THE VILLAGER | FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 20, 2013 1!

-

PH: 330.527.5761 | FAX: 330.527.5145

2 Puppy Tails
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As the moon goes to bed, the sun comes up

And here we meet a sleepy pup,

Who was walking through G-ville one bright sunny
day,

Then saw The Villager and decided to stay.

All that hard work made Doodle Dog quite tired
so he decided he wasn’t going to go too very far from
home today, at least not for a little while. The impromptu
detour had been fun and all, in its own way, but there is
so much else to see and Doodle Dog didn’t want to be
sidetracked for too long. That is, until something else
interesting or intriguing happened to distract him along
his path! Taking one step ata time, the floppy-eared puppy
slowly made his way down the sidewalk, enjoying the
light breeze fluttering over his nose, cooling his forehead
and tickling his ears. He knew just where he could go
to take several journeys and explore endlessly without
moving his paws from one spot.

Soon Doodle Dog turned the corner to the library
and slipped in the open door as a lady stepped outside.
The little girl keeping pace beside her smiled brightly
at the floppy-eared puppy from just over the tippy top
of a stack of colorful books in her arms, so many piled
up that she had to stretch a bit to peek out over the small
slightly-wobbly tower. Following her mother, the little
girl disappeared down the street as Doodle Dog quickly
disappeared into the foyer of the library, anarrow hallway
which soon opened up into an enormous cave of books.
Seemingly endless rows of multihued bindings called out
tothe curious floppy-eared puppy, their pages protectively
housing the everlasting stories between the covers. So
many beautiful books to distract an explorer, but Doodle
Dog knew exactly which one he wanted to find today.

There! Right near the bottom, perfectly kid-level
and doggie-level too, the vibrant blue the color of the
summer sky waved to him from the bookcase like an old
friend gleeful at its visitor’s arrival. Doodle Dog gently
nudged the soft book from its keeping-place and let it
plop carefully to the carpet in front of him. The book
opened to the first page and the story began, but Doodle
Dog didn’t need the words to know what it said — he
knew this tale by heart. Looking at the brilliant pictures,
the floppy-eared puppy lightly pushed each page with
his nose and listened in his mind as his memory told
him the story:

“As the moon goes to bed, the sun wakes up And
here we meet a sleepy pup Looking forward to a bright
fun day New places to see, new chances to play Doodle
Dog gets the morning news, Then sometimes takes an
afternoon snooze Lazily the clouds float by Fluffy white
against blue sky Hide and Seek count three-two-one
Doodle Dog jumps and Doodle Dog runs Until at the
end of the sidewalk can be found Paw prints in the green,
green grass and the dirt so brown Doodle Dog loves to
go for a walk And always makes sure to stop and talk
To the butterflies and the bees, To the flowers and all
the trees Then every night before it grows dark, Doodle
Dog says a “goodnight” bark As the sun goes to bed,
the moon wakes up And tucks in safely a drowsy pup
Tomorrow is a bright new day With new places to see,
new chances to play This is the beginning, it’s not the
end. Won’t you be Doodle Dog’s friend?”

The vivid sky blue of the back cover tucking the
story closed, the floppy-eared puppy tilted the book
upright and propped it against the bookcase. Perhaps he
would leave it out for a bit in case someone else wanted
to find it. There were more pictures to see and stories
to read — Doodle Dog figured it would take his entire
lifetime to explore even one section of the neverending
collection. In fact, it was times like these that Doodle
Dog nearly wished he was a cat... then he’d have nine
lifetimes to read all those books!

But no matter how many other delicious choices his
imagination would have a chance to happily devour, the
floppy-eared puppy would always come back to his very
favorite tale: the one about a curious floppy-eared puppy
who loves to explore. And so, true to the legend set before
him, Doodle Dog scampered off to the far reaches of
the cavernous interior of the library, covered as distant
as his eye, and imagination, could see with myths and
fairytales and true stories, too, just waiting to whisk
him away to another distant land and then another, all
without ever leaving his cozy little spot!



