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Prologue: 
Wait, I have a brother?

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. 
Perhaps you already read about my travels and 
how I ended up adopted by my human pack. Let 
me do a quick recap:

• I used the power of my snout to defeat the evil 
paper bags in Book 1. That was a close call!

• Napoleon the bossy poodle turned out to be 
not as mysterious as I thought, but still...I don’t 
know how he lost his tail.
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• I haven’t seen Chip too much now that it’s 
getting colder outside. I kind of miss him 
counting to 12 all the time. I wonder if a lot of 
chipmunks do that and if they all hide during 
winter.

• I talk to Whisper the bunny now and again. He’s 
still a quiet dude, and I don’t really get what he 
says a lot of the time. That’s OK. I like his ears.

So….I had just begun to enjoy my freedom from 
the terrible paper bags. 

“Aaaaaaaah,” I yapped one day and closed my 
eyes. I happily licked around my snout and got 
a nice surprise when I found some crusty food 
leftover from breakfast. Yummy!

A think a few days passed. Or maybe a few weeks. 
Or maybe a few minutes. It’s hard to say.

But it started to get chilly outside. Did I already 
say that? Well, anyway, the ground felt hard and 
cold under my paws. I had a hard time peeing 
with the grass all dried up. I would sniff and sniff 
but got nothing. The wind blew my fur around, 
which felt nice. I would just stare into the wind 
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sometimes. Often, I would forget why I was even 
outside. That’s totally normal…isn’t it?!

“Crumbles,” my human would say, “Please go 
potty outside. I’m freezing!”

Well, it’s not MY fault I can’t find a good smell. 

I say HMPH.

Wait...what was I supposed to tell you? 

Oh no. This happens to me a lot. Let me just lick 
some fur into my mouth.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

Aha, now I’ve got it! The day I got a brother. 

So…I was looking out the window from my special 
couch spot, barking at everything that moved 
(you’re welcome!) when my humans drove up in 
their car thing. 

Did they bring me a yummy treat or a crunchy 
bone? I could really use a chewy treat or a crunchy 
bone. I wonder if they make a crunchy bone that’s 
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inside of a chewy treat. Oh that would be good.

Or if it could be heated up….

Hold on.

Out from the car thing came my humans and….

It can’t be. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

A dog!

Gulp. I peed a little. What is THAT doing here?

See, I sometimes play with other dogs, like my new 
friend Bagel, but I had never seen this dog before. 
It looked big, like a fat tube, and paced around like 
crazy. It is probably not good in the car like I am. 

Also, this dog had weird fur. As you know, I am 
quite fluffy, but this dog was…well, smooth. I have 
never seen a dog with such smooth silky fur. Its 
coat looked shiny. Poor thing.

I watched as this new dog peed right on Chip’s 
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tunnel on the front lawn. Oh no. Chip will not 
like that at all! I started to growl and yip at the 
window…

“Hey! Don’t pee there!” I snapped from inside.

The smooth dog couldn’t hear me. It swirled in 
circles and paced around until I was dizzy just 
watching. The door opened, and I ran over to 
claw the leg of my human just as we usually do. 
After I claw her, she always rubs my chin. Wait, do 
I even have a chin? 

Instead, this time the door opens and in comes 
this frantic creature, shuffling back and forth and 
back and forth. I tried to jump up on my human, 
but the dog knocked me to the side. 

Well, HMPH. Excuse YOU.

“Oh sorry, sorry, sorry…” he barked.

“Um, it’s OK….but….well…those are MY humans,” 
I explained.

“Yeah, yeah, mine too.”
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OK. Stay calm. Why did he just say?

Before I could ask, my humans unhooked his 
leash and off he went! The shiny dog tore around. 
Up on the couch. Under the table.  Over the back 
of the couch. Through the kitchen. Around the 
dining room table. 

BANG! The chair fell over.

Okie dokie. That was my cue to head into the coat 
closet. 

Me + Noise = Closet (or one of my other panic 
spots).

My dad human yelled, “Rodie!” and grabbed the 
dog as he tore around for another lap. He rubbed 
its head and made a “Shhhhhhhhhh” sound. The 
dog sat down FINALLY but panted like crazy. Yikes 
his teeth looked sharp. 

“Good boy, Rodie, that’s the way.”

Rodie? His name is Rodie? Really? That’s even 
worse than Crumbles!
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My humans went into the kitchen, and Rodie and 
I looked at each other. I was about to snarl (hey, 
it seemed like the right thing to do at the time) 
when I heard the clanging of food bowls. 
Yippee! Food! 

I slipped out of the closet and raced to see what 
kind of snack awaited me. To my horror, no food 
was being served at all. Instead, my humans were 
setting out a SECOND set of bowls. This is not 
a good sign. What is going on here?? When my 
other friends come over, no one puts out extra 
food bowls.

At last my human bent down beside me to explain, 
“Crumbles, we have a surprise for you.”

Me + Surprise = Pee

She smiled. “Rodie is going to be your brother! 
He’s going to live with us now. Rodie is a rescue 
dog just like you.”

Oh noooooooooo. I am supposed to be the rescue 
of the house. Me me me. Just ME. Plus I am way 
too fragile to have a brother.
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Just then Rodie raced up to me.  “Hey, Bumbles! 
I am going to live here now!” he panted. “Isn’t it 
great? Isn’t it great?”

“Um, Crumbles,” I corrected.

Rodie seemed confused. “What?” 

“My name.”

“What about it?”

“My name is CRUMBLES.”

“Dude, that’s what I said!”

Sigh. “No …”

“Yeah, yeah,” Rodie interrupted. “You’re my new 
brother BUMBLES. Isn’t it great?? I have always 
wanted a brother.” 

My snout pounded. I didn’t know what to do. A 
brother? The first thing that came to mind was to 
run. Yes, that seemed like a good plan. 

Or should I just talk to Rodie? 
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Nah. I bolted for my panic room under Mason’s 
bed. 

Rodie followed, but he was too big to squeeze 
under the bed. Ha ha. 

“Dude, what are you doing under there?”

Isn’t it obvious? 

“I am, um, hiding.” I replied. It’s just something I 
do. In fact, it should be one of my rules.

Crumbles Code Rule #6
I hide a lot. It helps.

“From what?” he asked.

Well, that was a good question. I just needed 
to be in a safe zone. Then again, I don’t need to 
explain anything to this new dog. He looked like a 
shiny sausage anyway. 

Rodie just sat there watching me. Wow, his snout 
looked giant. I have never seen a big snout like 
this up close. I wonder if it had powers?
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Just then Rodie started chewing on his foot. So 
much for the powers.

“I am just not used to another dog being here,” 
I fi nally whined. “I don’t even know what it means 
to have a brother.”

“Dude, it’s a dog that’s a friend AND family.”

I buried my snout in my paws. It all made no sense 
to me. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.
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Chapter 1
A Frozen Menace

I normally don’t like surprises AT ALL, but I made 
an exception for winter. The cold weather brought 
some awesome surprises! I jumped around the 
yard, covering myself in this frozen white fluff 
called snow. I sat in it. I shoved my snout in it. I 
dug. What fun! 

I had never seen this snow stuff before and 
couldn’t get enough. I even rolled on my back until 
my fur hung off me in cold wet chunks. Sounds 
great, right?

One day near the end of winter (I think), Rodie 
took off after something in the back yard. I did 
the same thing but he was faster (and I had no 
idea what he could possibly be chasing). I stopped 
halfway back and panted. 

Pant. Pant. So. Tired.
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Just then I heard a tiny sound. 

CRACK!

Hmmmmm. It came from the side yard, and 
sounded like when I first bite into a crunchy bone. 
Oh, a crunchy bone would be so nice right now. I 
wonder if I could somehow get it warmed up. A 
crunchy warm bone would be amazing.

