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The wind blew stronger than most days which made Geoffrey’s job especially 

difficult. His great brown paws struggled on a normal day to grab the clothing without 

shredding them to pieces, but now they flapped and flopped in the wind and if he wasn’t 

careful when he lifted a peg the clothing would fly away into their ranch, over their fence and 

gone like a tumbleweed constantly tumbling forever.  

Geoffrey held down the clothing and pulled the pegs off and let them drop to the 

ground. He looked away to avoid a sight of such untidiness. He then grabbed the shirt and 

folded it as it flapped between his arms and walked over to his basket and quickly lifted a 

small log which held down the pile of clothing he had already collected and placed the shirt 

on top of that pile and pressed the log back down. He then returned back to the clothesline.  
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Over by the veranda the backdoor swung open with is unmistakable creak and out 

stood Gus dressed in his finest burgundy suit and flat cap peering over the ramp with his arms 

on his hips. Young he was, but his scruffy sailor like beard added age to his face. ‘You’ve 

been out here for half the hour,’ he yelled.  

‘These paws weren’t meant for such delicate tasks,’ Geoffrey yelled back as he 

struggled to hold down yet another shirt. Such a sight to behold a brown bear bent over a 

clothesline half his size. Or was it because that same bear sported a clean white shirt with the 

sleeves rolled up and a forest green vest with a golden pocket watch tucked away in its 

sleeve. Probably both.  

Gus couldn’t take the sight any longer and marched down the ramp to the clothesline, 

his arms swayed with a cocky arrogance. ‘Here,’ he said, ‘it ain’t no rocket science.’ He 

pulled two pegs from a dress and turned and chucked them into the peg basket. Geoffrey 

watched the dress fly off the clothesline and tumble through their yard and over their wired 

fence by the time Gus turned around. ‘Where’d it go?’ he asked.   

Geoffrey wacked Gus on the back of his head. ‘You bloody fool.’ 

‘Ow!’ Gus ducked and turned around to faced Geoffrey, ‘you don’t know your own 

strength you big brown…’ he shook his head and rubbed it, ‘…bugger you.’  

Geoffrey looked up to the sky and closed his eyes and sniffed. His big wet nostrils 

opened and closed, attracting all types of aromas Gus’s mere little human nose could only 

hope to. Geoffrey looked to Gus, ‘it’s going to rain.’  

‘You said that yesterday and it’s been nothing but blue skies and sunshine,’ said Gus. 

‘It’s even stronger than yesterday,’ said Geoffrey, ‘we only have a few hours.’  

Gus looked around, ‘I don’t see no clouds.’  

‘Won’t take long for them to gather. Quick, grab the rest of the guests clothing and 

leave ours for the morrow.’  
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Gus walked around the clothesline and grabbed each piece he could find – even he 

struggled to keep them down. ‘This wind might ruin tonight’s gathering,’ he said. Gus 

walked over and quickly dumped his pile into the basket and Geoffrey held them down with 

his log. He began counting the pile. He frowned. ‘What’s wrong?’ Gus asked… 

‘Miss daisy’s dress,’ he said going through the pile. 

‘You sure you haven’t missed it?’ 

Geoffrey raised a brow at Gus.  

‘Well it ain’t on the clothesline…’   

Geoffrey lifted through each piece he had folded, ‘I haven’t brought in her dress yet. 

It’s white with yellow daisies.’ 

Gus looked around, ‘I can’t see nothin’.’  

Geoffrey lifted his head from the basket and turned to Gus who was already looking 

at him with a pale face. ‘Oh, damn it, Geoffrey, why’d you let it fly off!’  

‘Me? You took it off the bloody line!’ Geoffrey stepped away from the basket and 

looked over in the direction the dress had flown in. Gus walked up and stood next to him, 

looking in the same direction. ‘You know that things gone.’  

Geoffrey sniffed, ‘Unfortunately.’  

# 

Gus slowly treaded up to the door and knock softly three times. ‘Come in,’ said Miss 

Daisy. Her sweet southern drawl made Gus bend at the knees – he already felt his cheeks go 

red. He opened the door and saw her at her desk. She had been writing in her notebook and 

now looked out the window beside her. She turned to see Gus standing by the door. He took 

his cap off and held if in front of him, ‘I’m sorry to disturb you, Miss.’ 

‘You ain’t disturbing none,’ she smiled.   

He felt his cheeks burn, ‘I, uh, Geoffrey and I need to go out for a while,’ he said.  
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She titled her head – still smiling. ‘You don’t need to ask me for permission.’  

‘Oh, no, um…’ Gus chuckled, ‘I was just seeing if you needed anything. That’s all.’ 

He looked away from her gaze and felt his cheeks cool a little. He turned to see if she was 

still looking, but she now gazed at the view from her window and pondered. He too 

pondered, not by his own question, but at her golden hair that curled upon her bare shoulders 

and down her – ‘oof! Hey!’ 

‘Coming through!’ Geoffrey walked in backwards with his massive rump, bumping 

Gus as he did. 

‘Watch it!’ Gus slapped Geoffrey’s rump with his cap.  

‘Some tea,’ Geoffrey brought over a tray to Miss Daisy and placed it beside her. 

‘Sugar and milk, just as you like it.’  

Miss Daisy gave Geoff a little scratch behind the ears. ‘Oh, you are one charming 

bear, Geoffrey. I could get used to this kind hospitality.’  

‘We much adore yours, Miss Daisy.’  

Gus watched the two smile and giggle at each other. ‘Yes!’ he said a little louder than 

he wanted to. ‘I mean… you should stay as long as you like. Plus, we have the concert 

tonight so…’ he squeezed his cap in his hands, twisting it.  

Miss Daisy poured some tea into her cup and stirred it with a spoon. She lifted the cup 

and took a sip and smiled, ‘Mm, I think I will just stay a while longer.’  

Gus clapped his hands, ‘Brilliant!’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ Geoff nodded with his big head and nose. He grabbed out his pocket watch 

and checked the time. ‘Miss Daisy, Gus and I will be taking leave for the afternoon.’ 

‘Yes, Gus kindly told me.’ She sipped her tea.  

‘We will go by the village and pick up some things on our way home. You sure there 

isn’t something we can get you?’  
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‘No, no, I’ve got all I need. Some lovely tea and an even lovelier view.’  

Geoffrey waved his paw, ‘Oh stop it,’ he chuckled.   

Gus looked at Geoff and tilted his head. ‘I guess we better be off.’ He put his hand 

behind Geoffrey and led him out of the room. He then grabbed the door handle and got 

another look at Miss Daisy as he closed the door. She caught his gaze and smiled, ‘you come 

straight back before it’s dark. Wouldn’t want to miss this great concert of yours.’  

Gus nodded, ‘I’ve got a song written just for you, Miss Daisy.’  

# 

You could hear the banging from the study, the swearing from the living room, but 

this was as normal as a bed to sleep in at the Old Blue House. When Gus and Geoffrey 

entered the kitchen, they stood and listened to their chef, Oliver, a one-eyed Scottish wildcat 

chopping potatoes while verbally assaulting a beaver. ‘You call these fuckin’ potatoes?’ the 

wildcat asked.  

‘I wouldn’t describe them with that adjective.’ The beaver hunched, ready for 

something to be thrown at him.  

