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Remember back when being a kid meant going outside, finding 
a friend or two, playing games to test your speed, agility and how 
strong we were getting as growing kids. Any game would do. You 
know, the old games, like punch ball, kickball, or maybe even wiffle 
ball. 
Growing up in a sports rich community like Doesville, we would 
challenge friends from other nearby neighborhoods to a game of 
stickball. Yeah, that’s right, good ol’ fashion stickball! We would draw 
a chalk strike box on a cement wall, usually in our local school yard. 
And, if we couldn’t find a stick to serve as a baseball bat, we would be 
creative and break apart one of mom’s old broomsticks. Oops! Sorry 
Mom. To add,tape that marked which end of the stick to hold on to. 

Tape that sat in the kitchen junk drawer until we needed it. Using that slim stick to try and hit 
that small pink rubber ball definitely sharpened our skills for little league baseball. Yes, those 
were the days.
   let’s not forget the black tape that marked which end of the stick to hold. Tape that sat in the 
kitchen junk drawer until we needed it. Using that slim stick to try and hit a small pink rubber 
ball definitely sharpened our skills for little league baseball. Yes, those were the days.
   While my kids were growing up, I would think back to those days and challenge them to go 
outside, find a friend, or two, to play a sport. Any sport! To my delight, my son started doing 
this on his own. It seemed to be his passion to want to play, compete and get dirty.  I have 
always admired his passion for sports and his will to overcome weaknesses through sports. 
I never wanted to impose my love for sports and fitness on any of my kids.  For me, I prefer a 
self-motivating interest and from that interest I would follow their lead.
   It was a combination of my son’s passion and my community involvement to promote 
youth sports by sponsoring community summer events through my business that lead to the 
creation of Dewey Does. The Dewey Does concept became a symbol in my heart, of a nine-
year-old boy with an extreme love for sports. This symbol became a passion to make Dewey 
Does a messenger to kids to promote the values of sports, fitness and being active.
   Check out Dewey Does’ book series First Day, In The Groove, and The Comeback. Look 
for Dewey Does’ new Public Service Animations featuring Dewey aka ‘Coach Does’ and the 
Defenders of Doesville on the new DeweyDoes.com website.
   Please visit deweydoes.org today to see how you can help the Defenders of  Doesville protect 
our children. To all Dewey Does followers, fans and friends, please stay healthy and safe. 

Thomas M. Kinslow, Creator, Founder & Author

Dewey Does [Cares] Foundation, Inc.
#Dew110, #HeroesPlayHere
Follow Dewey @RealDeweyDoes on Instagram, Facebook and Twitter
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“Smell The Day”

1

“Dewey! It’s time to wake up and smell the day,” 
my mother calls out from the base of the stairway. 

I guess I sort of look forward to opening my eyes 
at the sound of her motherly voice, traveling up the 
circular staircase, finding its way into my ears. But 
today is different. I didn’t want to smell this day or 
any other day after. 

I was not feeling my usual self. My full of youthful-
energy self. You know, leaping from my bed to make 
a Simone Biles’ style ten-point landing self. I’m only 
nine-years old, and already feel like a grumpy old 
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man. My small, aching body making no attempt to pull 
itself out of bed. 

Anyway, I think I’m still sleeping, or maybe, just 
resting my eyes. You know how your mind starts 
racing with things to do before your eyes open for 
the new day.  Well, I call this my early morning, 
deep thinking. Yup, even a nine-year old has things 
to think about. I imagine myself in a three-point-
stance alongside other runners, waiting for the 
starter’s pistol, [my mom’s voice], to launch me into 
the next phase of the day…brushing my teeth. 

I thought, I better pull myself together before 
mom becomes concerned and makes an unwanted 
entry into my messy bedroom. Mom always makes 
me clean up my room at the wrong time. Usually when 
I’m dreaming of hitting a homerun in the Doesville 
little league world series, or with only 3 seconds on 
the clock, I hit two clutch free throws to help the 
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Martha Horton Elementary School Basketball Team 
win a championship. But what she doesn’t know, it’s 
not me messing it up. It’s them! My friends from the 
magic toy chest. We’ve been very busy protecting 
Doesville and getting kids, like me, outside to 
play sports for the past few days or weeks. I am 
quickly discovering, being a child superhero is very 
demanding.
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Must Have Been A Long Night
 

2

The morning sunlight slowly shining through the 
window at the foot of my bed begins to brighten 
up my room. Slowly, I find the strength to sit up to 
scan my room, looking for signs of life other than 
my own. Whoa! My friends from my toy chest are 
scattered all around my bedroom. 

