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CHAPTER 1

_______i _Things are very dull 
around here,” complained Peachfuzz, 
twitching her whiskers as if to shake off 
boredom. “Nothing exciting ever 
happens.”

“Dull is okay with me,” answered How
ard. “I like routine. Unfortunately, there’s 
something rather fishy going on in my 
house.” When he shook his head, his long 
ears flapped like airplane propellers.

“What do you mean, fishy?” asked 
Peachfuzz, who knew quite a bit about that 
subject.

Howard the basset hound and Peach
fuzz the Persian cat had an audience. Fifi 
the French poodle and Shep the sheepdog 
were listening to every word, as usual.
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They were spending the summer after
noon under the oak tree in Shep’s front 
yard. It was cool and shady there. It was hot 
and sunny every place else. Hot and sunny 
doesn’t feel great when you’re covered with
fur.

“I mean someone was in my house last 
night,” said Howard. “And it’s very 
mysterious.”

“You mean someone besides you and 
George?” asked Fifi. George was Howard’s 
human.

“Yes,” answered Howard, frowning. 
“And I don’t like it. I’m not a watchdog, I’m 
a hound dog. ”

“How do you know a stranger was 
there?” asked Shep as he scratched his ear.

“Because someone opened the cabinets 
and ate crackers in the night,” explained 
Howard. “And I got blamed.”

“Maybe it was George,” yawned 
Peachfuzz.

“It wasn’t George,” said Howard. “If it 
George, then he wouldn’t be blamingwas

me.

I
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“Maybe he’s a sleepwalker,” offered 
Peachfuzz. “Maybe he gets up in the mid
dle of the night and eats crackers in his 
sleep. In the morning, he thinks you did

8

it.”
“Because he doesn’t remember?’’ 

sighed Howard. “Well, that’s one idea, but 
I’m not sure it solves the mystery.” He 
placed a paw over his nose, a gesture of 
sorrow.

“Who else could it be?” said Fifi with a 
sniff. “I say George is a sleepwalker. ”

“I wish I had a bone,” remarked Shep. 
He didn’t always stick to the subject.

“I hate bones,” declared Fifi. “They’re 
messy, and there’s no way to look polite 
while you’re chewing one.”

“That’s why I like them,” smiled Shep.
“Only a big, messy dog like you would 

like bones,” snapped Fifi.
It’s true that Shep was quite large and 

rather messy; his hair nearly covered up his 
eyes, and his coat often needed a trim. But 
it wasn’t his fault. His humans didn’t like



9THE MAPLE STREET COLLAR

giving him a bath because he had too much 
fur. It took hours for him to dry.

“Except for my report on George s 
crackers,” said Howard, “there hasn t been 
much news today. ”

“A bone would be big news,” com
mented Shep. He also had a one-track 
mind, like all sheepdogs. Give them a flock 
of sheep and they’d be happy all day. With
out a good job, they tended to sleep and eat 
a lot.

“Let me ask you this,” said Howard. 
“How many bones do you get around 
here?”

“Not many,” admitted Shep sheepishly.
“I don’t like bones,” said Peachfuzz, 

flattening her ears. “I prefer mice.”
“Well, how many mice do you get 

around here?” asked Howard to keep the 
conversation going.

“Not many,” said Peachfuzz.
“See what I mean?” said Howard.

There isn’t a great nose for news in this 
crowd.”
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“I dislike bones and mice,” offered Fifi. 
“I am glad to report that I hardly ever see 
them.”

“Well, what would you most like to 
see?” Howard asked.

“Waffles,” decided Fifi. “With maple
syrup.

“Yuck,” said Shep. “Maple syrup is dan
gerous stuff.”

“How could anyone call maple syrup
dangerous?” asked Fifi.

“It makes my fur sticky. It stays in there 
for weeks,” answered Shep.

“Everything makes your fur sticky,” 
replied Peaehfuzz.

While the others talked about food, 
Howard became more and more gloomy.

“I wish we could think of something fun 
to do,” he finally remarked. “Then I 
wouldn’t feel so bad about being blamed for 
eating George’s crackers in the night.”

“Even if we could think of something 
fun,” said Peaehfuzz, “it’s getting late.”

Fifi, Howard, and Shep gazed up at the 
sky. The sun was getting low and darkness

JL
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was setting in. It was dinnertime!
“Dinner is fun,” said Shep. “Maybe I’ll 

get a bone.”
“Can’t you think about anything else?” 

growled Howard.
“There isn’t anything else to think 

about,” replied Shep. Sometimes, though, 
he dreamed of a flock of sheep to call his 
own.

“I know,” said Howard. “Let’s meet 
after dinner and plan something fun to do. 
Then you could think about something else 
besides bones.”

With the prospect of better times after 
dinner, the four animals trotted off to their 
homes.

Shep’s home was a big white house with 
a long porch. He lived with the Jenkses. 
There were a mother, a father, and two 
boys. Joey, the older boy, was sweet. But 
John, the small one, was a pain in the neck. 
Actually, he was a pain in the back. Little 
John was always trying to ride Shep as if he 
were a horse.

Peachfuzz lived in a square gray house
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with a white roof. Her human was a nice 
white-haired lady named Martha. Martha 

Peachfuzz fried flounder for suppergave
every night. That was lucky, for Peachfuzz 
hated the stuff most cats got, like ordinary
tuna or mackerel in cans.

Howard lived with George in a narrow 
brown house with a tall chimney. When 
George first adopted Howard, George 
thought he’d gotten a hunting dog. Basset 
hounds were supposed to like hunting 
things. George took Howard out in the 
woods once. This made the human believe 
he had a very tough dog. But really, How
ard wasn’t tough at all. Of course, no one 
knew that but Howard.