‘Don’t be smart with me, lassy,’ Oliver waved the knife he was holding, ‘I keep ye in 

business, so when I ask for goddamn potatoes, I want big, golden, fuckin’ nuggets!’ He 

stabbed the knife into the chopping board.  

‘Don’t be so harsh, Oliver, he’s doing his best.’ Gus entered the kitchen and sat on a 

stool. He grabbed an apple, but Oliver quickly snatched it from his grasp.  

 ‘I’m saving these for dessert,’ Oliver placed the apple back on top of the pile and 

went back to his potatoes. ‘Plus, my liquor is almost gone. I need it for the main.’  

Geoffrey gave Gus a look, Gus frowned back.  

‘The town has been struggling for some time now,’ said the Beaver. ‘Not just with 

Potatoes, but all sorts of produce. We haven’t seen a Carrot in three months!’  
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‘If I ever catch whoever been takin’ more than he is owed I’ll rip his bloody tongue 

out.’ Oliver said as he washed and chopped the potatoes. He picked a tiny small spud up and 

inspected it, ‘how is this supposed to soak up the flavors of me broth, hmm?’ He threw it into 

his pot of water. 

‘We’ll get you more of what you need, just give us a list,’ said Gus.  

‘Where you two off to? A little bit late seemin’ we have our dinner, tonight.’  

‘Gus lost Miss Daisies dress,’ said Geoffrey.  

Gus gave Geoffrey a look.  

Oliver chuckled, ‘not the first dress you’ve lost, aye mister Anderson?’ 

Gus shook his head, ‘not like that you pervert. The wind took it.’  

‘The wind took it! Oh, fuck me! I better hold on to my knickers in case they blow 

away!’ Oliver laughed and so did the Beaver. Oliver looked at the beaver and frowned and 

the beaver stopped laughing.  

Gus looked around at the jokers, ‘hardy-ha-ha, well I guess we’re off now. Toodaloo.’  

Oliver pointed to Geoffrey, ‘there’s a list beside ye, take it. It’s got everything I need.’  

Geoffrey picked it up and studied it and nodded. ‘Do you have everything for 

tonight?’ 

‘Tonight’s good. But we’ll need to start stocking for winter.’  

Geoffrey tucked the list away in his front pocket. He looked over to Gus, ‘off we go.’ 

Gus stood from his chair and the two of them walked to the door.  

‘Hey!’ Oliver called out and Gus turned around, ‘if the winds blowin’ a little too hard, 

just grab onto the nearest tree. But hold on tightly, we don’t want ye blowin’ away.’    
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# 

Geoffrey took the list from his pocket and gave it to Miss Abraham. You could not 

find a more convenient store than Miss Abraham’s Convenient Corner Store. Food, Textiles, 

Soil, Carpentry, tools, anything in need found in one location. They say you could build a 

house from scratch and feed a family of four by just purchasing everything from her very 

own store. Gus and Geoffrey had found that to be true and multiplied that rule as they had 

been able to feed guests and maintain the old blue house for years. ‘Is this all you need?’ 

Miss Abraham asked.  

‘For now, but we are just making a pit stop.’ Geoffrey watched Gus who was looking 

around in the store.  

Miss Abraham adjusted her glasses. ‘Where are you two going?’  

Gus grabbed an orange from a stack and admired it and placed it back on top of the 

pile which tumbled and drop a few oranges onto the ground. Gus fumbled and tried to stop 

them from falling. Geoffrey looked back to Miss Abraham, ‘let’s say we’re going on an 

adventure.’  

As they existed the shop, a voice came from a window above. ‘Gus! Up here!’ Gus 

and Geoffrey turned around to see Samantha Ireland waving from her apartment window.  

‘Hello there, Miss Ireland.’ Gus waived back.  

‘It’s good to see you both. What brings you two to town?’  

‘An adventure,’ Geoffrey replied.  

‘Oh,’ said Samantha Ireland. ‘I thought you’d be coming to give forgiveness for not 

calling me for the past two weeks.’  

Geoffrey looked over to Gus. ‘Uh,’ Gus said, ‘we’ve been very busy…’  

Miss Ireland scoffed. 

‘No, it’s true! We’re trying to find out where all the missing vegetables are!’  
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Miss Ireland looked over to Geoffrey and he nodded. ‘Well, okay then,’ she said. 

‘Good luck. Miss Abraham’s been most worried this past month. I’m afraid we won’t have 

enough for winter.’  

‘Don’t you worry, Miss. We will find it,’ said Geoffrey. ‘In fact, why don’t you take 

your mind off it. Come to ours, tonight, and enjoy the concert. Gus has written a new song as 

well!’ Gus shot Geoffrey a stern look. ‘I believe he may have written it just for you, Miss.’  

Miss Ireland placed her hand to her chest, ‘Oh, my. That’s all I been waitin’ to hear.’  

Gus smiled, though barely. ‘I hope you like it.’ He took off his hat and bowed, ‘we 

best be off.’  

Geoffrey waved his paw and turned with Gus and went on their way. Miss Ireland 

waved a white cloth pulled from her chest, ‘good luck!’ she cried out.  

 

# 

 

Geoffrey and Gus followed the windy, bumpy foot path which led them in the 

direction the dress had blown in. The path was long, and Geoffrey found it more comfortable 

to walk on all four paws. Gus struggled to keep up, taking long steps which made him look 

like he was marching out of time. They hadn’t talked since leaving town, which was fine for 

Gus after Geoffrey’s atrocious behavior. ‘Slow down,’ Gus said.  

‘Keep up,’ said Geoffrey.  

Gus walked up over a rather large rock and jumped down, ‘I know you’re annoyed at 

me.’ Geoffrey continued forward. Gus waited for a reply but got none. He ran to catch up 

with Geoffrey and got in front of him. ‘What’s wrong, pussycat?’ Geoffrey ignored Gus and 

kept on walking and Gus had to quickly dodge the four-hundred-pound bear. Gus stopped 

and stood still, ‘you’re acting quite childish.’  
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Geoffrey stopped for a moment. He turned around, ‘me?’  

Gus puffed up his chest. ‘Yes. You.’ Geoffrey shook his head and turned around. Gus 

frowned, ‘wait! Tell me why you did what you did back in town.’  

Geoffrey turned back around and sat on the ground with a big thump. ‘What? Tell the 

truth.’  

‘You know very well that wasn’t the truth. The song is for Miss Daisy, not Miss 

Ireland.’  

‘And what will this song do?’  

‘If the song does what it does than maybe Miss Daisy will want to spend a little more 

time with me.’ Geoffrey shook his head at Gus. ‘Since when did you become the all-mighty 

righteous one? So what if I like her.’ 

‘If you got to know her for just an ounce of a second you’d know that’s not what she 

wants.’  

Gus put his hands on his hips, ‘why is that?’  

Geoffrey tilted his head, ‘for starters she has a partner.’  

Gus stepped back. He frowned, then shook his head. He looked around for a bit, 

thinking. ‘Huh,’ he said and smiled and shrugged with arms wide open. ‘What are we doing 

then? Let’s go home! We’ve got a concert to put on.’ Gus turned around and started to walk 

but he quickly noticed Geoffrey hadn’t followed suit. He turned and made his way back to 

Geoffrey and stood right in front of him. ‘What?’  

‘I don’t like what you’re becoming, Gus. I rarely see the kid I met on the Proud Mary 

all those years ago.’  

