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Freddie Fernortner squinted in the sun. His

friend, Darla, and his other friend, Chipper,

stood next to him. They were his best

friends in the whole world. Once, they had

built a flying bicycle together. It really

worked, too. Then, there was the time that

they hunted for super-scary night thingys in

Freddie’s back yard.

The point is, they did a lot of things

together . . . because that’s what best friends

do.
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Mr. Chewy, Freddie’s cat that chews

bubble gum, was laying in the grass nearby.

Mr. Chewy was also one of Freddie’s best

friends.

It was Saturday morning. Just

yesterday, the three had been sitting in the

very same spot, thinking of what they could

do for fun over the weekend. Freddie

suggested that they do something to make

money. He had a great idea, but he wasn’t

going to tell Darla and Chipper until that

very day.

“Okay,” Chipper said to Freddie that

Saturday morning. “What’s your big idea?”

“Right here,” Freddie replied, digging

into his pocket. He pulled out a wad of

papers. Each piece of paper was small,

about the size of a candy wrapper.

He handed one to Darla, and one to

Chipper.
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Chipper looked at the paper and the

handwriting on it. Then, he began reading

out loud.

“Freddie’s Dog Walking Service,” he

said.

Darla read the next line. “No pooch

too big, no pup too small.”
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“A dog walking service?” Chipper

asked.

“That’s right,” Freddie said with a

wide grin. “Remember that lady we saw

yesterday?”

Darla and Chipper nodded. They had

watched a lady struggling to walk her big,

strong dog.

“Well,” Freddie continued, “she said

that sometimes she needs help walking her

dog. I’ll bet there are a lot of people that

need that sort of help.”

“But how are we going to make

money doing that?” Darla asked.

“Simple,” Freddie said. “We’ll go

around the block, knock on doors, and ask

people if they need someone to walk their

dog. We charge twenty-five cents for each

dog.”

“But your paper says Freddie’s Dog
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Walking Service,” Chipper said. “What are

Darla and I going to do?”

“You’ll be my helpers,” Freddie said

proudly, “and we’ll split all of the money

evenly, so we all make the same amount.”

“That sounds fair,” Darla said.

“Sounds easy,” Chipper said. “And

besides . . . I like dogs. It’ll be a lot of fun.”

Chipper was right: they were going to

have a lot of fun. Gobs of fun, in fact.

Little did they know that Freddie’s

Dog Walking Service was about to turn the

neighborhood upside down.
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“Okay,” Freddie said. “First things first. We

have to go and find someone who needs his

dog walked.”

“Where are we going to find one?”

Darla asked.

“We’ll go around the block and knock

on doors,” Freddie replied. “We’ll just ask

people if they need their dog walked.”

“But what will Mr. Chewy do?” Darla

asked. “I don’t think he’s going to want to
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be around when we’re walking dogs.”

Mr. Chewy blew a bubble. Then it

popped, and he began chewing again.

“I think we’ll have to put him inside

for a while,” Freddie said. He stood up and

opened the screen door. “Come on, Mr.

Chewy.”

The cat leapt up and ran inside.

“Be good,” Freddie called to the cat.

“We’ll see you after work.”

The three first graders set out. They

walked down the street, and up to a house.

Freddie knocked, and a woman came to the

door.

“Hello, Ma’am,” Freddie said. “I’m

Freddie Fernortner, and these are my

friends, Darla and Chipper.”

The woman smiled. “It’s nice to meet

you,” she said. “Can I help you?”

“Well, we were wondering if you have
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a dog that needs to be walked.” Freddie

pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and

handed it to her.

“Freddie’s Dog Walking Service,” the

woman read. “No pooch too big, no pup

too small.”

“That’s right,” Chipper said.

“Just twenty-five cents per dog,”

Freddie said.

“Well, that’s very kind of you to

offer,” the woman said, “but I don’t have a

dog.”

“Oh,” Freddie said.

“Bummer,” Darla said.

They said good-bye to the woman,

and kept going.

And going.

And going.

They knocked on every door on the

block, and didn’t get a single customer,
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until—

They came to the last house at the end

of the street. Chipper knocked, and an old

man  answered . They introduced

themselves, and handed the man one of

Freddie’s handwritten notes.

“You know,” the old man said, “I hurt

my foot a few days ago, and I haven’t been

able to walk my dog, Buddy, as much as

he’s used to. How much do you young folks

charge?”

“Twenty-five cents,” Freddie said,

very matter-of-factly.

The man thought about it for a

moment. “You know,” he said, “that’s a fair

price. You’re hired.”

Freddie, Darla, and Chipper were

thrilled.

“We are? Really?” Chipper asked.

“We’ll do a good job, sir,” Freddie
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promised.

Just then, a medium-sized dog

appeared next to the man, wagging his tail

and sniffing the three first graders. The dog

was a mix of several colors: white, brown,

and black. “That’s Buddy,” the old man

said. He reached out and pulled a leash

from a hook on the wall. Then, he hooked

it to the dog’s collar and handed it to

Freddie.

“We’ll see you in a little while,”

Freddie said.

“Have fun,” the old man said, and

closed the door.

“Wow!” Darla exclaimed, as they

walked off the porch and onto the sidewalk.

“Our very first dog! This is so exciting!”

No sooner had Darla said those words

than the dog stopped in his tracks.

He sniffed the air to the left.
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He sniffed the air to the right.

He sniffed up.

He sniffed down.

Suddenly, the dog let out a loud howl

. . . and took off running.

But that wasn’t the worst part.

The worst part was that the leash

wasn’t hooked to the dog’s collar like it

should have been. In the next instant, the

leash was no longer connected to the collar!

“Oh no!” Freddie cried.

Buddy had gotten loose!
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Freddie, Chipper, and Darla broke into a

run.

“We’ve got to catch him!” Freddie

shouted as he ran. “We have to catch him

before something happens to him!”

Up ahead, the dog was running as fast

as he could. Then, he turned into a yard,

and vanished on the other side of the

house.

Freddie, Chipper, and Darla kept
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running until they saw Buddy. The dog had

stopped near a flower garden, sniffing the

plants.

“Buddy!” Freddie called. “Stay,

Buddy, stay!”

The dog looked at the three first

graders, wagged his tail, then turned and ran

off in the other direction.

Frustrated, the three kept going.

“We’ve got to catch him!” Darla

huffed, as she ran. “That man is going to be

really mad at us if we lose his dog!”

“We won’t lose him,” Freddie panted.

“Just keep running!”

The dog vanished behind yet another

house. Freddie, Chipper, and Darla cut

through a yard . . . and were relieved to see

Buddy standing near the side of a house,

beneath a ladder.
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The side of the house was half

painted, and there was an open can of paint

at the top of the ladder.

Buddy was right beneath it.

Freddie, Chipper, and Darla stopped

dead in their tracks.

Buddy was sniffing the ground,

unaware of the three children standing in

the grass on the other side of the yard.

“Buddy!” Freddie called out. “Come

here, Buddy! Come on, boy!”

Suddenly, the dog raised his head,

turned, and looked at the three.

He wagged his tail.

“Come on, Buddy! Get a move on!”

Darla called.

The dog got a move on, all right.

He bumped into the ladder, which

tipped over the can of paint!

Freddie, Chipper, and Darla gasped.
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Chipper covered his eyes with his

hands.

Darla shrieked, and covered her

mouth with her hands.

Freddie’s jaw dropped.

The paint was going to spill all over the dog!