Me + Warm Crunchy Bone = Happy

I was about to tell Rodie about my warm bone 
idea when I heard the sound again and looked 
towards it this time.

I froze. I peed. My pee froze. 

Somewhere behind me Rodie paced around, but I 
couldn’t move. My eyes were fixed on something 
I had never seen before. 

Something terrible. 

It appeared out of nowhere…a human made out 
of snow. Gulp.
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Did you hear me? A snow human! And the small 
humans from my pack were just playing in that 
very spot. What if this snow thing ate them up? 
Or turned them into frozen humans too?! Oh this 
is bad, very bad.

“Hey!” Rodie barked, and I jumped straight up in 
the air. 

He smiled, “Dude, sorry if I scared you. You know, 
you could act more like a dog.”

More like a dog? I am just like a dog. Aren’t I?

“What do you mean? I am a dog!” I barked.

“Dude, I know, but dogs don’t, like, jump straight 
up in the air when they are scared or pee on 
themselves. And they eat anything given to them 
by humans. Always eat the table food. And dogs 
chase after those round things called balls.” 

Really? Is that what I was supposed to be doing 
when my humans threw the ball and said, “Fetch”? 
Hmmmmm.

I thought about what Rodie said when I heard it 
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again, louder this time, coming from the direction 
of the snow person.

“Craaaaack.”

I jumped again. Rodie rolled his eyes. NOT funny.

“Dude, what are you looking at?” he said. 

Really? Could he not see the obvious threat of 
that frozen creature?! This dog had a lot to learn. 

“Point your snout over there, towards that snow 
person thing,” I growled.

“Bumbles, point my what at what?”

“Right there, on the side of the yard where 
the small humans were just playing. And it’s 
CRUMBLES.”

“Dude, that’s what I said.”

“Nuh Uh.”

“What?”
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“What?”

“Hush up you fools!” came a voice from behind. 

Eeeeeeek. I slammed into Rodie but bounced 
right off. His body felt like an eraser. This startled 
me and, well, this brings me to another one of my 
Crumbles Code Rules.

Crumbles Code Rule #7
Do not startle me. I pee.

It was Napoleon!

I looked down at the yellow spot on the snow. 
Oops. Then I looked back at Rodie. He wasn’t 
smiling anymore. The fur on his back was standing 
up as he stared at the curly critter. Oooh, that’s 
cool. I wonder how Rodie gets his fur to do it. All 
his little shiny little hairs looked like a pointy stripe 
down his back. What a neat trick! I wonder if that 
could be some kind of super power. Hmph. It was 
bad enough I had a brother. What if he has a great 
super power too. What if…

“Hey!” Napoleon snapped. “Who is this big 
creature?” 
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Rodie didn’t seem happy. I heard a rumble in his 
belly. I guess I should introduce them to each 
other.

“Um, hi Napoleon. Maybe you could just say hello 
or something next time.”

Napoleon just stared at me, irritated.

“Um, this is Rodie. He’s my … he lives with us 
now.” 

I stopped for a minute. “Rodie, this is Napoleon. 
He’s a dog who lives down the street.”

“This is a dog?” Rodie said, tilting his head to one 
side. “Not a snack?”

“I resent that!” Napoleon said.

Rodie laughed a little. “Dude, he’s so tiny! And 
what happened to his tail? It’s missing.”

Napoleon nipped at Rodie’s snout. “Do not 
speak of it!” barked Napoleon, which made 
Rodie back up.
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“Dude, “ he whispered to me. “What’s with the 
snack dog and his tail?”

“Just don’t talk about the tail, OK?”

“And I am not a snack!” Napoleon interrupted. “I 
am a fearless leader.”

“Oh, Bumbles, he’s funny! I like this little dude,” 
Rodie said as the hair on his back flattened out. 

“Bumbles?” Napoleon asked, looking at me.

I put my paw over my snout. “Don’t ask.”

Craaaaaaack!

There it was again! All three of us heard it this 
time and turned toward the evil snow creature 
together.

“Oooooh,” Rodie barked. “Now I see what you 
were looking at!”

“Shhhhhhhh!” Napoleon and I said at the same 
time.
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There we stood, the three of us, staring at this 
snow human. It looked so scary with giant 
arms thin as sticks, a pointy orange nose and … 
what was up with his eyes? They were as red as 
strawberries!

“Dude, how long are we going to stand here?” 
Rodie asked.

“Hush up you fool!” Napoleon snapped again.

“Do you see what I mean about it being evil?” I 
asked nervously. “It’s going to turn all of us into 
frozen snow people. I just know it.”

“Interesting,” Napoleon said. “I think you may be 
right about this creature. Tell me what you know 
so far…”

Liiiiiiiiiiiiiiick. 

I told them about how it appeared out of thin 
air right after the small humans were playing in 
the snow. They were right there. I shivered at 
the thought. What if all the white fluff was just 
pretending to be regular snow and was really 
waiting for the small humans to come back out 
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so it could turn into an evil snowman thing and 
change my small humans into snow humans too?! 

“Get a hold of yourself!” Napoleon ordered, 
looking down at the new yellow snow underneath 
me. Ooops again.

“But they will get our humans!” I barked louder 
than I meant. 

“Just calm down!” ordered Napoleon. “There is 
only one way to know for sure.”

Gulp. I was afraid to ask. 

“Dude,” blurted Rodie. “What do we do?”

Oh great. Now there was no avoiding Napoleon’s 
certain plan. I started to whine. 

Napoleon shifted his beady eyes from left to right, 
then spoke slowly.

“We need to wait and see if more snow humans 
appear. This way, we will know if they really are 
out to create a snow army by turning our humans 
into snow people. Get it?”
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Silence. Napoleon had a pleased look on his face. 

Um, bad plan. That means innocent humans may 
be turned into snowmen. How horrible. I must 
tell them it’s NOT a good idea. Oh no, not good 
at all. It’s…

“Dude, that sounds great!” Rodie said.

“It is settled then,” declared Napoleon. “We shall 
meet back here tomorrow.”

“Wait, wait, wait!” I whined, but they ignored me.

“Be careful,” warned Napoleon before he turned 
his beady eyes away and disappeared into the 
white of the snow.

My snout started to tingle a little. That’s not a 
good sign. It means danger.
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Chapter 2
Dog Lessons

I moped around for the rest of the day, growling 
under my breath and barking like crazy whenever 
one of my humans wanted to go outside. 

“What’s wrong with Crumbles,” Lily asked.

“Huh?” said Mason taking off his headphones.

“It’s Crumbles, he’s all growly. Do you think he’s 
constipated?”

Mason laughed, “Maybe, I guess. How’s his 
snout?”

“Kind of twitchy.”

“Wow, you’re right. Look at it, it’s moving…”

Then they took turns holding my snout. I normally 
don’t mind being “snouted,” but I did not 
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appreciate my small humans doing it at a time 
like this, when an evil snow army could be lurking 
outside! 

It’s not may fault that my snout acts weird when 
something bad is about to happen.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

All of a sudden Rodie ran past us and bumped me 
sideways into the wall. Thud!

“Hey!” I snapped. “Watch where you are going.”

“Oh sorry, sorry, Bumbles, but people are coming 
to the door…”

“Snow people??” I asked with horror.

“Dude, no, regular people, and it looks like they 
have a dog with them!”

Oh great, what now?

Sure enough, a group of humans came through 
the door and from behind them darted in a slim 
dog with curly dark hair. It looked like Merlin but 
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10 times bigger and the color of nighttime. Nice 
snout though. I got a nice close look at it when 
this dog stuck it waaaaay too close to my face 
right away.