Fifi lived in a big stone house at the top 
of the hill with Mr. and Mrs. Dupree. She 
napped on a red satin pillow and ate from a 
silver bowl. Mrs. Dupree liked to paint 
Fifi’s toenails pink. Fifi thought the 
Duprees were sort of cute, but it was more 
fun to be an ordinary animal along with 
Shep, Howard, and Peachfuzz.

Shep ambled home and ate his favorite

*
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liver-flavored dog chow. Howard had ham- 
burger-flavored kibble, a nice change from 
Tuesday’s meal. Peachfuzz had fried fish, of 

and Fifi had some medium-rarecourse,
steak. It was cut up in little pieces with 
gravy and a sprig of parsley on the top. Fifi 
daintily removed the parsley and dropped 
it on the floor after admiring it for a second 
or two. It made her dinner look pretty, 
which Fifi felt was a nice touch.

That night after dinner, the four friends 
met again under the oak tree. But it wasn’t 
to be a quiet meeting this time. Shep came 
tearing out of his house, his fuzzy bangs 
flying up like antennae. When he saw How
ard, he slid to a stop.

“It’s terrible!” yelped Shep. He 
panting hard.

“What’s terrible?” asked Howard, 
ing a fresh piece of news.

“Garbage!” gasped Shep.
Just then, Fifi pranced down the walk.
“They gave you garbage for dinner?” 

she said with real pity.
“Holy tree stump!” cried Howard

was

sens-
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with a shudder. “That really is terrible!”
Finally Shep was able to talk properly.
“No. Here’s what’s terrible!” he wailed. 

“Somebody broke into some garbage cans 
on our street in the middle of the night!”

“Now, that sounds like fun!” decided 
Howard. “I’ve always wanted to do that!”

“They tossed garbage all over our yard!” 
continued Shep. “The Jenkses are furious!”

“Do you think we should try that?” 
wondered Howard. “That might be 
newsworthy. ”

“No, no, no!” barked Shep. “You don’t 
get it! Our humans think we did, do it! Mr. 
Jenks yelled about it all through dinner!”

“Uh-oh,” Howard said, catching 
“That makes the second mysterious thing 
that’s happened around here.”

He sat down to think. He always sat 
down when he had to think.

“What’s so mysterious about breaking 
into garbage cans?” asked Shep.

“What’s mysterious is the fact that we’re 
getting blamed for things we didn’t do!” 
said Howard.

14

on.



15THE MAPLE STREET COLLAR

“I only got blamed for one thing so far, 
Shep reminded them.

“That’s true,” answered Howard. But I 
may get blamed for two things. Humans are 
always gossiping and telling each other 
unpleasant news. I bet George is going to 
think that as well as stealing crackers, I 
break into garbage cans, too!”



CHAPTER 2

Just then, Peachfuzz
slipped into the yard.

“Garbage cans?” she asked, having 
overheard.

“The humans think we broke into the 
last night,” explained Shep. 

we dragged garbage all
garbage cans 
“They think 
the yards!”

“But we didn’t even get a chance yet,” 
panted Howard, looking annoyed.

“Well, it wasn’t me,” purred Peachfuzz 
smoothly, licking a crumb from her peach- 
colored paw. “Everyone knows cats don’t 
break into garbage cans.”

“Maybe they do,” said Fifi rather 
meanly. She looked hard at Peachfuzz. “I 
happen to know it wasn’t me. But how do 

know that it wasn’t you?”

over

we
16
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“And how do we know it wasn’t you, 
Fifi?” Peachfuzz spat out.

“Everyone with half a brain knows that 
a dog who has steak for dinner with gravy 
and parsley on top would not dream of 
breaking into a garbage can!” Fifi snapped.

The poodle turned her back on Peach- 
fuzz and glared next at Howard.

“Maybe you are the one who’s getting 
the rest of us in trouble,” she snarled.

“I didn’t!” he howled. He was usually 
good-natured, but it had been a bad day.

“Well, I heard you say you wanted to do 
it!” claimed Fifi.

I said I liked the idea of breaking into 
garbage cans, said Howard. “I never said I 
really did it. ”

“Oh, quit yapping, Fifi!” ordered Shep. 
“The humans are already blaming us! We 
have to stick together. ”

“That’s right!” agreed Peachfuzz. “I 
guess we all know that none of us is guilty. 
But it looks like we re the only ones who 
know that.”

“Look, I’m really very sorry,” Fifi said,
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hanging her head. “I guess I was only 
thinking of myself. ”

“What are they going to do to us?” 
asked Howard fearfully.

“My family threatens to lock me in the 
house at night,” said Shep.

“Every night?” asked Peachfuzz. Night, 
after all, was the best time for catching bugs 
and stalking through the bushes.

“If there are seven nights in a week,” 
said Shep.

“That’s probably what all our families 
will do,” sulked floward. His ears drooped 
almost to the ground.

“That isn’t fair!” squeaked Fill.
“Of course not,” agreed Howard. “But 

if we were knocking over garbage cans at 
night, it would certainly keep us from doing 
it again.”

“True,” said Shep, gloomily. “I wonder 
if there were any bones in those garbage 
cans?”

All the animals sat down, looking mis
erable. They were all worrying about how



awful it would be to be locked inside every 
night.

Howard pictured his house. It was 
really nice and comfy, but how much TV7 
can a dog watch? The game shows were 
dull, and so were the soap operas. He knew 
he would go crazy without the fresh night 
air—especially during the summer.

Shep knew he’d suffer, too. Little John 
would ride on him all day and all night. 
Sheps back hurt just thinking about the 
hours before Johns bedtime.
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Fifi knew that the only time she had any 
normal fun was when she was with Shep, 
Howard, and Peachfuzz. Fifi decided she 
would rather miss a steak dinner than stay 
in the house without her pals.

Peachfuzz shivered at the mere
thought. For a cat, there was absolutely 
nothing better than a night out in the 
neighborhood. Home was always the same 
—even watching the fish in the fish tank got 
dull after a while. Peachfuzz didn’t even 
like the idea of eating fish without a few 
breadcrumbs. Raw fish were disgusting!

