Then he started to pinch food from the kitchen. Jam tarts,
cheese sandwiches and jelly. Barker wasn't fussy.

Mum left a dish of cold beef on a shelf, and Barker
jumped up to get it. A carton of milk, a jar of plum jam -
Barker knocked them off the shelf to get to the beef.

He looked like a cartoon dog, running away
from Mum with a big chunk of beef
between his teeth!

Mum said, "No, Barker."
And Barker just barked.
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Oh, yes, and Mum wasn't too keen on the muddy paw marks.

When Barker slept on my bed one hight, the sheets had to be
washed the next day!

I said, "No, Barker."

And Barker just barked.



We had a bad day when Barker bit the postman. He was bringing
us a postcard from Dad's pal Mark (on holiday in Cardiff).

Barker charged up to him and bit his arm.
(He's got sharp teeth, my dog.

The postman's still got the scar.)

The postman said, "No, Barker.”

And Barker just barked.
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The next day, Barker was sick in the car, at Farnham car park. Barke,
grabbed an old hotdog from a bin, and when we got back to the cap ,

looked a bit ill. We all got in, and as soon as Dad started
up the car, Barker was sick ...

very sick indeed.

And we were still in the car park!

Dad said "No Barker."
And Barker just barked.