“Play with me!” he ordered. “I’m Bagel and I’m 
here to play! 

I jumped back. I guess this dog does not have a 
confidence issue. 

I took a few steps back. “Um, hi.”

“Play with me! Play with me!” the dog barked 
again and started to nip at my ears. I pulled away 
a little but this only made Bagel’s eyes get really 
wide and happy as he yanked on them more. 

HMPH. He thinks it’s a game. NOT OK.

Pull. Pull. Pull.

OK, this is a good time to get to my next rule:

Crumbles Code Rule #8
Do not pull on my ears. It’s rude.
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Clearly Bagel did not know this rule. I prepared to 
tell him that it’s not polite to bite another dog’s 
ears when Rodie bounded up to us.

“Fun!” he barked, looking at us.

Fun?? Is Rodie insane? If he’s really my brother 
shouldn’t he be helping or something? I mean, 
my nice highlighted ears are getting covered in 
Bagel slobber. Yuck.

“I’ll play with you!” Rodie barked then he chomped 
on my other ear. 

Bagel pulled me left. 

Rodie pulled me right. 

My humans were actually laughing at this display 
of abuse!

HMPH. 

“Get off!” I whimpered, twisting free of them both.

“Dude, be a dog,” Rodie instructed. “This is how 
dogs play.”
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“Yeah yeah,” Bagel agreed with a wagging tail.

I looked at both of them. Tails wagging. Tongues 
hanging out. Poor things. They have no idea that 
just outside a frozen terror awaits. We were 
supposed to be watching if more snow humans 
show up, then meeting up with Napoleon 
tomorrow.

There’s nothing that could possibly distract me 
from my snowman mission. 

Nothing.

Then I heard it. A crinkle from the kitchen. Treats! 
Yippee! I darted towards the sound. Could it 
finally be the warm crunchy bone I dreamed of 
for so long? 

I slipped a little on the hard floor and just as I got 
my paws on the ground again, Rodie passed by, 
knocked me sideways and got to the kitchen first.

Not funny. 

Then Bagel tore past me and gave my ear a little 
pull on the way. 
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HMPH. Could this day get any weirder?

I squirmed my way in front of them both in the 
kitchen and got first pick of the treats (so there!). 
Not a warm bone but still yummy. Rodie picked 
next, then my human held a treat out to Bagel, but 
he just looked at it. Then he did the unthinkable. 

He walked away.

Rodie and I looked at each other. I guess that 
answers my question about whether or not the 
day could get any weirder.

“Um, what’s he doing?” I growled under my 
breath. 

“Dude. I have no idea. And I thought you needed 
to learn stuff.”

I resent that statement. Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

As if she could read our thoughts (gulp, can 
humans do that?), Bagel’s human explained, “Oh, 
Bagel has this weird habit of not eating anything 
unless it’s hidden somewhere or stuck into 
something.”
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I couldn’t listen anymore. It’s just not right for a dog 
to walk away from a treat. A treat. I remembered 
what once Rodie told me: Always take the food. 
Always. 

We both followed Bagel under the dining room 
table. Rodie shoved his way ahead of me, and I 
wondered if he would be doing that to me forever. 
How annoying.

“Dude, what’s up?” Rodie asked Bagel.

“What do you mean?” Bagel panted. 

“Um, you didn’t eat the treat.” I explained. Duh.

“Yeah I know. I like to hunt for my food. It’s way 
better.”

“Dude, what are you talking about?” Rodie 
blurted. 

“Well,” said Bagel, “at home my human hides my 
kibble – that’s my food, all over and I find all the 
pieces. It’s the best way to eat.”

I thought Rodie should ask another question, or 
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maybe a few questions. After all, that made NO 
sense. Digging and hunting for food? But Bagel’s 
human came out just then holding a few pieces 
of treats. I watched as she tucked them away in a 
few places in the room, under and behind things. 
Bagel perked up and followed her with his eyes.

“Find the kibble!” she yelled and Bagel darted 
from place to place. He pawed and dug out every 
last piece of hidden food.

Rodie and I just watched. I was not sure if I was 
upset or impressed with this odd habit. When 
Bagel had eaten all the bits of food, he came over 
licking his mouth. 

“See?” he exclaimed. “Much better.”

I didn’t know how to respond so I started chasing 
my tail. I almost had it when Rodie interrupted. 

“That’s it! I have seen enough.”

Bagel and I just stared at him, heads tilted to the 
side. 

Huh?
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“You both need dog lessons.” Rodie stated.

“Dog lessons?!” Bagel and I yelped at the same 
time. 

I resent that he thought I needed help being a dog! 
I happen to be a very normal dog who is just scared 
of lots of things and pees a lot. So? I am sure lots of 
dogs are scared of the same things as me:

Paper bags, snowmen, backpacks, boxes, laundry 
piles, cabinet doors, big things, loud noises, tall 
people, trucks, bicycles, the fireplace, etc…

“Dudes, listen up.” Rodie interrupted. “Here are 
the rules for being a dog…”

Wait just a minute. Only I have rules. ME. Now 
Rodie has rules too??? Oh no no no. I am the 
rescue of the house. ME. I am the dog that has 
special dog rules. ME.

Major HMPH.

“Oh wait wait wait,” Bagel barked suddenly. “Is 
this like a game?”



3736

“Yes, indeed,” Rodie nodded.

“Oh, let’s play! Let’s play!”

I hung my snout in defeat.

“FINE,” I agreed.

“OK…being a dog is not that hard. It’s really just 
a few main things: eating, barking, and chasing.”

Rodie paced a little. He leapt on the couch, back 
down (leaving a big scratch), then back up before 
he sat down and looked down at us. 

Sigh. Is it nap time yet? I could use a nap. Maybe 
a nap in the front closet. Oh, that sounds good. 
A nap in the cool quiet of my favorite spot. A nap 
and a warm bone. Or maybe…
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“Now,” Rodie woofed, “Listen up….here are my 
simple rules for being a dog.”

Rodie’s Rules for Being a Dog

“1) EATING

Eat it. Eat all food possible at all times. Eat food 
in your bowl. Eat food from someone else’s bowl. 
Eat food that falls to the ground. Eat anything that 
your human gives you. ANYTHING. Eat ALL treats. 
Eat all things that could be treats. Eat anything that 
comes from the table. Eat first and ask questions 
later. Understand?

2) BARKING

Bark at stuff. Look out the window and bark at 
any human, big or small, who passes the house. 
Bark at humans even if they don’t pass our house. 
Bark at all dogs. Bark if you hear a dog barking 
somewhere in the distance. Bark at all sounds. If 
you’re not sure where a sound is coming from, 
just bark. If anyone comes to the door, anyone, 
even if you know the person, bark a lot. Make sure 
to keep barking until the human comes inside. 
They may start yelling, but that’s just their way 
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of joining in the barking! It means we are doing a 
good job. And very, very important… If you hear 
me bark, you must start barking right away, even 
if you are not sure why. If I bark, you bark. If you 
bark, I bark. Bark first and ask questions later. 
Understand?

3) CHASING

Chase things. If you see anything moving, then 
chase it. If you see a little animal outside, chase it. 
If you hear a sound outside, chase it. Don’t forget 
to bark too. If a human throws something, like a 
slipper or stuffed thing or a ball, you must chase 
it. Chasing a ball is a very important part of being 
a dog. If you see anything move, even if it’s just a 
leaf, chase it. Even if your human is just walking 
around, make sure to follow close behind. If you 
are always right there, then you also make sure 
not to miss a chance of getting dropped food. 
Chase first and ask questions later. Understand?”

Rodie let out a long squealing yawn that hurt my ears.

“Any questions?” he asked.