“We will all go nuts,” declared Shep.
“What are we going to do?” wailed Fifi.
The four animals sat glumly under the 

oak tree for a while. Then, suddenly, How
ard scrambled to his feet.

“We won’t take this lying down!” he 
thundered.

“How will standing up help?” yawned
Shep.

“We’re going to find out who pulled this 
job!” barked Howard. He’d been watching
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TV lately. “We’rea lot of police shows on 
going to nail the rat!”

“You mean, you think it’s a rat? asked
Shep, scratching an ear.

“There are no rats around here,” 
answered Howard, annoyed. Sometimes 
Shep could be completely dim-witted. 

“Well, who could it possibly be?” asked
Fifi.

“Think!” said Peachfuzz, eyeing a low- 
flying moth.

“Maybe it’s some other dog!” said Shep.
“There are no other dogs on our street,” 

Peachfuzz reminded him. She smacked at 
the moth, and it fluttered out of reach.

“Maybe it’s some other kind of animal, 
like a squirrel,” suggested Howard.

“Squirrels eat nuts,” observed Shep.
“They eat garbage, too,” Howard 

insisted. “I saw a squirrel eat a hot dog bun 
in the park. ”

It could be some kind of wild animal, ” 
guessed Peachfuzz.

“How about an opossum?” asked Shep.
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“They’re too dumb,” said Fifi. “Maybe 
it was a raccoon!” The cool evening air 
waking up her brain cells.

“Maybe it was ants!” said Shep.
“Ants?” laughed Peachfuzz. “Ants can’t 

open garbage cans!”
Oh, said Shep. “Then maybe it was a

was

fish!”
“Fish eat fish flakes,” said Peachfuzz, 

the expert on the subject. “Besides, fish 
can’t get out of their tanks, silly!”

“I bet it was some kind of bird, like a 
crow,” said Howard.

“Birds eat seeds, not garbage,” said 
Peachfuzz, purring softly at the notion of a 
nice, plump wren or bluebird.

“Crows eat garbage, too,” Howard 
recalled.

“Maybe it was an owl!” said Fifi.
“Or a lizard!” said Shep.
“There are no lizards on our street!” 

declared Peachfuzz. “Anyhow, lizards eat 
worms and bugs.” Really, her knowledge of 
the habits of small wildlife was amazing.

“I bet it was a skunk!” growled Shep.



1
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That was a tenible thought. The ani
mals collapsed again in despair.

“I hate skunks,” said Fifi. “Yuck!”
“I got skunked once when I 

puppy,” Howard remembered. “It 
much worse than being locked in the 
house.”

“Skunks smell tenible,” hissed Peach- 
fuzz. She wrinkled up her velvety

“It could be a kid!” offered Shep. He 
was thinking about mischievous John. 
“Some kids play tricks.”

“Kids don’t eat garbage,” said Fifi.

was a
was

]

Inose.
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“Yes they do,” objected Shep. “Little 
John ate library paste the other day. ”

“Library paste is not exactly garbage,” 
decided Fifi, although she did see Shep’s 
point.

“What’s the difference?” replied Shep. 
“I tried some, too, and it tasted like
garbage.”

“This is too hard,” complained Fifi. 
“There may be dozens of animals that eat 
garbage. ”

“Well, how are we going to find out who 
did it?” asked Peachfuzz. She was growing 
impatient—this was the hour when she 
enjoyed a tightrope walk along the Hender- 
sons’ wooden fence. It was wonderful for 
improving one’s balance.

“We’ll stay up all night and watch the 
garbage cans!” said Howard. “That’s how!”

“Sitting in one place all night is a bore,” 
said Peachfuzz.

“Sitting outside is better than being 
locked in the house every night,” said 
Shep.

Just then, the animals heard their
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humans calling. Mrs. Jenks came out 
the porch and yelled for Shep to come in. 
Martha came hurrying up the street to 
fetch Peachfuzz. George was whistling for 
Howard. Mrs. Dupree was coming down 
the block with Fifi’s leash in her hand.

“Uh-oh,” groaned Shep. “This is it! 
How are we going to get out of the house to 
catch whoever did it now?”

“We should just sneak out!” declared

on

Fifi.
“How are we going to do that?” won

dered Howard.
“Fve got it!” exclaimed Shep, looking 

unusually alert. “Til stick a small toy in the 
door. No one will see it because there

r

are
small toys all over the house. That’ll keep 
the door from shutting. I’ll be able to sneak 
out after everyone’s asleep!”

That s a very good idea!” Peachfuzz 
praised him. Sometimes you surprise me, 
Shep.”

“We can all do that,” said Howard. 
Lets meet at the corner at eleven o’clock 

sharp!”



V

CHAPTER 3

l be plan worked. 

That night, the jail-breakers met at the cor
ner of Maple and Vine streets. Peachfuzz 
perched high in the tree so she could see all 
the way up and down the street.

The first stranger to appear was a squir
rel. The squirrel leaped out of a tree in the 
Porters’ yard. He ran across the street and 
jumped on top of a garbage can.

I told you it was a squirrel, ” whispered 
Howard.

Wait a second,” hissed Peachfuzz. 
“Something is coming!”

They watched all the stirrings of the 
nighttime. An opossum waddled slowly out 
of the bushes. He sat in the road until 
came. The car honked at the furry road-

a car

26



;

27THE MAPLE STREET COLLAR

block, but the opossum didn’t budge. The 
driver finally had to steer around it.

Next, the opossum approached a gar
bage can and nudged it with his nose. Then 
he slowly walked away.

“I told you it was an opossum!” 
exclaimed Howard.

“You were the one who said it was a 
squirrel,” Fifi corrected him.

“Shhhh,” warned Shep. “Something 
else is coming!”

The animals waited silently. Soon, a fat 
raccoon scrambled over a fence. The rac
coon strolled over to the garbage cans. It 
stopped for a second, and then it walked 
away.