Gus straightened himself. ‘That kid is all grown up. Besides, we came here for the 

same reasons. Don’t put yourself on a pedestal Mr. Leave His Family Behind.’ Even Gus felt 

the sting of his words. He could clearly see it do damage on Geoff, who held his head down. 
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‘Geoffrey…’ Gus placed his hand on the bears massive shoulder. ‘I’m sorry. You know I 

didn’t mean it.’ Geoffrey kept his head down. ‘You and I, we enjoy different things. We do 

things differently. That’s why we work so well together. You enjoy the afternoon sun laid 

back with a glass of ice cool lemonade in your paw. Me? I enjoy…’ the words couldn’t seem 

to find Gus’s lips. He thought hard about it. What did he like? What did he want? ‘You’re 

right,’ Gus said, ‘maybe I have taken a few wrong steps. But believe me, I’m happier now 

than the kid you met on that boat.’ Geoffrey looked up and checked Gus’s face. The words 

seemed to convince Gus more than Geoffrey.  

‘Okay then,’ Geoffrey nodded, ‘let’s go find that dress.’ Geoffrey picked himself up, 

shook the dirt off his rumpus and continued along the windy path. Gus stood and thought. He 

then nodded to himself. He looked up and ran over and caught up with the bear.  

 

# 

 

Luckily for the both of them, Geoffrey was born a bear. His nose could pick up smells 

and scents from towns apart. He had told Gus they were getting closer, but as they did, 

Geoffrey picked up another scent, one more tasteful and sweet much like the scent that 

covered Miss Daisy’s dress. As they continued to walk down the windy path, Gus picked up 

on it as well. ‘Bloody hell,’ he sniffed the air, ‘don’t tell me you don’t smell that?’ 

‘Indeed,’ said Geoffrey. 

‘Why didn’t you say anything?’  

‘I was hoping it came from somewhere further than the dress, but,’ Geoffrey closed 

his eyes and took in his surroundings taking big deep breaths through his nostrils. He shook 

his head, ‘they’re starting to mix. I can’t tell them apart anymore. I think they’re in the same 

location.’ Geoffrey looked around. Surrounding them were fields of green, and further 
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beyond, hills of green. In the corner of his eye, Geoffrey saw further ahead a tall thick tree 

standing slightly curved on top of a hill. He pointed his nose towards it and sniffed, the scent 

was red hot. ‘C’mon,’ he said, ‘I’ve found it.’  

As the pair made their way through the field and closer to the tree, they saw 

something unusual. Surrounding the tree was holes of different sizes. Some were filled with 

dirt and some still opened. They stopped in front of one hole wide enough to fit Geoffrey. 

‘What do you think?’ Gus asked.  

‘Looks like burrows to me, but why so many?’ Geoffrey said as he rubbed his chin 

between his thumb and finger.  

Gus slowly approached the unusually big hole and stopped at the edge and turned to 

Geoffrey. ‘Well?’ 

Geoffrey tilted his head. ‘Well what?’ 

Gus nodded his head towards the hole, ‘you go down and check it out.’  

Geoffrey shook his head. ‘No, sir, I am not going down there. You’re small, you’ll fit 

easy.’  

‘Yeah, small enough for whatever’s down there to eat me in one go!’  

‘Eat who?’ A big grey round head with big long floppy ears popped out from the hole. 

Gus jumped backward and fell onto his bottom. ‘Chungus!’ he said. 

‘That’s Big-Chungus to you,’ the chubby grey face said. His eyes glowed yellow and 

red as if he hadn’t slept for days.   

Gus picked himself up and patted away the dirt from his cheeks.   

‘Big-Chungus. Emphasis on the big.’ Big-Chungus twitched his nose. ‘What brings 

my rowdy friends to my humble abode?’  

‘Well,’ Gus walked over to Geoffrey and stood by him… just slightly behind. ‘We 

lost an item of one of our guest’s, and this guest is very important, so we’re looking for it.’ 
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Big-Chungus rubbed his forehead with both paws. ‘You’re going to need to speak a 

little slower.’  

‘Uh,’ Gus looked at Geoffrey, ‘we lost a –’ 

‘I heard you the first time, snowflake.’ Big-Chungus spoke with a small slur as if he’d 

been drinking and swayed slightly unable to keep up straight. He must have been drinking. 

Gus took note of this and yelled, ‘we lost our guest’s dress!’ Big-Chungus fell backward and 

hit his head, ‘Ouch,’ he rubbed the back of his head, ‘this is why I don’t visit your quarters 

anymore.’  

‘You don’t visit because we banned you, remember?’ Gus crossed his arms.  

Big-Chungus turned his head, ‘oh yeah!’ he chuckled, ‘she was a funny cat.’  

‘He,’ Gus said, ‘and what you did to him was not nice.’ Gus looked over to Geoffrey 

who hadn’t said a word since Big-Chungus showed his face. ‘What’s with you?’  

‘Don’t you smell it?’  

Big-Chungus put his hand up. ‘Guilty as Charged. I only bathe in chocolate – its 

amazing on the fur.’ He said as he caressed his arms.  

Gus noted the yellow sleeve stretched around Big-Chungus’s chubby arm. ‘Lift your 

arm again.’  

Big-Chungus did as he was asked, posing left and right as if he was a model. ‘You 

like what you see?’  

‘Stop!’ Gus pointed at the fat rabbit and walked up close to him. Big-Chungus only 

showed his face but Gus could see enough to know those yellow daisies printed around his 

shoulders. ‘That’s her dress! That’s Miss Daisies dress!’ He stopped and looked at Big-

Chungus blankly. ‘Why are you wearing her dress?’  

Big-Chungus frowned, ‘I’m not wearing her dress.’  
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‘Yes, you are,’ Gus bent down and tried to lift the rabbit’s arm up. Big-Chungus 

didn’t like that and threw karate chops at Gus. ‘Stop, hey!’ Gus said as he out maneuvered 

Big-Chungus’s flabby arms.  

‘Don’t touch me peasant,’ said Big-Chungus as he chopped and swung at Gus. They 

went back and forth, going nowhere until Geoffrey finally had enough. He took one deep 

breath and stormed up to Big-Chungus and wrapped his arms under the rabbit, hugging him. 

Big-Chungus responded, ‘Oh. Hello there,’ and Geoffrey lifted the great beast up from the 

burrow with all the strength he could muster. Big-Chungus slowly rose from the hole and 

revealed to Gus’s eyes the yellow daisy dress the had walked miles for stretched around Big-

Chungus’s enormous body. Suddenly, Big-Chungus stopped rising and made a big phump! 

Geoffrey fell backwards knocking over Gus in the process.  

They sat back up and both stared at the awkward sight of the fat rabbit with a yellow 

daisy dress stretched over him. He was stuck halfway in his burrow. Big-Chungus put his 

paws to his curvy hips. ‘Well, shit.’  

 

# 

 

‘I think I broke my back,’ Geoffrey stood bent over trying to straighten his back. 

‘You think you’ve got it bad?’ Big-Chungus tried twisting left and right but the 

bottom half of his stomach, all the way to his legs, were consumed by his burrow.  

‘Hey, hey, hey! You’re stretching the dress!’ Gus had already picked himself up and 

brushed himself off. He studied Big-Chungus, pacing around him, looking up and down, not 

knowing what he was looking for but knowing he had to get that dress off that big fat blob.  