“Yah, yah, yah, I have one! Then I want to play!” 
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Bagel announced. “What about the guy that 
brings the papers to the door every day? Do we 
still bark at him even though we see him every 
day and our humans seem to like getting those 
paper things?”

Well, even I have to admit that seemed like a good 
questions. Why do we hate that guy so much? 
In my defense, I already do bark at that paper-
carrying human. So there. 

“Good question!” Rodie woofed with delight. He 
paced a little bit on the couch, made that squeal 
yawn then answered, “That guy brings this stuff 
called mail. Even though he visits the house every 
day, it is very important that you bark at him every 
time. The mail human comes to the house and 
we bark. Then he leaves again. But if we stopped 
barking then he would never leave. Because we 
bark, he drops the papers for the humans and 
leaves. See? Humans don’t understand the big 
role we play in getting their mail stuff each day.”

I had a few questions, like, what is mail, but my 
snout felt weird, and I saw the sky getting dark. 
The snowman was out there, acting innocent. I 
could feel his evil red eyes staring at the house. 
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Gulp.

So, instead of asking anything I quickly barked, 
“I’m good. Thanks for the tips. I am going to the 
closet now. Why don’t you fill in Bagel on the 
snow people while I am napping?”

I turned away quickly and dashed into the cool 
comfort of the closet. 

Aaaaaaaaah.
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Chapter 3
We Will Save You (or not)

After a nice long nap, (or maybe a short one, it’s 
hard to tell) I woke up to find my snout tingling. 
I stretched and licked some fur into my mouth. 
That’s my favorite habit by the way. I have very 
long hair on top of my mouth, so I, well, lick it into 
my mouth. It’s soothing.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick. That’s better. 

Where is everyone? I heard nothing.

Oh no. What if something happened to my 
humans?

I raced to the main room of the house. 

No one. 

I ran to the kitchen.
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Nothing.

I dashed into Lily’s room (you know, the smallest 
human in my pack), since I heard sound coming 
from there, but she wasn’t in there. The big square 
screen thing on her desk seemed to be on and 
voices were coming from it. I never understood 
how they got people tiny enough to fit in that 
glowing box. Oh well. 

Next I tried Mason’s room (you know, the small 
boy human in my pack). He wasn’t in there! Only 
Whisper and Acorn, the two bunnies that give 
me advice sometimes. Well, Whisper talks too 
low for anyone to hear (except Acorn), but he’s 
smart, even though he says things I don’t really 
get. Whisper snored loudly, which I heard just 
fine. How could he sleep at a time like this?! 

HMPH.

Should I try the bedroom at the other side of the 
house? The…teenager’s room? 

Gulp. Have I told you that I am scared of teenagers 
too?
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I may not have mentioned Kate before, but she 
is the oldest small human in my pack. She joined 
us when my boy and girl got a new father. She is 
what the humans call a teenager. It seems like I 
may not be the only one who finds them so scary. 
On the other hand, even if she is taller than the 
other small humans, she doesn’t talk too loudly, 
which is awesome for me. 

But Kate does seem to have a weird device growing 
out of her hand. It’s a rectangle with a glowing 
face, and she taps on it all the time. Her eyes 
seem glued to it. Poor thing. I wonder if there is 
a way to have that annoying thing removed from 
her body. 

I took a deep breath and nudged her door open. 
I made my way through piles of clothing on the 
floor and sniffed everywhere. 

Not there. 

My tummy felt funny all of a sudden and my snout 
twitched like crazy. This is NOT good. Not good at 
all. Why are ALL my humans gone?

Don’t panic. Don’t panic. 
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Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

Suddenly my snout started leading me 
somewhere. I could feel it pulling me. Or maybe 
I was using this thing the humans call instinct. 
Either way, I found myself walking through the 
house until I got to the back door. I looked up at 
the doorknob. 

The back door! Of course! I shall go outside and 
find my humans. You know, sometimes I have the 
best ideas. Way better than Rodie and his “being 
a dog” stuff. 

Full of confidence, I pushed the door with my 
snout. Nothing happened. I jumped up and 
clawed at the metal with my paws, but the door 
did not move. 

Well, HMPH. 

I started to howl at the door but still could not get 
it open. 

Out of nowhere I heard, “Bumbles!” and Rodie 
appeared next to me. 
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“Don’t startle me!” I snapped. 

“Oh, sorry bro, it’s just that I saw you here having 
trouble.”

“I am not having trouble and don’t call me bro! 
OK, FINE, I need to get this door open so I can find 
my humans! Where have you been anyway?”

“Oh, I was outside. I was showing the snow 
humans to Bagel before he left. He wants to help 
us with our plan to defeat them.”

Wait. Wait. Wait.

“You were….?” I asked.

“Outside!” Rodie barked.

“The small humans were…?” I asked.

“Outside!” Rodie barked.

Oh no. 

“You left my humans with the evil snowman?!”
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“Our humans. And I didn’t mean to, I showed 
Bagel the snow humans then started chasing balls 
made of snow, then…”

“Wait!” I interrupted, “Did you say snow humans? 
As in…more than one??”

“Yeah dude, it looked like three of them were out 
there.”

My snout tingled like crazy. Now we knew. The 
snowmen were indeed turning humans into their 
frozen army.

“We have to do something!” I howled and started 
to make my signature sound – it’s that’s part bark, 
part howl, and part screech. It makes humans 
cover their ears.

“Dude, calm down, dogs aren’t supposed to make 
that noise. Maybe we should try to find Napoleon. 
You know, the snack dog?”

“I don’t care what dogs are supposed to do! And 
there’s no time for Napoleon. We need to save 
our humans NOW.”
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But, how? 

I joined Rodie pacing back and forth across the 
living room. Across the rug, up on the couch, 
across the back of the couch then take a nap. I had 
to admit, there was something soothing about it. 
Back and forth. Back and forth. I started to feel 
sleepy. Maybe a nap…

“Bumbles!” Rodie barked in my ear. Clearly, this 
dog has no sense of personal space at ALL. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick. Oh yeah, what should we do.

Like a lightening bolt to the snout, it hit me. 

A sneak attack!

I shared my idea with Rodie right away. “Let’s 
sneak up on the snow people and destroy them 
so our humans can get away.”

Yet another good idea on my part! I am on some 
kind of streak today. A true genius. First the idea 
of a warmed up treat, then going outside to the 
humans, and now this sneak attack.



4948

Rodie still paced around like crazy, while I thought 
about my greatness. He leapt onto the chair, 
down from the chair, back up onto the chair, then 
he stood at the edge of the cushion panting. Oh 
yuck! I could smell his breath floating down on me. 

“Dude, what are we waiting for?!” 

Hmmmm. Good question. What were we waiting 
for? Oh no. I couldn’t remember now. I did know 
that we were standing here at the back door for a 
reason. Now what was it…?

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

Oh yeah! We need to get this door open somehow. 
I opened my snout to remind Rodie when I noticed 
his paws sliding off the chair…

Uh oh.

“Look out!” I yelped a moment too late.

He slipped off the chair. BOOM!

Rodie bounced on the floor like a ball, scrambled 
back up again then tripped on my tail. Yeeeouch!



4948

Not OK! 

We both fell against the door. 

Click. 

The door. It opened! I couldn’t believe my cute 
highlighted ears. I raised my orange eyebrows in 
surprise. I started to slip through the door, but, of 
course, Rodie had to shove past me and push me 
sideways. I hit the side of the door.

HMPH.

We both made it out and walked lightly on our 
paws over the chilly snow. I shivered. It seemed 
much darker and colder than I expected. Maybe 
this was a bad idea. Shadows freak me out at 
night. 