I see Batter Up, the greatest on-base-batter 
ever, according to him, laying just in front of the 
toy chest. It looks as if he couldn’t make it back 
inside last night. Not only did Batter Up look banged 
up, but his bat handle was hanging on by a wood chip. 
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He must’ve had a long night, I guess. My mind began 
wondering if something bad happened last night.

Especially since I didn’t hear the usual early 
morning, NYC-style-trash-talking from Cross 
Over. Every morning the same ritual. Like yawning, 
or stretching my arms, or even hearing my mom’s 
voice just before I rose to smell the day, I would 
hear Cross Over inside my toy chest. He was always 
bragging about how he is the greatest ever to dribble 
on any NYC basketball court. Cross Over was lying 
beside Batter Up, but this time he wasn’t looking 
or sounding like the greatest basketball ever. His 
deflated look and somewhat worn-down threads 
concerned me.

 I continued scanning my room. I spotted First 
Down just inside the closed bedroom door. His 
appearance said it all. He’s holding on to his last bit 
of air. His helmet is cracked, and his open laces are 
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all busted. I didn’t think anything could ever harm 
First Down.  I have seen First Down go through walls 
to protect Doesville from villains. But not even he 
was able to return to the toy chest for the night. 

And it looks like I won’t be playing tennis anytime 
soon either. Ms. Love’s broken strings are pointing 
in all directions. According to Ms. Love, she had the 
strongest strings ever to hit a tennis ball. 

I began questioning myself. Like trying to follow 
my footsteps to remember something that may 
have happened moments ago or the night before. 
Did I miss something last night? Did my friends 
go out last night on another adventure without me 
while I was sleeping? Is there a new and stronger 
villain attacking Doesville? Is this the end of the 
Defenders of Doesville? I ask myself…am I being an 
overly paranoid nine-year old? 
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 This is just too much, I thought. It will take a 
miracle to get the Defenders of Doesville back to 
their superhero selves. Somehow, I feel I have to 
help them since they were always helping me with 
school projects and all. Ideas were beginning to 
pop into my head. Great ideas, too. At least, I think 
they’re great ideas, or maybe just good ideas that 
will become great ideas if they work, if that makes 
any sense.
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Call Me…Doctor Does! 

3

Ideas like, Bring-Your-Child-to-Work Day. My 
mom would bring me to her job at the Doesville 
Hospital. She’s a nurse there, so I feel I have some 
sort of experience in helping others feel better. 
Sort of like a doctor or nurse, I guess. With so 
many ideas to help my friends, I really am beginning 
to feel sort of like a doctor. The ideas were flowing 
through my mind like the great MJ floating in the 
air. I jump right out of bed and turn my bedroom 
into a doctor’s office. All I need now is a sign on my 
door that reads, “Doctor Does-Do Not Disturb.” 
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 My first patient is Batter Up. I feel he needs the 
most help. First, I got to get some bubble gum from 
my dresser draw.  I think it will be sticky enough 
to hold Batter Up’s handle together. Hmmm, this 
idea is quickly becoming a mess, and it’s just not 
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working. I don’t remember it being this difficult at 
the Doesville Hospital. 

Wait!  I remember my Super-Duper glue I use for 
my school projects. It “can hold anything together” 
was boldly printed on the label, so I feel a little 
confident that this may work. But it also read on the 
label, ‘parental guidance is recommended.’ I could 
ask Mom but I really don’t want her to see my room 
right now.  I’m sure I can do it all by myself.

Ugh! The Super-Duper idea became a complete 
mess too, and fast. Mom is going to be upset at the 
mess I’m making.   Where’s the parental guidance 
when I need it!  The Super-Duper glue was everywhere 
but where I’m trying to use it…on Batter Up’s handle. 
Grandpa Does would say, “Einstein tried a thousand 
times before he got it right.” I guess Einstein is 
another one of Grandpa Does’ friends when he was 
kid growing up. He always uses his friends to inspire 
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me to keep trying, but I don’t think my friends will 
want to be my patients much longer. 