“I told you it was a raccoon!” yelped

“That raccoon didn’t even touch the gar
bage can,” objected Shep.

He s too stuffed from eating all the gar
bage last night!” said Fifi. “Did you 
how fat he was?”

Quiet! ordered Howard. Something 
is coming!”

Fifi.

see
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A skunk was ambling clown the street. 
The skunk walked right over to them and 
barked a funny little bark.

“Let’s get out of here,” panted Shep.
‘Tm with you,” agreed Howard.
The four animals ran as fast as they 

could until they reached Fifi’s yard. They 
tumbled inside the gate, and Shep pushed 
it shut behind them.
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“That was close,” breathed Howard.
“I could smell that skunk from way up in 

the tree!” Peachfuzz marveled.
“I bet it was the skunk who broke into 

the garbage cans!” Shep decided.
was the skunk, too,” voted 

Fifi. “He smelled horrible. He smells that 
way from eating garbage.”

No,” Howard informed her. “Skunks 
smell bad because of a gland under their 
tails. They do a handstand so they 
squirt the smelly stuff right in your face! I 
know because it happened to me. Aargh!”

“But if it wasn’t the skunk, who was it?” 
asked Peachfuzz, sharpening her claws 
tree trunk.

“I didn’t definitely vote against the 
skunk,” said Howard. “It could be the 
skunk or it could also be the squirrel. It 
could be the opossum. It could be th 
coon, too. ”

“I don’t want to go back there,” pro- 
tested Fifi. “Not if that skunk is around.”

We have to, argued Peachfuzz. “We 
ave to question the suspects. Otherwise

“I think it

can

on a

e rac-



the maple street COLLAR
30

t who did it!”we’ll never find
The detectives returned to the corner. 

After what felt like hours, a squirrel sud
denly appeared. He started digging in the 
dirt. When he saw them, he dashed across 
the street and up a tree in the Porters’ yard.

Peachfuzz climbed after him and 
chased him back down to the ground. The 
squirrel tried to escape, but Shep, Howard, 
and Fifi were waiting for him.

“All right!” barked Howard. “We know 
did it! Confess!”

ou

i\

you
“Did what?” said the squirrel, trem

bling. “Confess what?”
“You’re the one who has been breaking 

into garbage cans!” said Fifi, accusing the 
squirrel.

“You were digging a hole to hide some
thing, added Peachfuzz. “You were hiding 
garbage!”

What garbage?” squeaked the squir
rel. I don t eat garbage! I eat seeds. I eat 
nuts! Sometimes I eat a bug or two! Occa
sionally, people feed me in the park! I hate 
garbage!”



“Why were you digging?” snarled Fifi. 
“What were you hiding?”

“I was hiding a nut,” explained the 
squirrel. “I hide nuts all over the place. I 
come back later and eat the nuts I hid. That 
is, if I can find them. Sometimes I have a 
hard time remembering where I hid all the 
nuts. That’s my biggest problem. But I’m 
very helpful to nature. Every nut I hide and 
can t find will grow into a tree! I help plant 
trees and flowers! I am an honest and help
ful animal!”
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“He’s chattering too much,” declared 
Howard. “He’s probably guilty!”

“I’m innocent!” cried the squirrel. “I 
tell you, I only eat seeds and nuts and stuff 
like that!’

“Then what do you eat in the winter?” 
asked Fifi, thinking fondly of her steak, and 

of the parsley. “There are no seeds,even
and no nuts, and no bugs, and no people in 
the park to feed you in the winter.”

“I snack on the nuts I buried during the 
spring, the summer, and the fall. That is, if 
I can remember where 1 hid them. I eat

I1
I

dried seeds that I store in my tree nest. I 
nibble bark if I have to. But I wouldn’t call it 
garbage!”

Shep wondered briefly if he had hidden 
and forgotten anything lately—perhaps a 
lovely bone?

“Where
fuzz demanded, fixing the little suspect 
with a green-eyed stare.

No place! Every place!” chattered the 
squirrel. I was over at my brother’s nest. I

you last night?” Peach-were

i
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visited my sisters nest. I didn’t do it!
“He talks too much,” snapped Fifi. 

“He’s definitely the one who did it!”
Just then a hig squirrel came down out 

of the tree, followed by ten more squirrels.
“What’s going on here?” demanded the 

big squirrel.
All the squirrels lined up and faced the 

four detectives.
Peachfuzz leaned over and whispered 

into Howard s ear, Careful. Some squirrels 
bite.”

“I don’t care,” replied Howard. “This 
squirrel got us all into trouble.”

“Don’t worry,” said Shep. “I’ll protect 
everyone.” Suddenly, he saw Peachfuzz, 
Fifi, and Howard as his flock.

This squirrel has been breaking into 
garbage cans,” Ploward announced. “He 
scattered garbage all over the yards. He’s a 
public nuisance.”

The line ol squirrels drew clos 
Howard, flicking their bushy tails.

“This squirrel didn’t do it,” claimed the

er to
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big squirrel. Hes been at my nest every 
night, bringing seeds and nuts to my 
babies.”

“That’s very sweet,” smiled Fifi. She 
I just loved babies. “But are you sure he 

’t bringing garbage?”
“Very sure,” said the big squirrel.
“It was probably some other animal 

who broke into the garbage cans,” piped a 
small squirrel.

“We ll see,” growled Shep. “In the 
meantime, don’t leave town.”

All the squirrels scampered back up 
their tree. The pet patrol sat down to talk.

“I don’t think it was the squirrel,” said 
Fifi slowly.

“What a motor-mouth!” groaned How
ard. “He gave me an earache.” Howard’s 
hound’s ears were rather sensitive.

We still have three other animals to 
question,” yawned Shep. “But I don’t think 
I can stay awake anymore.”