But then I heard it – the voices and laughing of 
my humans coming from somewhere close. They 
hadn’t been frozen yet and turned into part of the 
evil snow human army. Whew. Maybe this would 
be our lucky night. 

Rodie nudged me along towards the voices, but 
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sooooo many scary shapes and shadows jumped 
from everywhere. 

I suddenly stopped and growled from my belly. 
“It’s a ghost!” I wailed. 

“Dude, that’s a chair,” Rodie whispered. 

“But look there!” I cried.

“That’s a sled,” Rodie chuckled.

Not funny.

“Hush up, you fools!” came a voice from under the 
snow. It sounded just like Napoleon but weirder, 
like a sound from a tunnel or under a blanket.

Huh? 

I looked behind me as Napoleon’s head popped 
out of a mound of snow. 

Yorp! That scared me. Do you remember my rule 
about being startled?? Don’t startle me. I pee.

Snow dropped off Napoleon’s face as he rose up.
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“Good camouflage, right?” he asked.

“Good camel…what?” I asked.

“Camouflage!” snapped Napoleon. “It’s when you 
disguise yourself in your environment.”

“Your environ…what?” I asked, still confused.

“Oh never mind! We don’t have time for this!”

Rodie made a really loud squeal yawn. Really? 
Again?

“Shhhhhhh!” I begged. “This is supposed to be a 
sneak attack, as in, they DON’T see us coming.”

“Sneak attack…” growled Napoleon slowly. “Yes…
good idea indeed…”

The three of us lowered our bellies to the ground 
and crept forward against the cold hard ground.

So far, so good.

The cool breeze felt good in my snout fur. As you 
know, I like to carry leftover food around in my 
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beard. It’s good for late night snacking. Now it 
tasted like popsicles on my face.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

We moved forward a bit more. I looked to 
Napoleon, beady-eyed and looking straight 
ahead. I looked to Rodie, who panted wildly but 
managed to be quiet for once. We were almost 
there – almost close enough to the snowmen to 
end this threat for good. 

Suddenly Rodie got very still. Up went the hair 
on his back – rising up in a line. His eyebrows 
pressed together as the growl started in his belly.

“Did a snow creatures see us?” I whispered in 
fear.

“No,” he growled. “I think I see a squirrel.” 

Uh oh. I remembered Rodie’s rules in barking and 
chasing stuff. Should I bother telling Napoleon? 
Nah…

“Hush up!”  Napoleon ordered Rodie. “You will 
ruin our camouflage. ”
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In that same moment, Rodie tore off across the 
yard barking and leaping. Snow flew everywhere. 
He lunged right past the snowman army, in full 
view of everyone. I couldn’t believe it. This giant 
sausage dog bounded across the yard until he got 
to the squirrel spot. The squirrel had vanished, 
of course, so Rodie just barked and pawed the 
ground before he looked up at me.

“What’s up, Bumbles?”

Sigh. 

My humans chased after Rodie. The snowmen 
must have noticed the commotion for sure. Rodie 
brushed his butt against the smaller snowman 
and swatted it with his tail. To my horror, the 
small snowman leaned right towards me! It was a 
warning. The snow creatures knew that we knew 
about their plan to turn our humans into their 
snowman army. Their snow army had already 
grown overnight from one to three. After they 
freeze MY humans there will be …. there will be… 
I was never good at math but you know what I 
mean. The snowmen were taking over, and my 
humans were still in very grave  danger. 
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I tried to gather some power from my snout but 
felt nothing at all. It felt, well, frozen.

Napoleon shook his head in disgust and walked 
backwards away from the whole mess. 

“You fools!” he barked. “Good luck defeating 
anything with that dog around!” he snarled 
towards Rodie and disappeared into the snow.

I hung my head in defeat as the humans brought 
us back inside. I felt cold and sore all over.

So much for a sneak attack. 

HMPH.
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Chapter 4
Snout in Crisis

 “Sorry, dude,” Rodie whispered after we got back 
inside. “Maybe Bagel can help when he comes 
back to visit tomorrow…”

HMPH. 

I ignored him as my human rubbed my head 
around with a towel. My snout stung as it thawed 
out. I shoved my head against my human and 
started to whine a little. She scratched my ears. 
Oh, that felt good. I pushed my head in farther to 
get a good deep scratch. 

Aaaaaaaah. 

For a moment, I forgot about everything that 
happened. My fur felt warm again, and I couldn’t 
help but yawn. At least everyone was inside for 
the night. I heard the sound of water. Could it 
be…?
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I wandered into the bathroom (that’s where 
humans pee inside for some reason) and saw a 
bathtub filling with water and white foam floating 
on top. 

Yippee! I was right. A bath!

Though I hate my own bath time, I love when my 
humans take baths. I am not sure why they like it 
so much. Being groomed is NOT one of my favorite 
activities. Sure, the groomer talks to me, cuddles 
me, and doesn’t seem to mind too much when I 
pee all over the table, but I still resent the whole 
process. After I am all clean, I need to go through 
the whole process of collecting food in my beard 
again. It’s very hard being me sometimes.

But human bath time, that’s different. It’s one of 
my favorite drinks! 

Before my human could stop me, I ran towards 
the bathroom. 

Suddenly I stopped. My heart raced. I stood face 
to face with a different surprise enemy sitting right 
in the hallway: a backpack. That’s right, those 
things that small humans carry with all their stuff 
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stuffed inside. Well, I don’t trust them – all those 
crinkles and that awful scary zipper thing. 

I shuddered and began to growl. I took a step 
closer and barked right at it. When that didn’t 
work I just started barking like crazy. 

Help!

Sure enough the mom human came over and put 
her hand on my head.

“Crumbles, that’s just Mason’s backpack.”

Whatever. 

She grabbed it by a circle thing at the top and 
started walking towards the door.

Perfect. Bath, here I come.

I trotted the last few steps to the bathroom door 
and nosed it open. I scooted right up to the edge 
of the tub then stuck my snout right in.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. It tasted soooooo good.
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“Crumbles!” Lily shouted from the doorway. 
“That’s bath water … and bubbles. Yuck!” 

I looked up, warm delicious water dripping from 
my face and those bubble things stuck on my 
nose. Drinking water like this reminds me of 
when I drank out of puddles before I got rescued. 
Humans will never understand what they are 
missing. Poor things.

This brings me to another rule about myself:

Crumbles Code Rule #9
I drink warm bath water. Don’t judge.

I grabbed a few more yummy licks then ran out of 
the bathroom before anyone else noticed.

I had to think. But I also had to sleep. Drinking 
warm bath water makes me sleepy. I leapt up 
onto my humans’ bed, rubbed my wet snout all 
over the covers, and tried to get comfortable. 
Rodie snored beside me. He took up all the good 
space! Figures. 

I turned this way and that way. I put my head on 
a pile of bunched up blankets then hung it off 
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the side of the bed. I flipped onto my side then 
back to my tummy. I rubbed my snout around the 
covers a little more, which made me sneeze. 

Nothing worked. 

I jumped off the bed and curled into my dog bed 
on the floor. Maybe the smells in there would 
help. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 

Nope, still awake.

Sigh. 

In desperation, I headed to my panic room under 
Mason’s bed. As I squished myself into the dark 
spot between the bed and the rug I felt better. 
Mason looked at me and smiled, then turned back 
to his big folding screen thing. He had on these 
things called “ear phones” which he somehow 
uses to both talk into and listen. I don’t get it. I 
would never put something like that over my 
lovely highlighted ears.

I rested my snout on my front paws and thought 
about the snow humans, how their army grew and 
what to do next. It hurt my brain to think so hard. 
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Have I mentioned that I am a fragile creature?

