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CHApTER 1
The Big Dig

1

Dirt was flying. Dirt was sailing. Dirt 

was exploding in every direction.

Stink stopped digging. He looked 

at all the holes he had dug in the 

backyard. Swiss cheese city!

His sister, Judy, ran out into the 

backyard. “Whoa,” she said. “You 

have dirt all over your face and in 



your ears and on your mouth. Are 

you digging your way to the other 

side of the world or something?”

“Or something,” Stink said with a 

big grin. “I’m digging for a Smilodon

tooth.”

“Smile-o-who?”

“Smilodon. The saber-toothed tiger. 

Actually, they’re not tigers. They 

are saber-toothed cats — prehistoric 

mammals that prowled the earth 

millions of years ago.”





4

“Whoa,” said Judy.

“They had these giant curved teeth, 

twelve inches long!” Stink clacked his 

teeth together, imitating the saber-teeth together, imitating the saber-

toothed cat. “Mega-chomp!”



5

“Stink, I hate to tell you this, but 

the chances of you finding a saber- 

toothed anything are —”

“I know. I know. Like one in a 

gazillion million. But two kids in 

Michigan fishing for crayfish in a 

backyard stream found a mastodon backyard stream found a mastodon 

bone. bone. 



6

“And a girl in Great Britain found a 

pterosaur bone and got it named after 

her. It could happen.”

“Yeah, and I could get an A-plus on 

my spelling test,” said Judy. “Or ride 

the London Eye Ferris wheel with the 

Queen of England.”



7

“Hardee-har-har,” said Stink. “Still, 

I could make the find of the century. 

Just think: I’ll be on the cover of 

Science Kid magazine, and you will be Science Kid magazine, and you will be Science Kid

Nile-green with envy.” 

“Snagglepuss,” said Judy, slumping 

her shoulders.



The next day, Stink went back 

to dig, dig, digging. His best friend 

Webster came over and helped Stink 

search. 



9

They dug all day. They dug through 

what felt like seven hundred mosquito 

bites and seven thousand dandelion 

roots. At the end of day two of the Big 

Dig, all Stink had found was a bottle 

cap, a pile of acorn hats, and a 1985 cap, a pile of acorn hats, and a 1985 

penny. Webster found Judy’s Where’s 

Waldo? glasses.





11

On day three of the Big Dig, Judy 

came downstairs to breakfast. She 

poured a bowl of cereal. “Pass the 

milk, Stink.”

“Can’t,” said Stink.

“Okay. Please pass the milk,” said 

Judy.

“Gone,” said Stink. He held up the 

empty bottle. He pointed to three 

empty glasses. Stink had downed one, 

two, three glasses of milk in a row. 

“Piggly-wiggly,” said Judy. “What’s 

with all the milk, Stink?”

“Milk makes you strong,” said 

Stink. He flexed the muscle in his 

arm. He squeezed the muscle in his 

arm. “I need to be strong for digging.”



12

“Stink? Are you really going to dig 

up the backyard all summer? Come 

on. Let’s go swimming for a change. 

Or start a dog-walking business. We 

could make piles of money.” That 

would get Stink for sure.

“No can do. I have to keep 

searching.”

“Don’t you have karate today?”



13

“Karate will have to wait. Today’s 

the day. I feel it in my bones.” the day. I feel it in my bones.” 

He started out the back door. “This 

time, I’m not coming back inside 

until I find something.”

Judy rolled her eyes.

“Saber-toothed cat, here I come.” 