“We have to stay up,” said Howard. 
The skunk, the opossum, and the 

all nocturnal,” he explained.

34
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“What is that supposed to mean?” 
asked Fifi. “I’m too tired for big words.”

“It means they sleep during the day,” 
said Howard. “They’re only awake at
night.”

“I’m wide awake most nights,” Peach-
fuzz said smugly.

Just then, the animals heard two things. 
They heard the clock tower in town strike 
midnight. Then they heard a clanging, 
banging noise.

“Someone’s in the garbage!” said Fifi.



*

CHAPTER 4

The four of them 

back across the street. There, sitting next to 
the garbage can and rubbing his head, was 
the opossum.

“We caught you red-handed!” yelled 
Howard.

“What?” said the opossum, wobbling a

ran

little.
“What were you doing by that garbage 

can?” demanded. Fifi.
“I bumped into it by accident,” said the 

opossum. “I banged my poor head!”
“A likely story,” snapped Howard.
“I wasn’t watching where I was going,” 

said the opossum, still rubbing his head. “I 
saw the can, but then I forgot it was there.”

Is that opossum blind?” asked Peach- 
fuzz. “Or is he stupid?”

36
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He s just sort of weird,” said Howard. 
Opossums hang upside down from their 

tails when they’ve nothing better to do. 
Maybe it affects their brains. ”

Maybe opossums don’t have noses,
offered Shep. “He should have been able to 
smell where he was going. / can. ”

That opossum is all nose,” observed
I
I

Fifi.
While they were arguing, the opossum 

started to walk off. He ambled right back 
out into the middle of the road.

Look! said Shep. “He’s trying

They raced after the opossum, who sat 
down and blinked his eyes at them.

“Sf °5 °fthe roadr Srowled Shep. 
What: said the opossum

cans "saw Fffil°"90Ur "“’m *' «**•*
much!” Since yon like garbag

to getaway!

e so

“What?” repeated the opossum. 
Howard couldn’t stand it 

ute. He poked th 
with his

another min-
tne opossum in the 

nose. ‘Move!” he snarled.
rump
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Slowly the opossum crawled back over 
to the sidewalk. He looked as if he were 
sleepwalking.

“We should forget about this opossum, ” 
said Shep. “Hes too dopey to figure out 
how to break into a garbage can. ”

“Garbage?” said the opossum. “What is 
garbage?”

“See what I mean?” said Shep. “Forget 
this character. We have to find the raccoon 
and the skunk. ”

“Well, we should question him fur
ther, ’ said Peachfuzz. “He may not be too 
dumb to break into garbage cans, but he’s 
too dumb to lie about it. ”

Did you break into these garbage 
cans?” Howard barked at the 
loudly as he could.

The opossum fell over. His eyes rolled 
up and then closed. He looked dead.

Now look what you did!” Fifi yapped at 
Howard. “You killed him!”

I did not, disagreed Howard. “He’s an 
opossum. He’s playing ’possum.”

Hmm, muttered Shep. He nosed the

suspect as



opossum, then stated, “He’s just pretend
ing. He protects himself that way. Don’t 
worry, he’ll wake up. ”

“I think he’s too dim-witted to think of 
something as smart as playing dead,” 
thought Peachfuzz aloud. “I bet he really 
thinks he is dead. ”

Well, said Shep, considering the mat
ter, “he’s either very stupid or a genius to 

up with a plan like that one for

can t just leave him here

i

I

come 
protection. 

“Anyway,

l

we

-
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like this,’’frowned Fifi. “What if he’s sick?”
“I’ll tell you what,” suggested Howard. 

“We’ll leave him here and go look for the 
skunk and the raccoon. We’ll check on him 
in half an hour. If he’s still playing dead, 
we’ll take him home. A human will know 
what to do with him.”

“You’ll take him home,” declared Fifi. 
“I don’t want him playing dead on my 
pillow. ”

Peachfuzz gave three delicate little
sniffs.

“Forget the opossum,” she advised. 
“The skunk is back!”

The others sniffed, too. An instant later, 
Howard, Fifi, Peachfuzz, and Shep tore 
across the street at the speed of grey
hounds. They huddled together in a bush 
in the Porters’ front yard. They left the 
opossum lying on the sidewalk, where he 

still pretending to be dead.
The skunk walked slowly down the mid- 

e of the street and headed right over to 
the bush where they were hiding. Then he

was
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» plunked down and started giving himself a 
bath. He was licking himself all over, just 
like a cat. No one else moved. No one made

; a sound.
Finally, the skunk got up and ambled

to the garbage cans. He gave them aover
sniff, and then he sauntered away.

The four animals sat there until they
sure he was gone. Then everyonewere

started howling at everyone else.
“What was your problem?” barked F iff. 
“My problem?” yelped Howard. “If that 

skunk was so easy to question, how come 
you didn’t leave this bush?”

“Shush, all of you,” hissed Peachfuzz. 
“If we don’t quiet down, the humans will 
hear us. They’ll come out and get us and 
lock us in the house!”

.

■:

f

v

I
The four animals got very quiet

were all thinking the 
same thing. Shep finally said it. “If no 
wants to talk to the skunk, then how are we 
going to find out if he was the one who 
broke into the garbage cans?”

t very
quickly. But theyr

one

»
i

1
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Nobody said anything. Finally Peach- 
fuzz sat up. “I know,” she said. “We’ll ask 
someone else. We 11 get a witness.

“Like who?” asked Shep “One of the
Porters?”

“No,” decided Howard. “Let’s ask a
jfrog.”

“Now that’s really silly,” said Fifi snip- 
pily. “How could a frog know anything 
about a skunk?”

“Easy,” said Howard. “You know that 
little pond that’s in the Donaldsons’ front 
yard? Well, a frog lives in it. I hear him 
croaking all the time.”