With Grandpa Does’ friend in mind, I remembered 
about the large band-aids my mother uses at the 
hospital. I quietly go to the bathroom, not too far 
from my bedroom in search of the largest band-aids 
I could find. I don’t want my mom to hear me and 
stop me from helping my friends. I open one band-
aid after another. I am determined to fix my friend, 
but I don’t think Batter Up likes the band-aid idea 
too much. The band-aids make Batter Up look sort 
of like a pirate. Anyway, this idea is not working 
either.  

 I’m running out of good ideas, fast. Looking around 
my bedroom for help, the toy chest came to mind like 
a beam of light suddenly turned on in a dark room.  
I wonder, can the magic toy chest help my friends? 
It is a magic pirate toy chest from hundreds and 
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hundreds and hundreds of years ago that my dad 
gave me.  My dad probably got it from his dad, who 
got it from his dad and on and on.  Anyway, returning 
my friends to the toy chest seems like another good 
idea. So,

I gather up all my friends and gently place each of 
them back inside the magic toy chest. I slowly close 
the heavy, old, wooden door on top of the chest. It 
always makes a squeaky noise and then a sort of loud 
bang. I guess all old pirate toy chest doors make 
strange noises. 

I carefully back away from my toy chest, one 
step at a time, to sit on the edge of my bed. My 
eyes fastened on the chest. I’m preparing myself 
to say the command to open the magic toy chest, 
but it feels kind of different this time.  Sort of as 
if I’m preparing to do a seance to open it. My eyes 
still laser focus on the toy chest. I pause for a few 
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more seconds as if I was doing a slow count down in 
my head. Then I begin loudly saying the magic word 
three times. “DEW110! DEW110!.” I pause to say 
the third command even louder than the first two. 
“DEW110!” I yell, but not too loud, so my mom won’t 
hear me. 

The toy chest door does not open. It didn’t even 
make a squeaky sound. “Hmmm, that’s a first”, I 
thought. It has always opened before. Something 
must really be wrong. Is this the end of the 
Defenders of Doesville? I, ask myself again. I try 
saying the magic command again, a second time, then 
a third time, and even a fourth time. The toy chest 
door still did not open. Not even a slim beam of 
light came from its door. What would Grandpa Does’ 
friend, Einstein, do now? It was feeling as if the 
Defenders of Doesville got themselves in a serious 
pickle.
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Still sitting at the edge of my bed, with a strange, 
puzzling look on my face, I slowly stood up. Hesitantly, 
I walk toward the toy chest on the other side of my 
bedroom. I reach down to lift open the old, heavy, 
wooden door. There goes that squeaky sound again. 
I struggle to lift the heavy door just enough to peek 
inside. I see all my teammate friends still lying as I 
originally placed them back inside the toy chest.

Am I dreaming this? Am I still lying in my bed 
sleeping, dreaming with my eyes still closed? Is this 
the end of my dream of being Doctor Does and I 
suddenly wake up and all is well? I think not!   



17

I feel as if I’m at my wits' end. Am I, Dewey Does, 
running out of good ideas? I question myself as if 
running out of good ideas that could have become 
great ideas wasn’t possible. Again, I wonder…is this 
the end of the Defenders of Doesville from the 
magic toy chest? Like Grandpa Does sometimes says, 
“All good things must come to an end.” Is this the 
end Grandpa Does is talking about? I take a second 
peek inside the chest at my friends, and still, there 
is no change. A sudden frustration comes over me. 

My Frustration

4
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“Ugh!” I softly yell so that my mom doesn’t panic and 
come up the stairs and into my messy room. 

 "Ugh!” Again, I cry out in complete disgust. “Are 
you guys playing with me?" I scream with a sort of 
frightening-anger in my voice. I take several hard 
steps backward to sit back on my bed, leaving the 
toy chest door slightly open. Finally, I hear a familiar 
voice, but it doesn’t come from the toy chest. The 
voice came from behind me. It is Optiks, my all-
knowing, all-seeing sports goggles, who oversees the 
‘what’s-happenings’ in Doesville on the Sports Cave 
computer. Apparently, he too is beaten up with a 
cracked left lens. "Dewey, we are all hurting. It has 
been a rough few weeks playing sport games and 
saving Doesville from villains.”

