 
but it also seemed scary to find out. Right now 
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I didn’t even care, so I picked up my head and 
looked right over the edge.

Yikes! I cowered back under the bed.

Liiiiiiiiiiiiiick.

Stay calm, stay calm.

I heard more sounds coming out. I gulped and 
looked again, closer this time, letting just one 
eyeball peek over the edge of the cage. I saw 
… well … I didn’t even know what I saw. Two 
creatures sat in the cage. They looked like either 
itty bitty dogs or really big chipmunks, but with 
very long ears (no highlights, I might add) that 
flopped down beside their roundish bodies. 
They both had fur like me, only softer. It figures. 

One creature looked larger, older maybe, with 
large brown eyes and different shades of dark fur.  
Something about him made me feel strangely 
relaxed. With my luck, it was a creature sent by 
the paper bags to hypnotize me.

The big one stared at me. 
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Um, OK. That seemed strange. Maybe he saw my 
light eyebrows? Could the day get any weirder?

The smaller orange-ish creature waved me closer. 
“Come Crumbles, come closer to Whisper.”

OK, that answered my question about whether 
or not the day could get any weirder. 

“Um, how did you know my name? And you’re a 
whisper? Is that a kind of animal?”

The big one chuckled softly. 

Hmph. I didn’t find any of this funny.

The big one leaned down under the smaller 
one’s ear, as if speaking, but I heard nothing. 

The smaller one spoke with a grin, “Dear 
Crumbles. I am Acorn and this rabbit here is 
called Whisper. He is an elder. He is … special.”

“OK, well nice to meet you … rabbits, but I really 
just came here to be by myself.”

Whisper leaned toward Acorn to tell him 
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something else I couldn’t hear. I began to realize 
how he got the name Whisper. 

“Do you, um, talk?” I asked?

He nodded his head to say “yes,” but said 
nothing.

“Whisper wants you to look within,” Acorn said 
simply.

“Um, within what?” Not even my beard had a 
speck of food in it. Or maybe it did. Wait a sec. 
Let me lick at my face fur. Maybe there really 
is a piece of breakfast left in there. Oh, what 
if a piece of chicken lay buried in my chin just 
waiting to be discovered an eaten. Or…”

Whisper made a loud thump that shook the 
floor! I jumped back. 

Whoa! How did something so small make a 
sound so loud? I think he did it by slamming his 
back paws on the floor. Yikes. That would be a 
cool super power…

“Whisper simply would like to have your 
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attention,” said Acorn calmly. “He does not 
normally thump in such a fashion, though all 
rabbits can make a big thud with their back legs. 
Apologies if he startled you.”

Um, OK

“So what am I supposed to look inside of?” I 
asked quietly. Why was I whispering too?

“Yourself.”

For a moment we all looked at each other. 
Whisper never took his eyes off me. My eyes 
darted between both rabbits. Acorn just sat 
there waiting for something, it seemed.

Finally, Whisper nodded his head towards me.

I didn’t understand. 

He leaned to Acorn again, who spoke for him a 
moment later. 

“Whisper wishes to convey to you his hope that 
you do not give up on your quest to defeat the 
paper bags.”
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I peed a little in surprise. How did HE know 
about the bags? Maybe this was a trick! But I 
thought not. How would rabbits know about my 
plight against the evil paper bags.

“You know about the paper bags?” I asked.

He nodded again.

“About our battle with the bags?”

Again he nodded.

I grew impatient with this method of 
communication and furrowed my eyebrows 
together. Hmph.

“Well, there is nothing within my fur or anywhere 
else that can help me.”

Whisper leaned towards Acorn one last time, 
before he abruptly threw himself down on his 
side and began snoring, which, for some reason, 
I could hear just fine. 

“Whisper has another important message that 
will help you.”
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Here we go again.

I sighed, “Well what is it?!”

Acorn pressed his triangle of a nose close to the 
bars.

“The wise bunny hops even when the way is 
unclear.”

“Excuse me?”

 No response. 

“Hello? I kind of don’t know what you just said.”

But I saw only 2 sleeping rabbits. 

The wise bunny hops even when the way is 
unclear?