‘Why do you care so much about this dress?’ Big-Chungus bent down and met Gus 

face to face, ‘is it yours?’  
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‘No, you fool. It one of our guest’s.’  

‘So?’  

‘So?!’  

Big-Chungus folded his arms. ‘Just say you lost it.’  

‘You wouldn’t understand.’ Gus bent down to the ground, he couldn’t find the edge of 

the burrow, Big-Chungus’s gut spilled too far over he almost looked as if he was melting.  

He twitched his nose, ‘As a lover of women and the women a lover of me, I’m going 

to give you a little something called advice: all you need to be is smooth and cunning, they 

won’t care. Just use your charm. And that ain’t no small advice – that’s some Big-Chungus 

advice.’ Big-Chungus saluted Gus.  

‘No need to teach him that,’ Geoffrey said. He lay on the ground on his back trying to 

straighten it.  

‘You shut up,’ Gus put his hands to his hips, ‘why the hell are you wearing the dress 

anyway?’  

Big-Chungus puffed his chest out, ‘because I can.’ He looked over to Gus who raised 

a brow. ‘Fine,’ said Big-Chungus, ‘I like it. It makes me feel pretty.’  

‘I can’t believe this,’ Gus muttered to himself. He walked over to check on Geoffrey, 

‘you alright?’ 

Geoffrey stood up with a grunt, ‘I’ll be fine.’ He looked over to Big-Chungus who 

stared blankly at the pair. The dress seemed as if it was about to burst open. Geoffrey looked 

back to Gus, ‘maybe we should call it quits.’ 

‘I can’t go to her empty handed,’ said Gus.  

Geoffrey put his paw on top of Gus’s shoulder, ‘I’ll tell her I lost it. She won’t get 

mad at me. Look at the thing, even if we got it back it wouldn’t fit her. Wouldn’t fit five of 
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her.’ Gus looked at the dress once more. Geoffrey was right, even if they could get it off him, 

it wouldn’t be the same.  

‘Alright,’ Gus nodded, ‘let’s go home. We have a concert to start!’ Gus lifted his leg 

ready to march on home, but Geoffrey stopped Gus with his paw. Gus frowned at Geoffrey 

who nodded towards Big-Chungus. Gus looked over to the plump rabbit, he looked rather 

pathetic slumped and spilled over the hole wearing a yellow daisy dress too tight for his 

body. Gus rolled his eyes, ‘alright, let’s save the rabbit.’  

Geoffrey and Gus approached the rabbit with caution. Geoffrey rubbed his chin 

studying Big-Chungus. ‘We’re going to need pressure from both sides. I can wrap my arms 

around him and I’ll need you to go in underneath.’  

Gus nodded and turned, but Big-Chungus shook his head. ‘No, no, no don’t go down 

there.’ 

‘Hey, I don’t want to go down there, but we need to get you free.’  

‘Leave me in here, I’ll be fine.’  

Geoffrey patted Big-Chungus on the shoulder, ‘it’s fine friend.’ 

Big-Chungus slapped Geoffrey’s paw away, ‘don’t belittle me. I said don’t go down 

there, or else.’  

Gus marched over to the rabbit, ‘or else what?’ 

Big-Chungus bent over to meet Gus’s stare, ‘you’ll get the paws of fury.’  

Gus sighed. ‘Alright, well if you’re not going to listen…’ Gus grabbed Big-Chungus’s 

ears and started pulling with all his might. The rabbit screamed, ‘my money makers! Let go!’ 

Geoffrey rushed over to try and pull them apart.  

Watching from afar, for some time now, sat a black Labrador wearing a finely pressed 

blue uniform and on his chest a badge which read “Sherriff.” His head tilted and brow raised, 

he’d had seen enough, ‘what in the hell are you lot doing?’  
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The three stopped pulling and struggling and froze as if they were held at gun point. 

Gus let go of Big-Chungus’s ears and they snapped back like a rubber band. ‘Snowy!’ 

Geoffrey said, ‘how nice to see you. Not the sight you thought you’d catch us in,’ Geoffrey 

chuckled.  

‘No, I must admit it is not.’ Snowy tilted his head to the other side, ‘what are you 

three doing?’ 

‘Long story short we wanted to get our dress back which Big-Chungus here stole,’ 

said Gus. 

‘More given but whatever,’ Big-Chungus muttered to himself as he rubbed one of his 

soft floppy ears. 

‘And when we tried to get it back, big boy over here got stuck. So, we’re trying to get 

him out.’  

‘You’re forgetting the part that you two got me stuck,’ Big-Chungus yelled. 

‘That’s for stealing our dress!’ Gus yelled back. 

‘Why are you wearing a dress?’ snowy asked. 

‘Is it a crime for a male rabbit to wear a dress?!’ Big-Chungus’s eyes shone red with 

cracks glowing white.  

‘If it belongs to someone else then yes, yes it is.’ Snowy walked up to Big-Chungus 

and sniffed his stomach, he screwed up his face and shook his head. ‘As important as this 

dress situation is, I am here under different circumstances. As you three must know by now 

the county has been low on food supply for the past two months. The mayor has requested I 

investigate the matter.’ As Snowy talked, Big-Chungus’s cheeks slowly became red, which 

Snowy noted. ‘I have been doing random searches and interviews. And whilst doing so this 

lovely scent has led me here.’ Snowy looked Big-Chungus in the eyes who in return kept 
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looking side to side without moving his head, ‘I’m  going to ask once – what are you hiding 

under there?’ 

 

# 

 

Big-Chungus would not say a word. Snowy barked warnings of what he would do if 

he found out Chungus was withholding information from him. The rabbit kept his mouth 

shut, so Snowy asked Gus to go down into one of the burrows and check it out while he and 

Geoffrey kept eyes on Big-Chungus in case he slipped out of his hole.  

Gus hesitated at first but soon complied. He walked over to the nearest hole and 

hopped in. To Gus’s surprise the burrow was not dark and dreary but colourful and alive – it 

smelt like someone was cooking a warm summers roast. Big-Chungus had candles lit and 

hung on the walls, lighting the many pathways which led to who-knows-what. There were 

even signs above each hole which told you where each tunnel lead.  

Something caught the back of Gus’s eye. Photographs pinned on the wall behind him. 

Gus was surprised of the quality, photographs did not come cheap. Not in such clarity. He did 

not recognize who were in these photos, but he did recognize the background. 

Hollywoodland – the land of dreams. A slim, smiling rabbit graced each photo, his arm 

around either women, men, pigs and, or, cats. A carrot in one hand, a cigar in another. Gus 

had heard stories and rumors of days where Big-Chungus was not so big. Tales of a slim 

well-mannered rabbit but with a scheming side to him. The photos made Gus feel sad. The 

young rabbit looked so gleeful… so full of hope. He wondered, if this were Big-Chungus, 

what ever happened to that once insouciant rabbit? Eyes so clear and present, nothing like his 

now damaged yellow and reddish baked glare.  



A. A. Ferguson / All My Rowdy Friends / 18 

Gus turned away from the depressing thought and continued on with his mission. He 

followed the signs, checking out every living room, bathroom, bedrooms; how many rooms 

did one fat rabbit need? It all looked like a dead end until Gus came across one hall which 

was not lit by any candle. He felt his insides start to gurgle and become sluggish. Did he have 

to check this one out? All the other rooms looked fine. But Geoffrey’s damn voice spoke to 

him like an angel on his shoulder. Gus straightened his blazer and took a deep breath and 

marched down the tunnel. Quickly gathering speed, thinking if there were to be a monster 

they’ll be knocked over by his momentum.  