“And there’s a perfect view of the gar
bage cans from that pond,’’ observed 
Peachfuzz, who privately preferred fried 
fish over frogs anyway. The frog had nothing 
to fear from her. “It’s worth a try. ”

Shep, Howard, Fifi, and Peachfuzz cut 
the Porters’ yard and slipped 

through the fence near 
was floating on a lily pad, croaking away.

Hey, frog,” Howard greeted him.
Some thief has been breaking into the

across 1
the pond. The frog
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garbage cans, and we’re trying to prove to 
humans that we didn t do it.
“So, you got caught in the garbage, eh?” 

sang the frog.
“No, no, no,” said Howard. “Were 

innocent. Someone else did it.
“Wasn’t me,” croaked the frog. “I eat 

bugs and stuff like that.
“We hoped maybe you heard some

thing,” continued Howard.
“I hear things all the time,” said the 

frog. “I hardly ever see anything, though. ”
“Did you see that skunk near the gar

bage?” asked Howard.
“Yup,” said the frog. “Just about five 

minutes ago.”
“We already know his whereabouts for 

the past five minutes,” said Howard. “We 
mean did you see him breaking into the 
garbage last night?”

“I heard the cans crashing around,” 
replied the frog. “But it wasn’t the skunk.”

“How do you know?” asked Howard, all

Because the skunk was over here near

our

ears.
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drink from my pond when Ime getting a 
heard the noise, stated the hog.

“Drat,” said Howard. “The skunk has 
alibi. That leaves the raccoon!”
They thanked the frog and went back to 

the corner of Maple and Vine.
“I’m too tired to lift a paw, wailed k ifi.
“We just have to find that raccoon,” 

moaned Howard. “But it’s not easy to find a

an

in the dark. ”raccoon
“Let’s sleep on it,” yawned Fifi. “We 
take turns watching the trash cans, and 

maybe the raccoon will come back for a 
midnight snack.’

Within five minutes, all of the detec-

can

tives were snoring. All of them except 
Peachfuzz, that is. She was wide-awake up 
in the tree. She was about to jump down 
and go on a moth hunt when she suddenly 
saw something.

A fat shadow darted across the street. It 
was headed right for the garbage cans!



CHAPTER 5

P..cbf«„
down and woke up the others.

“What was that?” whispered Howard as 
they watched the fat shadow dart behind a 
tree.

leapt

“I don’t know,” said Shep. “But it was 
going fast. It looked sneaky.”

The fat shadow shot across the lawn and 
went under a bush.

“Maybe it’s afraid of us,” suggested 
Peachfuzz.

The fat shadow slipped under a porch.
“I don’t like it,” snapped Fifi.
The fat shadow scooted out from under 

the other side of the porch and ran right up 
to them.

“What are you doing here?” snarled the
45
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fat shadow. The detectives jumped. Who 
would have thought a shadow could be 
fierce? Then the fat shadow came closer. It 
was the raccoon!

“Who cares what we’re doing here, 
snapped Howard, remembering he 
supposed to be a brave hunter. “What 
you doing here?”

“I asked you first,” sneered the 
raccoon.

“Did you break into these garbage cans 
last night?” Sliep asked bluntly.

“What’s it worth to you?” asked the rac
coon, his dark eyes bright and greedy.

“Plenty,” barked Howard. “We know 
raccoons break into garbage cans. 
Confess!”

“I don’t have time to break into cans,” 
swaggered the raccoon. “I have a busy 
schedule.”

“We happen to have solid information 
that raccoons break into garbage cans while 
innocent pets are asleep in their beds, ” said 
Howard, wishing his dog tag were a police 
badge. K-9, it would read.

46
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“Those were other raccoons,” claimed 
the raccoon. “We all look alike in these 
masks, pal.”

“And just who are these ‘other’ 
raiders?” interrupted Shep. This 
was definitely acting suspicious.

“Maybe my brother,” said the 
What do you eat? asked Fifi, cocking 

a neatly groomed
“Stuff,” said the
“Where do you find all this stuff?” 

tioned Peachfuzz.
“Places,” said the

raccoon
raccoon

raccoon.

ear.
raccoon.

ques-

raccoon.
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The animals looked at each other. It was 
going to be very hard to get this raccoon to 
spill the beans—much less pick up the 
garbage.

“Just remember,” grunted Howard, 
trying to sound tough. “We re watching 
you. Don’t leave town.”

“Why would I leave town?” said the 
raccoon. “This town has the best garbage.”

Then he grinned and walked away.
“He’s the thief,” declared Shep. He was 

so exhausted he could barely keep his 
shaggy head up.

“He’s a pain in the neck is what he is,” 
muttered Howard.

“I’m afraid we’re going to have to catch 
him in the act,” purred Peachfuzz.

“Does this mean we have to sit out here 
all night long again?” sighed Fifi.

She was longing now for her warm, 
comfy satin pillow. They all suddenly 
missed their safe, cozy beds.

“If we don’t,” Howard reminded his 
friends, “we will be stuck in our delightful 
beds all night, every night.”

48
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Just then, the big clock in the tower 

struck two o’clock in the morning, sound

ing like a giant dinner gong.
“Let’s go home now,” begged Shep. I 

don’t think the troublemaker will do any
thing else right 
and come back tomorrow evening when he

We ll get some restnow.

isn’t expecting us.
But the next day, things didn’t turn out 

quite the way they’d planned. Three things 
happened.

First, they all got nabbed by their 
humans as they padded through their 
doors.

“I happened to find this block you used 
as a wedge,” George said when Howard 
bumped into his leg. Howard’s sleepy head 
was too low to see George lurking by the 
door.

“I couldn’t sleep last night,” 
plained Martha when Peachfuzz got home, 
her whiskers wet with dew. “Where 
you and what were you doing?”

Mr. Dupree accused Fifi the next morn
ing. “The butler saw you leaving at el

co m-

were

even
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o’clock last night. Do you have any expla 
tion for this extraordinary behavior?” Mrs. 
Dupree clicked her long fingernails on the 
table—not a nice sound.

