
Huck the Judge Of Poop

There once was a German Shepherd dog named Huck.  At first glance he looked like an 
ordinary German Shepherd: Big, strong, equally capable of loving you and biting off your face.   Huck 
was no ordinary German Shepherd, however.  From an early age he was raised on raw meat.  His father
fed him raw rabbits and hallucinogens until he became extremely strong and smart.  He could eat a dick
and like it, and you’d regret it if his father said “eat his dick, boy!”

He was a very smart and friendly dog, and once he warmed up to you, he treated you like one of
his own family.  Which meant he usually sat where he wanted, and ate what he wanted, and you had to 
just deal with it.  He loved all his human friends, and had younger dogs and cats he cared for.  Most of 
the time, however, he wanted to just be with his father and play fetch.

One chilly autumn evening, he went outside to pee and poop.  Most of the leaves had fallen, 
making a soft bed of crinkly leaves to trot upon, roll in, and make poops upon.  Huck peed and pooped.
He sniffed his poop, and then sniffed the poop from earlier in the day, and decided that the most recent 
poop was the better poop, and was proud of it.  “This is a good poop.  This is my poop.”  He sniffed 
along the ground a bit, and found an unfamiliar poop.

It was a pile of little marbles.  It had a fruity odor.  It wasn’t cold poop, either.  This poop was 
reasonably fresh.  Huck thought of all the people who come to visit, and the occasional four legged 
animals, but none of their butts smelled like this poop.  He said out-loud to himself, “This is a 
stranger’s poop.”

So Huck pondered the poop, and considered what manner of creature could have made it.  “Not 
squirrel, nor rabbit, nor a deer.  Groundhog, I think.  Yes.”

As soon as he said this, a voice squeaked from the bramble hedge nearby, “Well guessed, sir 
Dog.” 

From the dark stepped a groundhog on his hind legs.  It had a walking stick and wore a cloak.  
This was unnatural.  He snapped to attention and barked, “Not a step farther, stranger.”  Huck thought 
of three ways to snap this creature in half, and calculated the most efficient means of dispatch.  

The groundhog stopped, and took off his hood.  “I beg your pardon, my dear Dog.  I mean no 
offense.  Rumors of your poop discernment have gone far and wide.”

This pleased Huck.  In the house, all the humans seemed confused as to who pooped in the 
bathroom.  They frequently asked “Who blew up the toilet?”  Humans weren’t especially bright, as 
with a whiff, Huck always knew who pooped in the bathroom.

“Well I must be modest, but I am good at knowing who and what has pooped.”
“It’s on that point,” said the Groundhog, who then eased himself down onto a stone like an old 

man, “I come to you with a dilemma.”
“And why should I help you, and not eat you, dear Groundhog?” asked Huck, who sat down 

also.
“There was a murder,” said the Groundhog, frowning if groundhogs could frown.
Huck already liked the beginning of this story.  He was good at murder. 
The Groundhog continued, “A rabbit was killed up at the water tower.”
Huck began to salivate at that thought.  He hadn’t had a fresh rabbit in years.
“We can’t figure out who did it.  There’s a mess of poop there, and we don’t know who killed 

the poor creature and pooped.”
Huck understood.  Your mark your territory. “So you want to know who to credit for the 

murder?”
“Exactly,” said the Groundhog.  “Will you come?”
“I will, provided I can murder the murderer, and poop where he died.”
The Groundhog nodded, and led the way, shuffling slowly with his stick.  Huck trotted along 

happily, and then stopped to let the old geezer catch up.  The went on this way for a half a hour, until 



they reached the water tower. The tower was at the edge of a field of mowed grass, and the moon was 
high, and the light glinted off four pairs of eyes standing under the tower.

As Huck and the Groundhog approached, they saw a skunk, a bear, a fox, and a porcupine 
around a slain, torn up rabbit.    Next to the rabbit was a messy pile of poop.

The Groundhog announced, “I have found the Huck.  He will determine the murderer.”
Huck approached each of the animals, except the porcupine, and sniffed them.  Huck sniffed 

around the porcupine, but could not get too close.  His nose wrinkled.  He then said, “How can I stiff 
the butt of a porcupine without getting stabbed?”

So the porcupine rolled over onto it’s back, and Huck got a whiff of his butt.
 And then Huck sniffed the slain rabbit, and the rabbit’s butt, and then lastly the pile of poop.
“This is strange poop.  So many textures and scents.”  Huck then said, “There’s hits of rotting 

garbage,” and at this, the Skunk looked nervous.  “I smell berries and fish,” and the Bear began to look 
nervous as well.  “I smell  mouse hair,” at this the fox looked nervous.   “If I didn’t know better, I’d say
it’s a mix of poop.   The poop belongs to the Skunk the Bear, and the Fox!”

The groundhog then said “Ah ha.  So the three of them murdered the rabbit.”
“Surely not I,” said the Skunk.
“Surely not I,” said the Bear.
“Surely not I,” said the Fox.
And the porcupine said, “Ah ha!  You three always hated Rabbit!”
“Well then,” said Huck.  He rose up onto all fours, and he bared his teeth.  “I was told I could 

murder the murderer.  But the three of you are too much for me.  I might kill one, maybe two of you.  
But oh, not three.  Well played.”

He then turned to the Groundhog.  “I’m sorry sir, I can’t give justice here.  I must go home.”
Saddened, the Groundhog waved goodbye at Huck trotted home.  When he got home, he pawed 

at the door, and his father let him in.  He stole a half eaten piece of pizza from Oden, who had fallen 
asleep on the couch.  He then settled into his favorite couch spot, and enjoyed the evening.

The next day, father took the car for a drive, promising to be back soon.  So Huck found the 
porcupine, and invited him for a walk.  The two walked along the road together, and they spoke for a 
while.  “How said,” said Huck, “That there will be no justice for the murderer.”

“Indeed,” said the porcupine.  “Some things can’t be helped.”
Huck heard Father’s car coming around the bend.  Huck ran out in front of the car, and his 

father swerved to the side and hit the porcupine.
His father, angry, stopped the car, and leaped out.  “God damn it, Huck!  I almost killed you.  

And I’ve got a flat tire.  Fuck, that was a company car.”    Huck pretended to not care and began to 
poop next to the Porcupine.  He then made a submissive pose, and then came to his father, who got the 
spare tire out of the trunk.

That night, when he went out to poop, Huck went to see the Groundhog.  He found the old 
creature smoking a pipe on his front porch.  

“What do you want,” said the Groundhog, not at all pleased to see the Dog again.
“Justice has been served,” said Huck.
“Do you mean you killed the Skunk, the Bear, and the Fox?” asked the Groundhog.
“No,” said Huck.  “They were innocent.”
“How do you figure,” asked the Groundhog.
“The poop was all mixed together.  The Porcupine had no poop smell of his own.  So here it is: 

Porcupine killed the Rabbit.  He then found skunk poop, bear poop, and fox poop and mixed it 
together, but forgot that poop smell sticks to your hands no matter how much you wash them.  And on 
his body, I smelled all three poops.”

The End.