There was no monster, but a door Gus ran into which burst opened and Gus spilled 

over onto the floor. Gus looked up and saw the ungodly sight which lay upon him. The light 

of the room was so bright Gus’s face reflected a golden orange. He muttered to himself 

something more befitting of chef Oliver’s tongue, ‘fuck me…’  

Meanwhile, above the humble abode of Big-Chungus’s home, Snowy and Geoffrey 

sat in front of the rabbit who had his arms crossed. ‘Should I be concerned with how long 

Gus is taking?’ Snowy asked.  

‘You should be concerned with how you plan on getting me out of here. I can’t feel 

my fluffy feet. They’re my money makers.’ Big-Chungus said as he caressed one of his ears.  

‘I thought your ears were?’ Geoffrey asked. 

‘My whole body is my money maker!’ Big-Chungus yelled. 

‘If you’re innocent, I’ll dig you out. If not… I leave you in there and get my team to 

come arrest you.’  

Big-Chungus shook his head, ‘you know it’ll never last. Whatever you try and charge 

me with. I’m untouchable.’  

Geoffrey leaned over to Snowy, ‘someone thinks he’s above the law.’ He chuckled 

and so did Snowy.  
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Big-Chungus raised a brow and a cunning smirk, ‘of course I am…’ he spread his 

arms out and his ears straightened and stretched to the sky, ‘I am the mighty Big-Chungus! 

All bow before–’  

Gus’s head popped out from the burrow he entered. Snowy looked over to him, ‘and?’ 

Gus nodded and panted, ‘carrots… so many carrots.’  

Big-Chungus’s arms and ears dropped to the ground.  

 

# 

 

Geoffrey and Gus made their way back home in time for the concert. They invited 

Snowy to join and he happily accepted. The whole town had shown up, all ecstatic with their 

newly found food. Even the mayor had come to give his thanks.  

Everyone was seated outside where Geoffrey had covered the veranda with candle-

lights and vines which wrapped around the wooden posts. The guests sat around their tables 

dining, laughing, and sipping their drinks. Gus walked over to the table Geoffrey and Snowy 

were seated at. Snowy had his head down in his bowl, munching away at the food without 

lifting his head to take a breath. There was an empty chair next to Geoffrey. ‘This seat 

taken?’ Gus asked. Geoffrey smiled and patted the seat and Gus sat down. ‘Have you told her 

yet?’ Geoffrey asked.  

‘Just about. I wanted to say thank you. For, you know, waking me up.’  

Geoffrey smiled, ‘what do you mean?’ 

Gus looked down at his lap. ‘I guess I have lost my way a little over these past few 

years. I don’t know.’ Gus looked up to Geoffrey, ‘let’s just say I saw the future I was heading 

towards. I didn’t like it.’  
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Geoffrey chuckled, ‘you’re not him.’ He shook his head. ‘Nowhere close. You could 

never be him even if you tried.’  

Gus smiled. ‘Thanks, Geoffrey.’ They both hugged and laughed. Gus pulled back, 

‘and I didn’t mean what I said to you before. You did the right thing back then. If you didn’t, 

well, I wouldn’t have met my best friend.’ Geoffrey smiled and Gus could see his eyes start 

to water, which made Gus’s do the same. Geoffrey wiped his mouth with his serviette. ‘I 

think I need to go check on Oliver. He may have just sworn at the mayor.’ Geoffrey got up 

and left. Gus sat for a bit, taking in the moment. Snowy looked up from his bowl, his mouth 

covered in sauce. He liked his lips. ‘He gonna finish his dinner?’ Gus raised a brow. ‘Oh, I 

don’t care,’ Snowy said and slammed his face into Geoffrey’s bowl and munched away.  

Miss Daisy sat alone on a table near the stage where the band played an instrumental 

melody as she sipped on a glass of Champagne. She saw Gus approach, ‘well, well, well, I 

was wondering when I was gonna get the chance to talk to the marvelous detective.’ Gus 

smiled and sat in the chair next to her and crossed his legs, ‘All in a day’s work, I suppose.’ 

He stayed quiet. Enjoying her company, but he knew what he was really doing. He cleared 

his throat, ‘Miss Daisy I have something I need to tell you.’ She looked at him and smiled. 

The hopeful curiosity of her eyes made speaking the ever more difficult. That, and her 

southern drawl. ‘Miss Daisy, it was I who lost your dress. I was rushing my chores and, well,’ 

Gus shook his head, ‘I wasn’t thinking. I’ll reimburse you with the amount you paid for it.’  

She smiled, ‘no need. But you will come with me to pick out a new one tomorrow.’ 

Gus frowned, ‘you’re not mad?’  

She shook her head, ‘no. Snowy informed me with what happened. I believe Big-

Chungus, the fat rabbit who lives nearby, was wearing it?’  
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Gus looked at his shoe, ‘Yeah… that I can’t explain.’ They both laughed. She placed 

her hand on top of Gus’s wrist and squeezed it gently. ‘Thanks for telling me the truth. I do 

appreciate a man who’s honest.’  

Gus tipped his head to Miss Daisy like a cowboy tipping his hat. ‘Hey!’ Gus sat up. 

‘Why don’t you bring your partner here? I’m sure he’d love it.’ 

Miss daisy’s smile left her face, ‘oh, him,’ she said while studying her wine glass, 

‘too busy with showbiz. Hollywoodland is his real girlfriend.’  

Gus waved off the comment, ‘He’ll get over it. They eat you up and spit you out. 

He’ll come back to you in no time.’  

Miss Daisy took a sip of her champagne, ‘we’ll see.’ She patted Gus’s arm.  

‘Now will the King of Rock’n’Roll grace our stage?’ the drummer called out from the 

stage. 

‘That’s my que, wish me luck!’ Gus went to get up and Miss Daisy kissed him on the 

cheek. They shared a smile and a longing stare into each other’s eyes.  

 Gus made his way up onto the stage. He glanced over the crowd. Geoffrey up the 

back was giving him a thumb up. Snowy was still eating and Miss Daisy gave a “whoop!” 

The drummer started a boom-chicka-boom with the beat of his drum and the crowd started to 

clap along and slowly became faster and faster.  

‘Thank you all for coming!’ Gus said.  

A call came from the crowd. ‘Sing us something NEW!’ Gus followed the sound and 

saw Samantha Ireland sitting at a table holding a glass of wine, slightly swaying side to side. 

‘I’ve got something new just for you,’ Gus said. ‘In fact,’ Gus caught a glance of Geoffrey, 

‘this one’s for my friend.’ He looked over to Miss Daisy and then to Oliver and to Snowy. 

‘For all my rowdy friends! 

 ‘And a one and a two and a one, two, three, four -’  
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THE END (for now). 
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                            This is mostly a true story.

EXT. UNI PUB - DAY

AARON and JAMES, both early 20's, sit across from BIG-
CHUNGUS, MID 30's, heavily overweight and sports a bushy 
mustache.

Big-Chungus devours the fried food in front of him without 
taking a breath. A waiter places down a jug of coke, James 
goes to grab it, but Big-Chungus steals it from him and chugs 
it.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Tasty meal.