Out of the side of my eye I saw quick motion and 
heard scraping sounds. It came from the square 
metal things where the bunnies lived. Come to 
think of it, I haven’t seen those guys in a while – 
Whisper, the giant elder rabbit that spoke too low 
to hear (except when he’s snoring) and Acorn, his 
translator. Strange creatures, but I like them.

Acorn suddenly spoke, “We have not seen you 
either.”

Yikes. How did he hear me? I wonder if they 
learned the mind reading thing from Bagel’s 
human?? That would be terrible. Then I remem-
bered (which is hard for me sometimes) that the 
bunnies just know stuff. Acorn explained that to me 
last week, or maybe last month, or…I don’t know. 
But Whisper knows weird things, says weird things, 
and no one can hear him except Acorn. What if I 
was the only one who could hear Rodie? He he.

I lifted my head and slipped closer. “Um, hi”

“We heard all the commotion last night.” He 
stated. “Are you alright?”
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Um, what’s commotion?

“Well yes, but no…” I blurted out. “There are 
these evil snow people…they are right outside…
first there was one, now there’s more, they are 
turning humans into frozen humans! And we 
tried to sneak up on them and destroy them, but 
Rodie had to freak out over a squirrel and now 
they know that we know… that they know that 
we know…” 

Wait, what was I saying? Now I got myself 
confused. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

“Slow down, little dog, say what you mean,” Acorn 
replied calmly.

That’s what I was doing! HMPH.

I decided to try again. I shook my ears around and 
took a deep breath.

“I must defeat the snow army and save my humans 
from being frozen too.”
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“Ah,” replied Acorn. “An admirable cause.”

Um, what is admirable? These big words are 
making my head hurt.

Some time passed. I am not sure how much, but 
it seemed like a lot. Are they going to say anything 
else?

“Yes,” replied Acorn. Wait, did I ask that out loud?

Whisper leaned in, close to Acorn’s ear. Acorn 
listened, nodded then loped over to me.

“Well,” I barked, “what did he say? Does he know 
how to get rid of the evil snowmen?”

“No.”

“No?” I repeated

“That’s right. But you do.”

“I don’t!”

“Trust your snout.”
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Sigh. Here we go again. If I knew what to do then 
I wouldn’t be in my secret panic room. There 
wouldn’t be a snow army waiting outside to 
freeze my humans. 

HMPH. 

How am I supposed to trust my snout when I have 
a giant pacing sausage dog living with me who 
just ruined our sneak attack by “being a dog.” 

Whisper hopped right to the edge of the cage and 
stared at me. I blinked and tried not to pee. 

“Whisper wants you to know something 
important.”

“Um, what is it?”

“It does not matter how we hopped in the past. 
What matters is how we hop now.”

Huh?
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Chapter 5
Snow Day Showdown

I woke up in the morning with a big yawn then 
licked my snout fur, which had crusted up nicely 
from last night’s dinner plus the dried bath water. 
This may be a good day after all. Nice and quiet. 
The small humans had their school thing so 
nothing to worry about all day.

As I trotted into the living room I heard voices.

Yelling voices. 

Not good.

Lily and Mason held hands and jumped up and 
down together in circles. Kate announced she was 
going back to bed and walked towards her room.

Um, I don’t get it. Have I mentioned that I don’t 
like change? Why is everyone home?



6766

I listened closely. The small humans were 
chanting something over and over...

“Snow day!”

“Snow day!”

Gulp. This can’t be good. 

I leapt up to the back of the couch and looked 
outside the front window. Sure enough snow 
covered everything. Every leaf. The top of the car 
thing.  Even Chip’s entrance to his underground 
castle! 

I wonder what Chip is doing down there anyway. 
He said he was “hibernating,” whatever that 
means, and would see me when the weather got 
warm again. I pictured all the tunnels and rooms 
of his underground maze. It must be fun to be 
a chipmunk, even if you’re obsessed with the 
number 12 like Chip. Then again, what if a tunnel 
caves in…

I glanced behind me to see the small humans 
pulling on their puffy clothes for going outside in 
the cold. 
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Yikes! I wasn’t paying attention.

In a matter of moments they were tugging on the 
smooth tubes that go over their human paws. 

Not good.

I told myself to stay calm. I needed backup. 
Where’s Rodie? Isn’t Bagel coming over today? 
There’s no way I can spot Napoleon in all this 
snow that’s the same color as his fur. 

I ran around chasing my tail for a few seconds, or 
minutes, hard to tell. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick.

OK, that’s better. Let me at least find my br…I 
mean, Rodie. I could sniff out his smooth fur 
anywhere. Sure enough, my snout led me right to 
him, still sound asleep like a shiny lump on the 
human bed. 

Maybe I should trust my snout? 

“Um, Rodie,” I whispered while I placed my paw 
gently on his leg.
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Nothing.

“Rooooodie….” I whined and pushed on his leg a 
little. 

Nothing.

“Rodie!” I barked loudly. “Get up NOW!”

That did the trick. Quick as a flash his eyes opened 
and his legs scrambled everywhere. As he came 
crashing off the edge of the bed, I leapt to one 
side. No more slamming into me!

“What is it Bumbles? Is it breakfast? Is Bagel here? 
Is there food somewhere?” Rodie began to pace 
frantically.

“No,” I growled. “Just follow me.”

Off we trotted through the hallway, past the 
kitchen (did I smell something delicious baking?), 
under the dining room table, and finally, to the 
back door. 

“Now look outside.” 
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Rodie and I watched as the small humans made 
their way through the snow. They looked even 
smaller all of a sudden. 

They made balls of snow and threw them at each 
other, which made Rodie whine. You know his 
rule about chasing stuff. 

“Stop looking at the snowballs and look at the 
snow people!” I said. 

There they stood - now five snow people – one 
big, two medium and two small. They must have 
turned more people into snow overnight. Even 
their orange noses looked evil. Their eyes and 
buttons looked suspiciously like our food.

Fortunately, some round plastic things distracted 
the humans. For some odd reason they throw 
themselves on these things and slide really fast 
down hills. There is NO WAY I would ever do it, 
just so you know. 

“Dude!” Rodie woofed. 

“You scared me!”
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“Well, you were just staring.”

“I was thinking.” Sort of. 

“Look at that big snow human, on the end.” I said. 
“I’ll bet he’s the leader.” 

“Yeah maybe. Should I start barking?”

“No!”

“Dude, then what do we do?”

HMPH. Good question. 

“Let me think. Let me think.”

I closed my eyes so I could concentrate. I tried not 
to let my mind drift to thoughts of warm treats, 
super powers I could have, and good places to nap. 
As we stood there, I felt something. Something 
happened to my snout. It felt oddly warm. Tingly 
too. 

I opened my eyes to see sunlight coming through 
the door and right onto my nose!  
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How cool. Well, warm actually, but cool!

“Dude why are you all cross-eyed?” Rodie asked.

“Look how my snout is glowing!”

Rodie pushed his eyes together in confusion. 

“So what?”

Rodie just doesn’t get it sometimes. Suddenly it 
hit me. 

Trust your snout.

“Come on, let’s go!” I ordered. “It’s time.”

“Time for what, bro?”

“Time to save my humans. The sun on my snout. 
It’s a sign. And don’t call me bro!”

“OUR humans, dude, and sorry.”

Sigh.

“Our humans. Fine. But it’s time. Let’s go.”
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Before I could even think, I jumped up on the door 
and pressed my snout against the metal part. 

Click!

Yippee! If I knew how to smile I would have done 
it big time.

“Dude. You weren’t kidding about your snout. 
Amazing!”

I felt great. Following my snout. Nothing can stop 
me now. Just then Rodie pushed his way next to 
me and shoved me sideways so he could get out 
first.

HMPH.

We collided and landed together in the snow.