And bleary-eyed Shep tripped

na-

over
John’s blue beach bucket in the hall before 
he even reached the stairs. He woke up the
whole family.

Then the second thing happened.
When Martha went to feed the fish, she 

noticed there were only two of them 
instead of three!

“Oh, Peachfuzz,” she shrieked, blink
ing back her tears. “How could you? You 
never liked raw fish! ’

The third thing was that the angry 
humans discovered their garbage cans had 
been broken into again!

After a rather dreary breakfast, all the 
animals met once again on their morning 
walk. But none of them was alone. Each 
disgraced pet was on a leash—including 
Peachfuzz. How humiliating for a cat!

Mrs. Jenks, George, Mrs. Dupree, and 
Martha were gossiping about the recent 
events.
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“I can hardly believe it!” declared Mrs. 

“To think that my Fifi would evenDupree. 
look at a garbage can!

“I’m very upset, too, sighed George, 
shaking his head. “We locked them in the 
house, and they actually broke out! And 
top of it all, that hangdog Howard left a trail 
of cracker crumbs behind him!

“And Peachfuzz ate one of the fish right 
out of the fish tank!” sniffled Martha.

on

“I must say, ” said Mrs. Jenks, “that kind 
of behavior is the last thing we expected 
from any of our pets. Until last week, we 
thought Shep was a good dog!”

“The only sensible plan is to make 
they stay in at night,” said Martha. “After 
all, we can’t be angry with them if they eat 
garbage and fish.”

“And crackers,” added George, looking 
as though he’d lost faith in everything with 
paws.

sure

Its just their nature,” said Mrs. 
Dupree, as if she knew anything at all about 
nature—she was wearing high-heeled

morning’jus,to»“ik
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Fifi, Howard, Shep, and Peachfuzz lis
tened and were miserable.

“Do you hear what they’re saying about 
us?” whined Howard. It felt like there was a
flea in his ear.

“Boy, are we ever in trouble!” hissed 
Peachfuzz.

“What can we do?” asked Shep wearily.
“Nothing, ” replied Fifi mournfully. She 

felt awful. She couldn’t bear the thought of 
having to stay in the house for hours on 
end. And walking on a leash, even a gold 
one, was horrid!

“The next time you see me,” whim
pered Shep, “I’ll be in a body cast! Little 
John is going to ride on me all day and all 
night!”

“There’s no justice,” yowled Peachfuzz. 
We’re getting blamed for everything!”

‘And we haven’t had any fun yet!” said 
Howard, brown eyes deep and troubled.

We didn’t get any garbage, 
crackers.”

!

or any

Or any bones,” added Shep sadly.



CHAPTER 6

That night the hu

mans made sure there was no way the ani
mals could get out of their houses. Peach- 
fuzz, Fifi, Howard, and Shep didn’t have a 
chance to talk again after their short eve
ning walk. And it was a beautiful night, lit 
up with fireflies and delicate starlight.

George made sure there were no 
crackers left out on the counter. Big deal, 
thought Howard.

Sorry, old pooch,” George said as he 
put the box up on the highest shelf in the 
cabinet. I m afraid you’ve been a very bad 
dog lately.”

Howard s feelings were hurt. He 
harumphed ’ and went to lie down 

couch. He hadn’t taken any crackers, and
on the

54
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he hadn’t gotten any garbage. All he was 
getting was the blame,

Martha placed a wire screen over the 
fish tank so the remaining two fish wouldn’t 
disappear into Peaehfuzz’s tummy.

“I’m quite surprised at you, Peach- 
fuzz,” she said with a pained frown. “I don’t 
know what’s gotten into you lately. You have 
been a very bad kitty!”

Poor Peachfuzz slunk off and curled up 
on top of the hamper. She couldn’t believe 
that Martha thought she would swallow a 
tropical fish. Martha knew perfectly well 
that Peachfuzz hated raw fish! And a live 
one with spiny fins—totally gross!

Fifi was put in the pantry, along with 
her velvet pillow and silver bowl. Of 
course, the pantry was a rather nice room in 
the Dupree household. But it was the prin
ciple of the thing. Fifi was quite upset.

“We have always thought of you 
person, said Mrs. Dupree as she closed 
the dooi. But for the last few days, you’ve

1 been acting just like a dog!”
k ifi s tail drooped as she rested on her

;i

;

IP

as a
t

i
i

l



pillow. Of course she was a dog! But there 
was no sense in making it sound like a 
crime, she thought sadly.

And Shep got to spend the evening run
ning away from John. Finally, he went and 
hid in a corner on the back porch. It was the 
only place that was safe, because it was dark 
out there and John was afraid of the dark.

At bedtime, Mr. Jenks brought Shep 
back into the kitchen. “Sorry, boy,” he apol
ogized kindly as he checked all the doors 
for small toys. “But we can’t have you get
ting all the neighbors in an uproar because
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you want to go hunting through the garbage 
for bones.”

Shep heaved a great sigh and went to lie 
down on his favorite spot in the kitchen—a 
worn braided rug.

“Digging for bones, my foot!” he 
mumbled to himself. “The last time I saw a 
bone around here was on Thanksgiving, 
and it was a very small bone, too!”

Soon, all the animals were fast asleep, 
and all their humans were fast asleep, too. 
The animals dreamed about being outside, 
running through the damp night air. Their 
tails twitched and they whimpered, deep 
in their secret dream lives. The humans 
dreamed about all sorts of things that 
wouldn’t have interested the animals at all.

Outside, however, there were lots of 
animals who were wide awake and having a 
good time. The frog was croaking and 
splashing in his pond. The opossum 
sitting happily in the middle of the road. 
The squirrels were 
top nests, trying to remember where 
they’d buried their nuts. The skunk

was

all up in their leafy tree-

was

j
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digging in the Porters’ lawn, searching for 
beetles and worms.