AARON
You can expect that every Friday.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Big-Chungus wants more.

JAMES
Desert?

BIG-CHUNGUS
Yes, but that doesn't quite satisfy my 
hunger.

AARON
We ordered you everything on the menu. 
Do you want to go to another 
restaurant?

BIG-CHUNGUS
Tempting.

JAMES
Mr. Chungus -

BIG-CHUNGUS
Please, it's Big-Chungus.

JAMES
(beat)

Big-Chungus... Aaron and I have 
exhausted our resources, so, unless 
you want dinner every Friday, why 
don't you ask us what you want from 
us?
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Big-Chungus stares at James and grabs hold of the jug of coke 
and chugs it until it is empty without looking away. He slams 
it down and then strokes his mustache and looks towards 
Aaron.

BIG-CHUNGUS
(beat)

I want your foxy sister.

AARON
(beat)

That's not going to happen.

BIG-CHUNGUS
I'll make it happen.

AARON
Uh, no you won't.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Big-Chungus makes things happen.

AARON
Agree to disagree.

BIG-CHUNGUS
I refuse.

AARON
What?

BIG-CHUNGUS
I refuse to agree to disagree.

JAMES
(to Aaron)

He's got you there.

AARON
(to James)

Can he do that?

BIG-CHUNGUS
Listen, Aaron, you have quenched my 
thirst, but I am starving. So I need 
to know, are willing to... satisfy my 
hunger.

AARON
(beat)

Big-Chungus, this is my sister you are
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talking about. I cannot simply tell 
her to go on a date, let alone make 
her.

Big-Chungus stands from his seat, he bumps the table with his 
stomach as he rises.

BIG-CHUNGUS
All you need to do is set it up, Big-
Chungus will take care of the rest.

James stands up with him.

JAMES
We will.

James shakes Big-Chungus's hand. Big-Chungus offers his hand 
to Aaron, who has sunk into his chair, but Aaron just looks 
at Big-Chungus's fat sausage fingers. James stares at Aaron 
until he reluctantly nods and shakes Big-Chungus's hand. The 
big fat man turns and waddles away.

James watches until Big-Chungus is gone, then he turns to 
Aaron.

AARON
She won't say yes.

JAMES
No, she won't. Unless there's 
something for her.

AARON
I doubt there is anything she would 
want so much that she would go on a 
date with the Big-Chungus to get it.

JAMES
There's always something.

(beat)
I heard he has enough power to change 
peoples grades.

AARON
Really? That might work.

JAMES
Well, lets pray shes in the mood for a 
bucket of fried food and the charms of 
Big-Chungus.
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EXT. UNIVERSITY COURT YARD - DAY

Aaron walks along a pathway up towards James who is standing 
across from JESS. They are suspiciously close to each other. 
Jess has her hands on her hips and is tapping her foot, she 
shakes her hand at James.

Aaron reaches the two and James points at him, Jess looks at 
Aaron and kicks him in the shin.

AARON
Ow! What-

JESS
You sold me to Big-Chungus?

AARON
Not sell, offer.

JESS
Oh, wow! I feel so much better now.

AARON
If it means anything to you, there's 
something in it for you as well.

JESS
Nothing could make me go on a date 
with that repulsive creep.

AARON
What if I told you he could bump your 
grades up?

Jess looks at James for confirmation, he nods.

JESS
And?

AARON
And a parking spot so close to the 
campus you could leave home five 
minutes to class and still be early.

Jess crosses her arms and taps her foot.

JESS
(beat)

I still can't believe you would sell 
me out like that.



                                                          5. 

Created using Celtx                                          

AARON
I didn't even-

Big-Chungus, driving a mini golf cart, toots the horn twice 
and runs over a small patch of flowers and turns and slams 
the cart to a stop in front of Aaron, Jess and James.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Oh you are such a cute little thing, 
aren't you?

BIG-CHUNGUS squeezes and almost pops out of the golf cart. He 
struts over to JESS.

BIG-CHUNGUS
You are everything and much more you 
foxy thing.

Big-Chungus goes to hug Jess but she puts her hand up.

JESS
I heard you can bump up grades.

BIG-CHUNGUS
I can do more than bump.

JESS
My Psych grade is starting to dip, I 
want it raised.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Done.

JESS
And the passes?

Big-Chungus pulls out two passes from the pocket of his pants 
and hands it to Aaron.

BIG-CHUNGUS
As promised.

Jess snatches them from Chungus's hand. She gives one to 
James and the other she slips into her back pocket.

AARON
What- that's mine! Jess!

JESS
Not anymore.
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BIG-CHUNGUS
(mockingly)

Sucks to be you, buddy-boy.

Big-Chungus again goes to hug Jess, but she stops him.

JESS
Careful.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Oh, I love a bit of tug-a-war. Yeah, 
baby!

Big-Chungus rubs his hands together and and licks his lips.

BIG-CHUNGUS
C'mon, baby. Lets go on the best date 
of your life.

Big-Chungus leads Jess over to the golf cart. He squeezes 
back into his seat with a little help from Jess, she then 
walks around to the passenger seat.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Uh-uh. The little ladies sit in the 
back. Want them to be safe.

Jess stares at Big-Chungus for a moment, then smiles, and 
then walks over and hops onto one of the back seats of the 
golf cart. She holds onto a bar for support as the cart 
heavily leans in Big-Chungus's favor. As they speed off, Jess 
smiles and waves at James, and then gives the middle finger 
to Aaron.

Aaron frowns and looks at James, then to Jess and then back 
to James.

INT. CAR-PARK - NIGHT

James drives into an empty car-park and chooses a spot. Aaron 
sits in the passenger seat looking out the window.

JAMES
C'mon, man, aren't you happy! We 
finally got this spot!

AARON
You did. And I lost two hundred 
dollars on food today because of 
Chungus. You owe me all of that now.

(beat)
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This was such a stupid idea.

JAMES
How? I see myself - and you - in the 
spot even teachers dream about!

Aaron doesn't answer, he just stares out the window. James 
notices this and nudges Aaron.

JAMES
C'mon, man, what's wrong?

Aaron continues to stare out the window. There are only a 
couple of cars parked and spread out along the parking lot. 
The space could easily fill a hundred cars, but it is nothing 
but empty.

Aaron gets out of the car and walks around for a bit, taking 
in his surroundings. He looks to his feet and shakes his head 
and chuckles to himself.

JAMES
What's so funny?

AARON
(beat)

Don't you see it? How long do you 
think Jess will date Chungus for. She 
will dump him or he will get bored. 
Either way, he's taking those passes 
back.

JAMES
That's when we make copies!

AARON
It's not about copies. Look around, 
don't you see it?

JAMES
What do you mean?

AARON
Why do you think so little people know 
about this place?

James looks around and then sighs. He shakes his head and 
chuckles the same way Aaron did.

JAMES
You're just jealous because Jess stole
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your parking ticket.

AARON
What?

JAMES
Forgive me but I seem to recall all 
the times you complained about never 
finding a park and how long it took 
for you to walk to school.

AARON
That doesn't matter now. All that 
matters is saving my sister from that 
fat man.

Aaron begins to march off.

JAMES
Aaron, Stop! Don't you think, maybe, 
she might be doing this for herself?

Aaron turns around to face James.

AARON
How would you know?

JAMES
You've heard her stress about her 
Psychology class. If she fails she 
will have to repeat, and they only do 
that class every first semester. It 
would be a whole year until she gets 
to start again.