Poomf! 

Rodie and I shook the snow off then looked 
towards our small humans, who slid down the 
little hill in the yard, unaware of the danger of 
being so close to the snowman army. My legs 
started to shake a little.
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“Come on,” Rodie urged and walked in front of 
me. 

Oh, now this was convenient. Rodie tromped 
down the snow since he had to go in front of me. 
Now I had my very own path. Maybe that sausage 
isn’t all that bad. 

The snow had piled so high that our humans didn’t 
even see us coming. We stopped near a tree and 
poked our heads out from behind it. We looked 
left. We looked right. We spotted our humans, 
then the evil snowmen. They looked so lumpy. I 
squinted to see closer. Yup, it was definitely our 
dog food stuck into their bodies making their 
faces and buttons. I resent that! 

I felt the sun again, then a strong wind. It almost 
felt warm. Weird.

The big snowman, the leader, slumped down a 
little. It’s head shifted, and it peered right at us 
with the one eye we could see. 

Eeeeeeeek! Retreat! Retreat!

“Dude, calm down,” said Rodie.
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He looked at the ground where I peed. “Really?”

Um, oops. 

“He looked at us!” I squealed.

“So what?”

“The end is near!” I wailed and stuck my head 
into a pile of snow. This made my snout numb, 
so I pulled it back out again and shook off all the 
snow. 

Gulp. What happened to the sun? How will I trust 
my snout now? Maybe…

Wait a minute. Where’s Rodie?

I looked up to see him taking big steps towards 
the snowmen. Oh no. He can’t defeat a snow 
army on his own. I bounded over the snow as fast 
as I could, but it was so deep, I kept falling in all 
the way down to my shoulders.

Total HMPH.

Rodie reached the snowmen very fast! He stood 
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so close to them that I’ll bet he could have licked 
them if he wanted. Thank goodness he was next 
to the little ones on the end – probably a smart 
move. 

But what next?

I felt it again, the sun coming out. A few moments 
later the smaller snowmen moved. Just a little bit, 
but enough for me to know that they were about 
to turn Rodie into a snow dog, and our humans 
were next!

“Look out!” I cried, but Rodie didn’t hear.

It does not matter how we hopped in the past. 
What matters is how we hop now.

I thought for a moment. How we hopped in the 
past…how we hop now.

Then I remembered Rodie’s dog rules. 

When you bark, I bark. When I bark, you bark.

So I barked. LOUD. 
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Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!

Rodie’s ears perked up. He spun around 
immediately, barking like crazy. 

It was working! 

As he swung around, Rodie’s tail slapped the head 
right off the smaller snowman! I couldn’t believe 
my eyes. It flew off like one of the small human’s 
kick balls, the carrot nose flying into a tree. 

Rodie spun around again to see what happened 
(of course he had no idea) and swiped the head off 
the other small snowman. Off it rolled. Amazing! 

The more I barked, the more he barked and 
jumped all over the place. The small snow people 
had been defeated!

Victory!

Wait… the medium sized snowmen stared at us. 
This can’t be good. 

Gulp. So much for victory.
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There has to be a way. There has to be a way.

Rodie and I paced together. 

What matters is how you hop now…

I got it! 

“Hey Rodie!” I shouted. “There’s a squirrel.”

“Dude, where??”

“It ran behind that snowman right there. And 
look, there’s also food stuck in the snowman’s 
tummy.”

I knew Rodie couldn’t resist a combo of chasing 
stuff and food. 

He took off, immediately slipping and crashing 
into the body of the medium sized snowman. 
Down it fell. Wow, that worked even better than 
I thought.

“Where’s the squirrel?” he panted. “Where’s the 
squirrel?”
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“On top of that one’s head!” I barked. 

Rodie jumped right towards the snowman’s face! 
His weight easily over powered the snow creature, 
and they crashed down to the ground together.

For a moment I couldn’t even see Rodie in the 
puff of snow.

Gulp. Was he OK?

Did my squirrel plan fail? Just then, I saw Bagel 
run up to us from the front yard. Hooray! I forgot 
he was visiting today! 

“Hey guys! What did I miss? And do I smell 
something yummy buried in there?” 

“Yes!” I cried. “There’s food in there. Find the 
kibble!”

Bagel leapt right into the cloud of snow. 

“Hurry!” I cried. 

As the chaos settled down and the wind stopped 
blowing, the shapes of Rodie and Bagel came 
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into view. I howled with relief to see Bagel as 
he happily dug through the snowy remains of 
the medium snowmen, eating up all the bits of 
dog food around him. Meanwhile, Rodie looked 
frantically back and forth, still trying to find the 
squirrel. 

Victory again!

Then I felt a chill. Even Bagel and Rodie stopped 
when they felt it. The wind blew a shadow over us, 
as the sun disappeared again. The big snowman 
must be mad.

As the wind gusted, the big snowman moved a 
little.

So much for victory again.

Jus then, our small humans walked towards us. 

“No, no, no!” I barked, “Retreat!” But my humans 
just smiled at me, as if they had no idea what I 
was trying to say!

HMPH.
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Lily and Mason stopped just beside the big evil 
snowman – the last of the frozen army. They had 
no idea that he could strike at any moment!

Mason said, “I’m freezing.”

I shivered too. The hair on Rodie’s back spiked up. 

If Mason was freezing that must mean he was 
being turned into a snowman right now!

“I must save my human!” I wailed and sprinted 
towards them. The ground was more slippery 
than I thought, and I lost my footing. I yowled as I 
started to slide. I couldn’t stop.

The last thing I saw before I closed my eyes was the 
twisted smile of the big snowman as he prepared 
to freeze my humans.

CRASH!

I slammed full force into the bottom of the 
snowman. My eyes flew open, only to see the 
snowman leaning over me. He was going to freeze 
ME now too, and I had no idea what to do.
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Trust the snout.

I closed my eyes.

Trust the snout.

It felt warm again.
 
Trust the snout.

I pointed my nose right up at the giant snowman 
and concentrated with all my might. My nose 
tingled. The sun beamed down brightly again. I 
refused to move.

I sent all the power of my snout towards the giant 
snow human. 

From behind me I heard Lily say, “It’s melting!”

Really? Maybe I had a real superpower after 
all. Well, not the same as barking fire, but close 
enough. 

When I got too tired to keep going, I saw the giant 
head of the snowman starting to fall over. I will be 
crushed…
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Just then I felt a familiar shove. In one quick 
moment, Rodie had slammed me sideways and 
out of the way just as the snowman’s head fell to 
the ground beside us. 

THUMP!

Rodie and I both peed in fear. Oops. But as we 
did, the body of the snowman actually started to 
disappear. It was working! The more we peed the 
more they melted, like magic.

Rodie, Bagel, and I barked and ran in circles, 
trampling the small remaining mounds of the evil 
snowman army. 

Victory! For real this time!

The small humans sat down next to me, put their 
heads in their hands and sighed. “What did you 
do?!”

“You’re welcome!” I barked happily.  

I chased my tail with delight while Rodie dug at 
the carrot stuck in the ground and Bagel pawed 
through the snow looking for any last pieces of 
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dog food.

We did it! We really did it. Now our small humans 
won’t be turned into snow people. Whew!

As Bagel dug into a big pile of snow, we heard 
something. It sounded like a muffled bark. We 
stared at the mound of white fluff as it started to 
move on its own.

Gulp.

I started to panic again, until I saw familiar beady 
eyes. A shape started to move from inside the 
snow, then shake.

Napoleon!

“Greetings!” He barked, stepping out of the snow 
pile.

Greetings?

“Oh look!” shouted Rodie.  “It’s the snack dog.”

