by
Graham Storrs
SMASHWORDS EDITION
* * * * *
PUBLISHED BY:
Graham Storrs on Smashwords
Hangin’ With the Monkeys
Copyright © 2010 by Graham Storrs
All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.
Smashwords Edition License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.
* * * * *
I’d like to thank my wife, Christine, for encouraging and supporting me in writing this story – most of all, for laughing in the right places. And, of course, my dog, Bertie, who is not entirely unlike the hero in this tale.
* * * * *
* * * * *
OK, so I hang with the monkeys. You know, the humans. Lots of dogs do. The monkeys are all nuts and they do weird stuff, but I kind of like them, and they give me food.
There's three of them. Big Ape is enormous, sort of gruff and loud. He thinks he's boss but he isn't. The real boss is Alpha Female. She's my favourite. I get most of my food from her.
Then there's a little one I call Monkey Girl. She's always grabbing my fur, or trying to sit on my back. She's pretty quick but I can usually avoid her.
“I'm going to save the planet,” Monkey Girl said the other day. Yeah, I can tell what they're saying, but it never makes any sense. Know what I mean? They might as well just go “meow, meow,” like a stupid cat.
“Come on, Bertie,” she said, heading out the door. That's me. They all call me Bertie because they can't seem to learn my real name, no matter how many times I tell them. Anyway, if she was going off somewhere, I was going too. This dog does not stay at home when there's stuff going down!
She walked and walked and walked. At first I amused myself running around her and jumping up at her. I love jumping. Then I just sort of trudged along, hoping something a bit more exciting was going to happen soon. She walked all the way to the park and then right across the park to the scruffy bit. There the grass is long and you can smell all the little things that have scurried past.
We came to a small creek with steep banks and I jumped straight in. I love jumping in water.
“You can make electricity from flowing water,” Monkey Girl said.
Yeah, whatever. I leapt up the bank, water flying everywhere, and shook myself right next to her. The monkeys love that. It makes them jiggle and squeal.
“Bertieeee!” she shouted. I looked at her, but she didn't have any food, so I went off to jump in the water again.
Next time I looked she was crawling under a bridge. Well, more of a big old pipe, really, running under a footpath. She was saying something about the water being faster there and it would make her torch light up. I don't know. The monkeys talk like that all the time, it's hardly worth listening.
From inside the pipe, she shouted. Shouting is good. It means something interesting is going on. So I trotted over to have a look.
Monkey girl was in the pipe with her foot jammed into a crack. She pulled at it and yelled. Don't ask me why. They do stuff like that. I went over and licked her face and it made her squirmy and cross. She seemed pretty focused on that foot in the crack, so I snatched the hat off her head and ran away with it. It's great when I grab something off one of the monkeys. I just love it.
The hat smelled of Monkey Girl and I sat in the park for a while and chewed it. Which reminded me, it was getting on for lunchtime. So I set off home.
I trotted into the kitchen with my Monkey Girl hat just so everyone could see what a fine hunter I was. Well, roll me over and rub my belly! Instead of the usual fussing, Alpha Female started running about and shouting, “Where's Kathy? Where's Kathy?” (That's Monkey Girl's other name.)
Then Big Ape got in on the act. He bent down to me and said, “Take us to Kathy, there's a good dog. Show us where she is, boy.”
I like it when Big Ape gets up close. He's got this thing that hangs on his face, made of hard, shiny stuff. He calls it his “specs”. He got so close, I could push my nose into his specs. So I did. Which made him jump up and pull his specs off and rub them with a cloth. He growled and said, “Why does that stupid dog always do that?” Which made my tail wag.
After that, we all ran outside and ran up and down shouting Monkey Girl's name. Big Ape kept asking me if we were near her. “Is this where she is, boy?” he'd say? Well, duh! Anyone could see she was nowhere in sight! But I suppose it was one of their funny games, so I joined in and ran around in circles with them for a while. I even shouted a bit, just to be sociable.
When I got bored with that, I sat for a while and watched them running around. Then I went off to see Monkey Girl again in case she had something else I could grab.
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