Aaron considers James's words.

AARON
Why were you standing so close to her 
today.

JAMES
What?

AARON
Earlier, before she kicked me, you two 
were talking. But it wasn't casual.

JAMES
I don't know what you're going on 
about.
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AARON
You told her I sold her out but we 
both know you did it.

JAMES
Aaron, I beg you, I worked so hard to 
get this. Don't ruin a good thing.

AARON
James, nothing about that man is a 
good thing.

Aaron storms off and starts to run towards the exit.

JAMES
You don't understand! There's more to 
it!

But it was too late, Aaron had gone through the exit door. 
James screams then kicks his car wheel.

INT. UNI PUB - NIGHT

Big-Chungus eats away at the fried food in front of him. Jess 
watches in disgust.

Big-Chungus notices the waitress who walks by him.

BIG-CHUNGUS
(with his mouth full of food)

Have a look at her. That's one hot 
piece of ass.

(beat)
Mm-mm-mm. She would make a nice 
addition to my trio... but that would 
make four.

JESS
What are you talking about?

BIG-CHUNGUS
My trio of women. Big-Chungus only 
works in three's.

JESS
So you have two girlfriends?

BIG-CHUNGUS
Three including you. But the Big-C 
wants that waitress. Look's like 
Tina's getting her ass dumped.
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JESS
Chungus.

BIG-CHUNGUS
That's me, baby.

JESS
Have you been able to bump that grade 
up, yet?

BIG-CHUNGUS
It all depends how well you bump me 
tonight.

Jess chokes on her drink.

JESS
You said you would do it.

BIG-CHUNGUS
I did, but you said you would go on a 
date with me. Baby, a date with Big-
Chungus is a date that goes all the 
way.

JESS
You can shove it if that's what you 
think is going to happen.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Imma shove those parking tickets down 
the drain.

JESS
(mumbling)

It was never about parking tickets.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Whatcha say baby? Big-Chungus can't 
hear you.

JESS
The only reason James and Aaron 
approached you was because I sent 
them. I didn't realize how much my 
brother wanted parking spaces so badly 
he was happy to sell me off to you. No 
offence.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Offence taken. I recall James agreeing
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to the date. Your brother didn't seem 
like he wanted me to be happy.

JESS
James set up the date?

Before Big-Chungus could answer, James, rushes towards the 
table slightly panting.

JAMES
Hey, sorry to bother you guys, but has 
Aaron been around?

JESS
It was YOU who set up the date?

BIG-CHUNGUS
Baby, he couldn't have shook my hand 
faster if he'd tried.

JAMES
I... it's... it's just you were 
stressing so bad about your grade. I 
thought it was the only way.

JESS
You could've said no, I wouldn't have 
been mad.

BIG-CHUNGUS
How could you say no to this?

Big-Chungus spreads his arms out wide.

JESS
Easily.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Oi.

Then, out of nowhere, Aaron appears, running past tables and 
rushes towards the date.

AARON
Jess! Stop! You don't have to do this.

JESS
Aaron, it's all right.

Aaron reaches the table.
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AARON
No, it's not. I should have said no.

Jess grabs hold of Aaron's hand.

JESS
Don't worry, I know it wasn't you.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Big-Chungus is confused.

JESS
Date's over, Chungus.

AARON
Yeah, you can shove those deep fried 
carrots up your ass and beat it.

Big-Chungus stands from his chair. His gut hits the table, 
knocking Jess's drink all over her.

JESS
Are you serious?!

BIG-CHUNGUS
I'm seriously going to take back these 
passes.

JESS
Keep them.

BIG-CHUNGUS
(to Aaron)

And, boy, you better watch your mouth.

AARON
What, you gonna sit on me?

BIG-CHUNGUS
You son-of-a-bitch!

Big-Chungus slaps Aaron.

JESS
Hey!

Jess slaps Big-Chungus.

BIG-CHUNGUS
Oi!
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Big-Chungus back-hands Jess.

JAMES
You fat bastard!

James attempts to shove Chungus, but he doesn't move an inch. 
Big-Chungus shoves him back and James crashes over the table 
next to him.

Jess grabs Big-Chungus's pint of beer and throws it in his 
face.

BIG-CHUNGUS
My eyes!

Big-Chungus stumbles backwards and collides with the waitress 
behind him. They both fall over, the waitress lands stomach 
first and Big-Chungus lies with his back on top of her.

BIG-CHUNGUS
My back!

WAITRESS
I can't... breathe. Help.

INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Jess and Aaron both stand next to James who lies in a 
hospital bed. A doctor stands on the other side.

DOCTOR
He's got a minor concussion and a 
couple of scratches on his back from 
the glass. But he's going to be fine.

JESS
Thank you.

The doctor leaves the room. Jess rubs her cheek which is now 
red.

AARON
You right?

JESS
I'll be fine.

AARON
I'm sorry you went through that.



                                                         14. 

Created using Celtx                                          

JESS
Don't be. You know, all night Chungus 
was commenting on the butt of the 
waitress he fell on. I think it was 
her ass that broke his fall.

They both Chuckle.

JESS
(beat)

I should tell you something.
(beat)

I made James set up that meeting with 
Chungus.

AARON
You don't have to explain anything. I 
shouldn't have sold you out. I'm 
sorry.

JESS
Thank you.

Jess rests her head upon Aaron's shoulder. They both continue 
to watch James sleep.

JESS
He's quite handsome, isn't he?

AARON
You think he's handsome?

JESS
Of course.

AARON
Ha! He'd love to know that.

JESS
Why?

AARON
He might have a crush on you.

JESS
You're not good at adding two and two 
together, aren't you?

Jess pats Aaron on the hand, then bends over and gives James 
a long kiss on the cheek.
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JESS
I'm going to get some coffee, you want 
some?

AARON
No thanks.

Jess walks by the door and turns to have another look at 
James. She smiles to herself and then walks off.

Aaron looks at her confused. He then looks down at James and 
ponders at the lipstick kiss that was left by Jess. He 
quickly looks at her through the window, then back to James 
and then back to Jess. And then he realizes.

-THE END-



Writing, Rewriting about 1834 words 

Assignment 3 

Tutor: Kimberly Williams 

Student ID: U3186372 

 

MAN’S BEST FRIEND 

by 

A. A. Ferguson 

  



Writing, Rewriting / Man’s Best Friend / 2 

 

I would always listen intently when mum would reminisce about Roxy. She never spoke 

of her as an “animal” but as a good friend. Though Roxy belonged to my mother, my father 

was close to her and Roxy loved Dad all the same. Both Mum and Dad smile whenever they 

think of her.  

I knew I wanted to have a pet like how Mum had Roxy. Mum was always keen to get us 

a family dog as she hadn’t had a pet since Kate was born. The problem we faced was our 

backyard fence. It was missing planks of wood and sloped and our gate couldn’t keep shit 

out. Out of nowhere to my surprise, our neighbours came together, and we got all of our 

fences and gates repaired. All that was next was getting a dog.  

 

Born on a farm in Cooma, with a whole lotta brothers and sisters, was a black Labrador 

named Snowy-Joe.  

His first name was Growler. This was because whenever it was feeding time, Snowy 

would hog his spot and never share with his siblings. If the owners picked him up and moved 

him, he would growl. Though the name suited him very much, especially the more he grew 

up, Dad had picked out the name Snowy since he was born near the Snowy-River.  

