
The sun passes to the other side of the sky. Peanut Butter 
doesn’t feel twitchy or bothered anymore. But he does feel alone.  
He whimpers. He moans. Then he barks. 

From the other side of the 
field comes a bark in return. BARK!

BARK!

What was that? Peanut Butter barks again.   

Bark.  Bark! 
BARK!