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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Chapter 6

Hmph

That evening I perched atop the couch and 
repeated Whisper’s words over and over to 
myself:

The wise bunny hops even when the way is 
unclear … look within … do not give up the quest 
…. the wise bunny hops even when the way is 
unclear … look within …

Hmph. None of it made sense. I needed to find 
some answers. And fast. The bags posed even 
more of a threat now than yesterday. I had no 
choice but to find Napoleon. My snout tingled. 
Then I heard it.

Tap. Tap. Tap.
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He found me! Perfect timing. I leapt down to 
the floor, knocking over a lamp in the process. 
Ooops. At least I didn’t shatter the light bulb 
thing like last time. That really scared me. My 
human did not seem happy about the combo of 
glass and pee. I hid in the closet for a long time 
that day. I was worried that …

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Oh yeah, Napoleon. I plopped down by the front 
door. Well, this is a problem. Napoleon sat on 
the outside of the door and I sat on the inside. 
Hmph.

All of a sudden I remembered the little metal 
flap where those “mail” papers come though 
every day, delivered by … I shuddered at the 
thought … the mailman. I don’t even know why,  
but I hate that guy. I growl and yelp and nip at 
him through that metal slot in the door every 
single day. I see other dogs do that too. It’s just 
an instinct. Maybe the mailman works with the 
paper bags? I don’t really know. But he seems 
nice…

TAP. TAP. TAP. 
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I licked a bunch of fur into my mouth and 
carefully pushed my nose up to the metal slot 
in the door and pushed it. I felt the outside air. 
Whew. We would have to talk this way.

“Napoleon?” I said through the mail slot.

“Hush up you fool!” and he nipped me right 
on the tender part of my snout. OW! My snout 
started vibrating, which has never happened 
before. Then again, no one ever bit my snout 
before. RUDE. 

“Whoooaaaaa!!” shrieked Napoleon out of 
nowhere and fell backwards.

What happened? I didn’t understand. Why was 
he shrieking when it was my snout that got 
bitten?

I heard Napoleon scramble back up onto this 
scrawny legs.

“How did you do that?” he snarled.

“Do what?”
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“Push me away like that.”

“I didn’t push you. You bit me!”

“You pushed me!”

“You bit me!”

“OK, OK,” Napoleon relented. “I am … sorry. But 
I saw the bags and then I fell backwards and I 
thought maybe you had changed sides.”

“Of course not! The bags are way more 
dangerous than we thought.”

“Maybe they cannot be defeated.” Napoleon 
said with a sigh.

“They can,” I heard myself say. What made me 
say that?

“But how?”

“We, um, need to look within.”

“Look within what?”
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“Within, um, ourselves.”

“What does that mean?” Napoleon snapped.

“How am I supposed to know?! I was hoping 
that you might now. It’s what Whisper said.”

“What?! You spoke to Whisper, the elder 
rabbit?”

“Well, yeah, he lives right inside my house.”

Silence.

Napoleon seemed serious. “Tell me exactly what 
he said.” 

I gulped and retold the story as best as I could 
remember. Did it happen yesterday, last week, 
or an hour ago? It’s hard to say.

“Interesting. I will need to think about this 
further.” Napoleon said. “I shall return.”

“But, should I think about it too?” I asked but 
felt only the breeze on my snout through the 
door. Napoleon was gone.
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Suddenly I saw an object near me. 

“Yorp!” I jumped back and growled with my 
snout pressed to the ground. Ready position. I 
stalked around the strange obstacle lying on the 
ground. It cast a long creepy shadow. Why did 
this object look familiar? I acted with caution 
and took a very wide circle around it before I 
hopped back up onto my position on the couch. 
I peeked down for a moment and saw the lamp 
on its side on the floor. That’s weird. How did it 
get there?

I looked out the window just long enough to 
catch a glimpse of Napoleon disappearing into 
thin air by his front door… again. What is with 
that dog? Why does he get to have a special 
power and I don’t. Did I mention I would love to 
have snout lasers and be able to bark fire? That 
would be just as cool as being able to disappear 
into thin air, or making that loud thumping 
sound.

Hmph.

And then Chip appeared. I counted to myself 
and he ran into and out of this underground 
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home twelve times. I wondered if that gave 
him super speed. Great. Another animal with a 
super power. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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Chapter 7
The Snout

Napoleon could disappear.

Chip had super speed, plus an underground castle 
(and a weird obsession with the number 12).