I turn to look over at Optiks, sitting in his usual 
place on my desk in front of the Sports Cave computer. 
Optiks is always surveying Doesville, making sure 
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all is safe and not in need of the Defenders of 
Doesville. But this time is different. Optiks can't 
see all of Doesville where villains can attack. The 
one cracked lens is preventing him from doing his 
job effectively. This seems a little confusing to 
me because Optiks doesn’t get out that much, so 
how did he get the crack lens? There’s something 
fishy going on here, I thought to myself. Did a villain 
possibly get into my bedroom while I was sleeping? 
Maybe my friends got hurt protecting me while I 
was asleep? This seems too frustrating
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What are we going to do now?” I ask Optiks, 
sounding sort of defeated. Optiks looks over at 
me still sitting on the edge of my bed looking sad 
and somewhat overwhelmed. "No, Dewey!" Optiks 
replies with a teachable moment voice. "What are 
you going to do if you get hurt and can't play any 
sport anymore?", Optiks continues to speak to me 
with a more elderly tone in his voice. “Dewey, what 
if you can’t practice, or run, or jump out of your bed 
doing your Simone Biles’ ten-point landing anymore? 

The Message

5
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Or you can’t even ride your bike to school anymore 
because you’re hurt?”

Other voices begin to chime into Optiks’ 
conversation with me from inside the toy chest. 
"Yeah, Coach, what are you going to do if you can’t 
play sports or defend Doesville anymore because of 
an injury?”, asks Batter Up. The rest of the beat 
up Defenders of Doesville, in a chorus of voices 
coming from the slightly open door of the toy chest 
all replying to Batter Up’s question at the same 
time, "yeah Coach, what will you do if you get hurt?”  
"All of us guys and gals can be replaced. There are 
thousands and thousands of each one of us, but there 
is only one of you, Coach.” Optiks, continues saying. 
They call me Coach Does because I opened the toy 
chest and now, I’m the leader of the Defenders of 
Doesville as their Coach. 
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With a puzzling look, I ask my toy chest friends, 
“You mean there’s more magic toy chests?” First 
Down quickly replies, “Howdy Coach, no, but there 
are plenty of baseball bats, basketballs, soccer 
balls, golf balls, tennis rackets and footballs so our 
sport games will be around for many, many, many 
years.” I don’t get it. I’m thinking if there’s only 
one magic toy chest, how can there be thousands of 
them all around the world, especially if my friends 
are right here with me. 

“Bonjour Coach Does,” says Ms. Love, the tennis 
racquet, to me with her French accent. “Oui, Coach 
Does, there is only one magic toy chest that makes 
us who we are and magically creates this relationship 
between you and us. But, like how you represent the 
human race, each one of us represents our sport, 
and together, you and us, play the games we love.”
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“That’s right Coach Does,” says Cross Over, 
trying to bounce his way into the conversation, but 
he’s still sort of deflated. “I can be deflated and 
inflated.  I can bounce as high as the sky and roll 
for miles and I can even float on water,” says Cross 
Over. I’m really trying to understand my friends, so 
I just ask, “Were you guys pretending to be hurt?” 
“Maybe,” Cross Over replies to my question.   
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My toy chest friends show me a new trick. They 
begin replacing and repairing themselves. Batter 
Up becomes a new bat. Cross Over inflates himself 
as the bruises disappear. First Down replaces the 
old helmet with a new helmet and Optiks receives 
a new left lens to see all of Doesville again. Ms. 
Love gets new strings and her beautiful smile back, 
while my reliable all-purpose sneakers, Speedy and 
Fifth Gear’s worn-out traction becomes newer and 
stronger to grip any court or field better.

6

What Was Old Is New Again.
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I’m amazed. All my toy chest friends became new 
and improved again. I guess miracles do happen. My 
friends were playing a trick on me, I think. I begin 
understanding why. Something my mom always asks 
me when I sit in the kitchen watching her prepare 
a meal for me, “What else would you like to be, 
Dewey?”  
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7
The Question???