It didn’t take long for us to get him, and before we knew it, Kate and I had our very own 

dog.   

Snowy quickly adjusted to life at the Ferguson’s household. Mum made him up a box 

with old blankets from when Kate and I were young. Every time Snowy wanted out of the 

box he would jump straight over with ease. Getting back in proved more difficult as he would 

get stuck halfway over the box with his small back legs swimming in the air.  
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Mum and Dad graciously allowed Kate and I to stay home for Snowy’s first full day. Our 

Grandma, Annie, better known as ‘Granny,’ looked after us for the entire day. Snowy 

introduced himself to her with fashion as he not once, but twice, pooped on the carpet. Kate 

and I still joke about it to this day when Granny yelled, “stop him! Stop him now!”  

As Snowy matured, he grew to be gentle with Granny. When she would visit, we worried 

as Snowy liked to be a bit too physical when he showed his affection. He would never just 

wag his tail – his entire body wiggled, and he liked to squeeze himself between your legs for 

a pat above his butt. However, if he was ever around Granny, he would gently come up to her 

and lay his big head and fluffy ears onto her leg for a pat.  

 

Snowy had a few of what I like to call “best hits.” These were some of his funniest 

moments – where to start? His biggest fluff piece was when a possum had been electrocuted 

sitting on top of a wire and fell into our backyard. Snowy, around two years old at this time, 

sniffed out the body and dragged it into his kennel and munched onto it. He later spewed it all 

up for Dad to clean up. It took a few years until we could get him to joke about it as he acted 

like Marlon Brando from the movie Apocalypse Now whenever we mentioned it. “The 

horror… the horror.” 

There was that one time he was almost taken out by a bee. He never liked flies or bees 

much. They would constantly zoom by his ears, mocking him with their humming noises. 

One day when I was away on a sleep over, my sister and mother noticed Snowy acting a little 

loopy. He aggressively snapped at the flies, which wasn’t much like him. They brought him 

inside and he sat up on his bed for a while until they heard him groan and then collapse. Both 
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Mum and Kate jumped to action and took him straight to the vet. Turns out a bee had stung 

him inside of his mouth. Thankfully he never snapped at one again. 

There was a period of time when grass seeds would get inside of his eyelids and swell 

up. One Christmas, we came home to find Snowy greeting us at the backyard door smiling 

with one eyelid completely swollen into a puffed-up ball covering his eye and Snowy acted 

as if everything was normal.  

  

I think his best times was when he proved how smart he really was. He was intelligent to 

say the least. At nights, depending how tired he was, Snowy knew my window was on the 

same wall as Mum and Dad’s, and Kate’s was on the other side of the house. He knew how 

much Kate would let him get away with, so if he was bored, he would go over to her window 

and cry and moan, hoping she would come out and give him a little pat.  

Mum was pack leader. Since she had a history with dogs, she knew when Snowy needed 

discipline. Once both Mum and I were out sitting on a two-seater swing and we were talking 

and Snowy wanted some attention as he was still young at this point. He tried to get us to pat 

him, but Mum told me to ignore him, which he took as an insult and tried to bite the footrest 

Mum and I rested our feet upon. Mum told him to stop, and after he ignored her for a few 

seconds, he walked away. Mum taught me how a dog needs to learn to become patient and 

obedient, or else it will be a nuisance. Well, as she told me this, Snowy grabbed hold of 

Mum’s work pants, which was on the line, and he tugged on them giving her a cheeky grin. 

That grin quickly vanished when Mum rose up and yelled at him. I’ve never seen a dog so 

scared when Snowy got into trouble with Mum. Whether he had pulled another piece of 

clothing off the line, dug a new hole, or jumped onto the couch, he would instantly run to the 
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side of the fence and point his head down, giving Mum the most guilty (and adorable) puppy 

dog eyes when Mum came yelling out his name, “Snowy-Joe Ferguson! What are you 

doing?” 

Snowy had a way of identifying what was important to us. Even to his last days, if he 

was annoyed at us, he knew exactly what to do to get our attention. He was quick to learn 

what he could get away with. He learned how to bargain: if there was food involved, he 

became the best trained dog in town. If there wasn’t any, forget about it!  

 

I loved to watch Snowy interact with my family. Where he was Kate’s baby brother who 

stole kisses and hugs, he was well mannered (most of the time) with Mum when it was just 

the two of them. With Dad, he always kept him company when putting the clothes on the 

line, or when mowing the lawn or gardening. Snowy would just be by his side. If he got 

bored, he liked to sneak up to Dad and stand behind him when he was putting the clothes on 

the line and as soon as Dad would step back, his leg would bump against Snowy’s body and 

with a sudden fright he’d feel as if he was about to fall over. I’ll always remember Dad 

yelling at snowy, “get out of the way, you bastard!” If Snowy wasn’t cheeky, Dad would 

give Snowy a pat. He loved a good scratch on the chest, and as Dad would give him one, he 

liked to call Snowy – with a lisp like Sylvester the Cat – a rascally rabbit.  

Indeed he was one.  
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With me, I had just gotten into wrestling when we got him: so naturally we wrestled each 

other. I treated him like a brother, and he did the same. We got rough with each other, but 

after we played around, we would lay on the grass or on the small concrete veranda in our 

backyard and just be with each other. I’ll never forget those moments of silence with him 

staring up at the sky while he napped beside me, when all we needed was each other’s 

company.  

 

It was a Saturday afternoon when I went out to see him. I had already been out and 

noticed he acted a little strange. When I saw him the second time, he had a worrisome look 

on his face: not the usual hopeful glee that I might have food with me.  

He was eleven years old and I knew he was getting to an age where things were 

becoming a little harder than they were easy. Over the next few days, my sister and I watched 

him closely. He wouldn’t move and didn’t eat his dinner. We thought we might wait, just to 

see if it was a stomach issue, but things soon alarmed us when he went off under a tree at the 

back of our yard. We decided to tell Mum and she took him straight to the vet.  

Kate told me what Mum had told her before how when animals know it is time to go, 

they go by themselves. Whether it is to carry the burden – I don’t know. All I knew was if I 

could talk to Snowy, I would tell him that he didn’t have to do it alone. We would be there 

with him, like how he had always been there for us.  

The night before, Kate and I got to spend some time outside with Snowy. He acted 

normal: squeezing through our legs for pats and nudged us for kisses. The night was quiet 

and still. I had a feeling it would be our last time together, just the three of us. So, I drank it in 

and so did Kate.  
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The next morning, Kate and Dad said goodbye. Kate tried to fight back tears as she held 

him and told him how much she loved him. It was clear in retrospect that Snowy was in pain, 

but the night before when saying goodbye to Kate, he was himself for her. Smiling, body 

wagging. He let Kate remember him as who he was.  

The news wasn’t good. Mum and I went down to be with him. The anaesthetic knocked 

him out pretty good and he just managed to walk into the room where Mum and I were 

waiting. As soon as he saw us, he laid down. He was tired. I couldn’t blame him. He did a 

hell of a job over the years. 

 

Snowy played a role in our family nobody else could fill. He was a guard. A mate. A 

friend. A baby brother. He was my brother. When I lay outside again and bathe in the sun, I’ll 

remember those times when it was just me and him.  

Man’s best friend – you got that right.   