Whisper had … well, that cool weird talking and 
being able to thump until the ground shook.

And I had … ?

Oh wait! Is that the sound of a package opening 
in the kitchen? Yippee! I forgot my thoughts 
completely and raced off to find a large helping of 
crunchy and wet food mixed together in my dish. 
I think my human knew I needed something extra 
to lift my mood. Then again, we were all going to 
be eaten by paper bags at any moment. What if 
this was my last meal? 
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Gulp.

I gobbled it up as fast as I could, then walked 
around gagging for a few minutes, because I ate 
too fast. But don’t worry, I am very efficient – if 
I do throw up I just eat it again. My humans find 
this disgusting, but it’s just my way of helping 
out. You’re welcome.

While I busied myself licking leftover food from 
my snout fur, I passed Mason’s room. He was 
flopped on his bed looking at some kind of 
screen with moving pictures on it. Lily jumped 
around on the bed too, almost as if to annoy 
him on purpose. He he, this was funny. It also 
seemed like a great opportunity for attention, 
so I leapt right onto the bed between them.

“Crumbles! You’re here!” yelled Mason, even 
though I was right there, as stated, so no need 
to shout.

“Crumby! Ouch! You’re stepping on my legs,” 
shouted Lily.

I took this as a good sign and marched around 
some more until Lily moved out of the way and 
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started petting my back and scratching my belly. 
I rolled on my side to help her reach. I’m so nice.

Meanwhile, Mason patted my head and ears.

Aaaaaaaaaah. This is the life.

Mason’s hand rested on the top of my snout. It 
felt good.

“Mason, why do you like Crumbles’ snout so 
much?” Lily asked.

“I don’t know. It’s all warm and crusty and 
powerful.”

“Ew. He keeps food in there. But I still want to 
snout him now!” 

Snout me?

Lily then placed her hand around my nose and 
mouth fur. I hope they don’t try to steal any of 
the yummy breakfast that I have stored there. 

They took turns with this bizarre ritual, but I didn’t 
really mind. As long as no one touched my tail. 
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“It’s true,” Lily declared, “about his snout.”

With all this attention on my nose I concentrated 
on it. What makes it so special? It’s just a snout…
isn’t it?

Just then, my nose felt tingly. The more I 
concentrated on it, the more tingly it felt. Weird. 

“Wow,” said Mason with wide eyes. “His snout is 
so warm. I think it’s getting ready!”

Lily grabbed it. “You’re right! It is! But ready for 
what?”

“Ready for action!” replied Mason.

Both kids started giggling like crazy. I did not 
understand.

I waved my nose in the air to try to get the 
attention back on me. It worked. 

I rather enjoyed all the talk of my wonderful nose. 
I let them each “snout me” a few more times. It 
felt good and annoying at the same time.
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Then I thought about the paper bags. What if 
they ate up my human puppies when they went 
outside to go to school? 

Gulp. I can’t let that happen.

“It’s just so hypnotic,” Mason said, his hand 
patting my nose.

Here we go again.

As if she read my mind, Lily asked, “What’s 
hypnotic?”

“It’s like a power to control or fascinate,” Mason 
replied.

Ooooh. The power to control and fascinate would 
be super helpful to conquer the bags, though not 
as powerful as barking fire or snout laser beams. 
But still…

The power to control or fascinate. Interesting. Oh 
yuck, I was starting to sound like Napoleon.  

Just then I froze, but not because I was startled. 
A strong feeling came over me. It was an…idea! 
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I popped to my feet and walked right over Lily 
to the edge of the bed. From there I could see 
Whisper’s cage. The large rabbit was waiting for 
me, already looking straight up to meet my eyes.

He nodded.

I nodded back.

Look within.

I dashed out of the room, my heart pounding, 
slipped on the shiny floor, but then regained my 
footing and ran to the couch. I pushed my nose 
through the mail slot. 

“Napoleon!” I called, “Napoleon!” 

Not there. Hmph. But no time to waste.

I leapt onto my perch at the window. I stared 
right at the paper bags and they stared back. I 
knew they were waiting for me to take their final 
revenge – to EAT the small humans and then 
EAT ME too. Behind me I could hear Mason and 
Lily getting their stuff together for school. Soon 
their bus would come and they would need to 
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walk right past the paper bag army. That’s when 
they would strike. But Napoleon is not here and 
neither is Chip.