“I am not a snack dog, you fool! I am a fearless lead-
er who has been watching you the whole time.”
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“You have?” the three of us said at the same time.

“Yes, indeed. I have been here the whole time 
calculating our attack. Right here under this pile 
of snow, in complete control the whole time. And 
my plan worked perfectly.”

Um, OK.

“Everyone inside!” the mom human called from 
the back door.

Whew. 

We bounded inside after Mason and Lily. Once I 
felt the warm air and heard the door shut behind 
me, I knew I could relax. I did a very big shake that 
started at my snout and ended at my tail, which 
sent snow flying everywhere. 

“Crumbles!” yelled my human. Oops. No good?

Suddenly I stopped and licked my snout.

What is that smell?

“Guys, do you smell that?” I asked Bagel and Rodie.
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“Dude, it smells good!”

“Yeah yeah!” Bagel agreed.

A familiar scent, but different too. I sniffed again. 

It couldn’t be…

“Warm treats!” announced my mom human.

I thought I would cry with happiness. We all 
bolted towards the kitchen. This was too good 
to be true! I have always dreamt of a warm 
bone.  

I grabbed the treat out of my human’s hand and 
ran under the dining room table to enjoy it. It 
smelled soooooo good and tasted even better.

A moment later Rodie and Bagel joined me with 
their own bones. Hey, Bagel was actually eating 
his without it being hidden. And Rodie managed 
to get under the table without hurting me. 

Hmmmmm.

We all chomped through our delicious snack. 
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Crunch, crunch, crunch.

“So,” said Bagel after he swallowed a bite, “I have 
a question.”

I gulped down a big piece without chewing. “Um, 
OK, what is it?”

“Well, I am the only dog in my house, but you and 
Rodie live together. What is that like?”

I wasn’t sure how to explain it. “It’s, um, not what 
I expected, having a brother.”

Bagel tilted his head to the side. “What’s a 
brother?”

I smiled. “It’s someone who is family and also a 
friend.”

Which brings me to another very important rule 
that I didn’t even have before today:
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Crumbles Code Rule #10
Having a brother can be a good thing. Really. 

Liiiiiiiiiiiick. 
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(or is it?)
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The 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.

Rule #6: I hide a lot. It helps!

Rule # 7: Do not startle me. I pee.

Rule #8: Don’t pull on my ears. I panic. 

Rule #9: I drink warm bath water. Don’t judge.

Rule #10: Having a brother can be a good thing. 
Really.
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Vocabulary Words
(You’re welcome!)

Admirable: Worthy of approval

Camouflage: Blending into the background until 
lost in view 

Chaos: A state of complete confusion

Clanging: To create a loud banging sound
 
Collide: To crash into

Commotion: Noisy disturbance

Fragile: Delicate or easily broken

Hibernate: To spend the winter in a sleep-like 
state away

Instinct: A natural reaction or tendency, not 
learned

Lurk: To wait or stay nearby in a secret way

Trot: To move at a quick steady pace

Unthinkable: Cannot be imagined or thought
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Character Index

All of the characters in this book can actually be found in 
either Author Laura’s house, neighborhood or through a 
close connection. Napoleon really lives down the street 
(with no tail), Bagel truly needs his food hidden before he 
will eat it, and Whsiper actually has  an aura of wisdom 
in his demeanor. Most (including rabbit Acorn) are real 
rescue pets and have their own clear quirks. And if they 
could talk, the author feels confident that this book closely 
depicts what they would be saying and how they would 
relate to each other. 

Crumbles joined Author Laura’s family in 2012 as an 
approximately 1-year-old shaggy mess. It was love at first 
sight. Crumbles joined the author’s two children, “Mason” 
and “Lily,” and their small zoo at home, including bunnies 
Whisper and Acorn. Rodie joined the crew about a year 
later as Crumby’s brother, when “Kate” and her dad (aka 
the “dad human”) became official members of Crumbles’ 
human pack. A real blended family right down to the dogs! 

When writing the series, Laura sought to convey a “love 
me as I am” message told in a humorous way. She hopes 
that Crumbles and his crew would find that pawsome.
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Name: Crumbles
Role: Narrator

Personality: Nervous
Favorite Activities: Napping, Barking, Hiding

Favorite Foods: Peanut Butter, Jellybeans
Quirks: Pees on himself, Hides in closet, Distracted

Catchphrase: HMPH!
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Name: Rodie
Role: Brother

Personality: Friendly
Favorite Activities: Barking, Chasing, Eating

Quirk: Clumsy
Catchphrase: “Dude, be a dog.”
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Name: Napoleon
Role: Dog down the street

Personality: Bossy
Favorite Activities: Planning, Being sneaky

Quirk: Popping up unexpectedly
Catchphrase: “Hush up you fools!”
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Name: Chip
Role: Lives in an underground castle by the house
Favorite Acti viti es: Digging tunnels, collecti ng acorns

Quirk: Needs to do everything 12 ti mes
Catchphrase: “Inside-Outsde-One, 

Inside-Outside-Two…”
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Name: Whisper
Role: Gives advice through his pal, Acorn

Personality: Wise, Mysterious
Favorite Activities: Giving Buddhist advice, sleeping
Quirk: Speaks too soft to hear, except when snoring

Catchphrase: “Trust your snout”
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Name: Acorn
Role: Repeats Whisper’s advice so others can hear 

Personality: Calm, Predictable
Quirk: Knows what others are thinking

Catchphrase: “What’s wrong, little Crumbles?”
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Name: Bagel
Role: Dog friend that visits

Personality: Hyper
Favorite Activities: Playing

Quirk: Can only eat hidden food
Catchphrase: “Play with me!”
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 How it all began…

It all started in Puerto Rico.  I roamed the streets and had 
no home unti l the Pets Alive Puerto Rico crew found me. 
Then everything changed. They gave me food (not from the 
garbage!) and water (from a real bowl and not a puddle!). 
I shook and whined a lot. I am a sensiti ve creature, as most 
of you know. I felt scared but also relieved that such nice 
humans took care of me. Soon aft er that I rode in a truck 
(too noisy), then on a plane (not a fan of planes), then in 
a car (that was OK, I guess) and ended up in my very own 
pen at a place called Pets Alive Westchester. The shelter 
humans were so nice! Of course, I whined uncontrollably 
but that’s just what I do! 

A human came over 
and sat beside my pen, 
so I did the only normal 
thing I could think of 
– I made a shrill crying 
sound and shoved my 
head into the arms 
of this human. “Pick 
meeeee!” I wailed. She 
just smiled and held me. 
Soon aft er that I found 
myself being carried 
out of the shelter in her 
arms and met the other 
members of my human 
pack. I fi nally knew what 
it meant to be saved.

 Liiiiiiiiiiick.





Love Crumbles?

Send him a note at CrumblestheDog@gmail.com. 
Crumbles is scared of lots of things, but emails 
make him happy.

Visit www.crumblesthedog.com for lots of fun 
stuff and to sign up for his free newsletter.

Check out @crumblesthedog to see what he is 
tweeting about. Even if you don’t have a Twitter 
account, you can use the “Fast Follow” feature by 
texting “follow crumblesthedog” to 40404. 

Though usually camera shy (do you remember 
which rule that was?), Crumbles has a YouTube 
channel: Crumbles the Dog. See all his home 
movies, parody music videos, and other cute stuff. 

Above all, thanks for supporting Crumbles. He 
and his human pack really appreciate it! 

If you would like to contact his human about a visit, 
an idea, a Skype visit, fundraising opportunities 
or anything else wag-worthy, send an e-mail to 
AuthorLaura@icloud.com.

Liiiiiiiiiiiick



In case you missed Book 1 in 
The Crumbles Chronicles, 

be sure to read Batt le of the Paper Bags!