You ever wonder why certain thoughts never leave 
your mind? For example, when my mom asks me a 
question just before I’m leaving for school, usually 
during breakfast, the question stays on my mind 
throughout the whole school day. The question is 
so thought-provoking. I may even scribble it down 
in between writing down my class notes. I’m even 
concerned that if Mrs. Cusamano, but most students 
call her Mrs, C, probably because we can’t pronounce 
her name, is our fourth-grade teacher asks me a 
question that I may start to give her the answer to 
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my mom’s question instead of answering the question 
Ms. C ask me. That would be so embarrassing. My 
whole class would laugh at me.

Sometimes that question even stays on your mind 
during practice. Like when your coach barks an 
order at you because it seems like you’re not paying 
attention, type question. “Dewey, what play are we 
running?” Coach yells out. And I reply, “huh,” trying 
to buy time while searching my mind to find the 
correct answer.

 Yeah, you know, that type of question. When 
you’re on your way home from school, when you should 
have the ‘day's-happenings’ and ‘what’s going on’, in 
thought. Those, what’s happening, conversations you 
have with your friends while walking or riding your 
bikes back home. The latest scores, stats and did 
you see this play and that play from the greatest in 
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the land as you display their incredibly impossible 
dope moves to your friends. Sometimes, I really 
dread my mom starting a conversation with, “You 
know, Dewey…” Ugh, here it comes, I quietly think 
to myself. 
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8
If I Don’t Go Pro?

My toy chest friends, from time to time, would 
have challenging and engaging talks with me too. I 
guess, them being former professional players and 
all, my future may be of interest to them. Still, I 
think they forget, I’m only nine-years old.

 The question, what will I do in life if I don’t 
become a professional ballplayer? Well, what else 
can I become? I never really gave this question a 
thought. My love for sports is all I think about. Now, 
I’m in deep thought, trying to lock in on the thought 
that sports are all there is. Still, I wonder, ain’t I a 
little too young to have these concerns? I could hear 
Grandpa Does saying, “Dewey, it’s never too early to 
get your life out of first gear.” I guess I’ll start to 
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understand Grandpa Does more when I grow up to 
be ten-years old.

 “Howdy again, Coach Does,” says First Down, 
as he looks over at me. He tips his helmet to the 
side as if it is a cowboy hat and continues speaking, 
“You already have what you need to be successful, 
Coach. You just have to maximize what you have.” 
First Down always inspires me with sayings from his 
hometown he calls the lone star state.    

Full two page image of Dewey Does imagining 
different professions image #8

In chorus again, my toy chest friends begin calling 
out other careers in sports, other than becoming a 
professional player. As I was listening to them, I 
begin to see images of me as a:
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“Sports Announcer,”
“Sports News Reporter,”
“Sports Doctor,”
“Sports Trainer,”
“Referee or Umpire,” 
“Sportswriter”
 
“You could write a novel about your favorite player, 

Big Mr. D.” “You can even become a Coach and coach 
little league kids, like yourself.”

The list of things I can do other than become a 
professional athlete is endless, as my teammates 
continue to point out. “Yeah, Coach Does, there’s 
hundreds of professions you can pursue in sports,” 
says Cross Over, as he bounces outside the toy 
chest, ready to get in the big game.  “Dewey, all 
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you have to do is stay in school and you can become 
anything you want to be if your first choice doesn’t 
work. Your education will open the door for other 
opportunities,” says Optiks.

 I begin to reflect on all the opportunities and 
careers I will have in sports whether I become 
a professional ballplayer or not. I stare out my 
bedroom window, still sitting on the edge of my bed, 
listening to the sounds of outdoor fun.

Dewey Does sitting with sports equipment looking 
out window #9

 Grandpa Does always says, “you don’t know what you are 
not asked until you are asked.”

Hmmm, I guess that wasn’t such a dreadful 
question after all.
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I guess it’s time to go downstairs and smell the 
day with my mom.

 
By Thomas M. Kinslow, Creator, Co-Author of the 

Dewey Does book series and Founder of the Dewey 
Does Foundation

Illustrations by  Hezekiah Mckenzie
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