Oh no. 

I must do something. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiiick.

I heard a rumble from far up the street.  It must 
be the school bus! I closed my eyes and wished 
that the rumble came from a giant dog army truck 
sent to destroy the paper bags. 

My nose tingled. 

I opened my eyes a little. Through the fluff of my 
bangs I saw the sources of the rumbling … and I 
COULD NOT believe it. 

A big shiny metal truck thing appeared at the top 
of the hill – the giant dog army truck I wished for!

I blinked. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Impossible. My snout was really working! It made 
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this magical army truck appear. I was being 
hypnotic!

The wise bunny hops even when the way is 
unclear…

I must keep going. I must concentrate.

Well, first I peed on myself, but then I but kept 
my snout aimed right at the dog army truck. I 
need to guide it down the hill to capture the evil 
bags. I could almost hear the evil sounds of the 
bags and they got ready to eat.

Yikes!

The truck moved down the hill, under my 
control of course. I know this because when I 
turned my face away, I didn’t see it move. When 
I pointed my snout at the truck, it moved in 
the direction I wanted. What other explanation 
could there be? It had the big letters “L-E-A-F  
RECYCLING” on the side. That must be dog army 
code. Awesome.

I got to my feet and felt my snout burn as it 
hypnotized and pulled the truck further down 
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the hill. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw 
Napoleon watching from his lawn, and Chip also 
was staring from the door to his underground 
castle. 

Gulp. This is it. My snout pounded with power, or 
maybe fear, or maybe both. Or maybe something 
else … but I sent all of it in the direction of the dog 
army truck.

My black nose twitched like crazy. It burned with 
the effort of pulling the truck down the hill. 

The truck made a screechy sound as I willed it 
to stop in front of our house. The sound hurt my 
ears. Remember that loud noises scare me?

I couldn’t believe it. The army truck was really 
here! In front of my house. RIGHT NOW. But now 
what? I needed to get the truck to destroy the 
bags. But how? I began to panic. 

Look within.

A low growl began in my tummy as I gathered 
together every bit of energy then I closed my eyes 
and let it fly from my snout!
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Destroy the bags.

Save the small humans.
 
Destroy the bags.

Save the small humans.

I heard loud crunching. 

I covered my head with my paws but peeked 
out a moment later … the bags … they were 
being chomped up by the truck! I watched in 
amazement as the paper bags got crushed into 
nothing and … just disappeared inside of it. 
Gone.

Then, as quickly as it appeared, the truck left our 
house, taking all the paper bags away with it.

I blinked hard. I stared at the spot where the 
paper bag army once lined up against me. 

I watched as Mason and Lily ran out the front 
door to get on the bus. Safely.
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I did it.

Far down the street I saw Napoleon give me 
a short nod before he hopped through a flap 
built into his front door. I have never seen a 
flap like that for a dog. I guess he never really 
disappeared all those times. Hmph.

The paper bag army had truly been defeated 
that morning. My human petted me and then 
took me to the park to chase these flying things 
called butterflies (even though they scare me a 
tiny bit).

We won.

This all brings me to my next and perhaps most 
important rule…

Crumbles Code Rule #5: 
My Snout is Everywhere, Yet Nowhere

I didn’t even need to wear a disguise.

Liiiiiiiiiiiiiiiick.
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(or is it?)(or is it?)



Crumbles Vocabulary Words (HMPH)
(You’re welcome!)

Adjacent – lying near or close to something

Strategy – a plan or series of moves for obtaining 
a goal

Oblivious – not conscious of; unaware

Comrade – a friend or companion who share’s 
an activity

Analyze – to examine in detail or look at carefully

Signal – a gesture to warn, direct or command 
something

Sinister – bad or threatening

Hypnotic – produces a trance-like state

Recycling – to reuse or adapt for new use 
without discarding (or in Crumbles’ case, for the 
composting of leaves!)



Crumbles Code Rules

Rule#1: I pee on myself. Deal with it.

Rule #2: No photos. Please.

Rule #3: I store food in my beard. Let it be.

Rule #4: Do not touch my tail. Ever.

Rule #5: My snout is everywhere, yet nowhere.

 
 

Don’t miss my next adventures in 
Book 2: Snout vs. Snowman!