Then, quietly, quickly, a fat shadow 
slipped past the oak tree in the Jenks’s front 

f yard. It stopped for a second, then dashed 
up onto the porch. Without making a 
sound, the fat shadow slipped around to the 
back porch. Finding a small tear in the 
screen, the intruder slipped a little paw 
inside and gave a tug. Then it gave a harder 
tug. Soon, a good-sized hole appeared in 
the screen.

The thief slipped inside and made its 
way across the porch and into the kitchen. 
It wiggled its pointed little nose and sniffed 
the air. Sure enough, there was something 
worth sniffing up on the counter.

Brownies!
Mrs. Jenks had made brownies for des

sert. She’d made a double batch. The 
brownies no one had eaten were piled 
neatly on a round plate and covered with 
aluminum foil.

The uninvited guest jumped up on a 
chair and then took a flying leap onto the

58



counter. It ripped off the aluminum foil and 
picked up a brownie.

Nice, thought the midnight snacker as 
it tossed the aluminum foil on the floor with 
a crackling noise. Crushed walnuts on top.

Shep, enjoying a dream about large, 
juicy bones, woke up. He opened one eye. 
He listened. He heard chewing noises— 
and he smelled something strange in the 
kitchen. He wriggled and wriggled his 
nose. Then it came to him.

It smelled just like a raccoon!
Raccoon? Shep wondered. In the 

kitchen? Eating brownies?
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This must be a dream! A bad dream! 
But then lie sniffed and listened

There was definitely a raccoon eating
some

more
brownies in the kitchen.

Poor Shep almost went to pieces. He 
was so scared he could hardly breathe. 
Wild animals outside were one thing, but
in the house!

What should he do? Where should he 
go? Whom should he tell?

He lifted up his head and saw the rac
coon sitting on the other side of the room, 
gobbling brownies as fast as he could.

Shep stood up slowly, all four legs shak
ing. To tell the truth, he was afraid of the 

. That raccoon had acted veryraccoon
tough. Shep padded quickly and quietly 
backward out the kitchen door and into the
hall. The raccoon was so busy chomping on 
brownies, he didn’t notice Shep at all.

“All I have to do is fetch Mr. Jenks! 
Shep promised himself. “When he sees 
what’s going on, he’ll know I’m completely 
innocent. ”
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Shep turned and raced upstairs to Mr. 
and Mrs. Jenks’s bedroom. He grabbed 
hold of Mr. Jenks’s sleeve and dragged him 
out of bed.

“Wait a second, Shep!” mumbled Mr. 
Jenks sleepily. “Where are you taking me? 
Stop that!”

But Shep wouldn’t stop. Shep dragged 
him all the way into the kitchen, and there, 
sitting on the kitchen counter with a 
brownie in each paw, was the fat raccoon!

“Aha!” cried Mr. jenks as he flipped on 
the light. “The thief!’

Shep barked a few times in joyful 
agreement.

Mr. Jenks chased the raccoon out the 
back door. Then he went to the broom 
closet and got a flashlight.

“Let’s go have a look at the garbage 
cans,” he called to Shep.

Then Mr. Jenks and Shep went out into 
the night to finish the investigation.

There, much to Mr. Jenks’s surprise— 
but of course, it was no surprise to Shep—
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pile of garbage strewn all around the 
area of the cans.

“Didn’t I tell you?” barked Shep.
Mr. Jenks didn’t say anything. But he 

patted Shep tenderly on the head.
The next morning, all the humans met 
the street with their animals. Mr. Jenks 

told his neighbors what he’d found out in 
the course of the night.

“What a good boy Shep is,” bragged 
Mr. Jenks. “Our pets certainly wouldn’t 
break into the garbage cans. Now we have 
proof it was that awful raccoon!”

“Thank goodness,” said Mrs. Dupree 
happily. “Our dear, sweet pets were all 
asleep in the house when it happened. ”

“And I was talking before breakfast to a 
friend who told me a raccoon came into her 
house through the cat door and ate all the 
fish in her fish tank,” said Martha. “I knew 
it wasn’t Peachfuzz! She hates raw fish!”

“I saw a television program that showed 
how raccoons will move into your house, 
build nests between the walls, and raise 
whole families in there!” put in Mr. Jenks.

62
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“It’s impossible to get the critters out 
unless you rip down the walls!

“And you caught the raccoon in the 
kitchen red-handed,” said George 
thoughtfully. “I bet the raccoon is the one 
who ate all my crackers, too. Now that I 
think about it, Howard couldn’t get up on 
the countertop with his stumpy legs if his 
life depended on it!”

“Stumpy legs indeed!” muttered the 
basset hound.

“It’s about time they figured out who 
did it,” Howard grumbled.

“Humans are sweet,” said Shep. “But 
they’re not too clever.”

At least now they won’t keep us locked 
in the house anymore,” smiled Fifi.

Thank goodness,” purred Peachfuzz.
It will be so pleasant to just lie around 

under the oak tree in the evening and watch 
moths fly by.”

It certainly will, said Howard. “And 
to think that I wanted to be a newshound!”

“We ‘collared’ one thief, and that’s 
plenty for me,” said Shep. “It’s better to

*1
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fetch the newspaper than make news in this 
neighborhood, he added.

Then he said something about a bone, 
and everyone else smiled.

Thank goodness it was going to be one 
of those dull, humdrum days.
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s omeone on Ma
ple Street is causing trouble for four 
innocent pets. That someone raids the 
garbage cans and kitchens during the 
dark of night. Could th people of Maple 
Street really blame ' 
these sly doings? Ho ard the basset 
hound, Shep the sheepdog, Peachfuzz 
the Persian cat, and i ; lie French poo
dle set out to solve tin , rime before it’s 
too late and they get—LEASHED! 
Their nighttime detective work turns up 
some'pretty suspicious characters. Can 
the pet patrol succeed? Will they make 
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pets fori own
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