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Day 1: Thursday


3 a.m.


Crash! Boom! Boom!


Not again! The thunder and lightning keeps waking me up! It’s very early in the morning, still dark out, and I’m snuggled in my bed. It’s not time to get up yet, if it was, Mac would wake me for breakfast and our walk. It’s hard to sleep though, with all this noise.


I stand up in my soft, blue dog bed in the living room and stretch my long limbs, then turn around in a circle trying to get comfortable again. As soon as I lie down —


Boom! Crash! Boom!


It’s a terribly bad London spring storm. Scary thunder and lightning! The wind is making the rain hit the windows so hard I’m afraid they’ll break. Shadows from the trees in our back garden look like twisted people on the walls, bending and snapping in the wind. The tree branches tap the house and it almost sounds like someone knocking on the door. I whine a little, but I’m trained better than that. So I stop and try to be brave. I’m a police dog, Mac’s police dog. He’s a Detective Sergeant with the London Metropolitan Police, and I come from a long line of police dogs. I know how to be brave and I want to make Mac proud.


The lightning — Crash! — lights up the whole room. Above the fireplace are framed pictures of my dad and granddad.


I’m trying to be brave like I know they were when they were police dogs. I look just like them, except they’re both a little silver around their faces because the pictures were taken when they were older than me. Some of the pictures are so old that they’re in black and white. I like looking at them. I’m not a puppy anymore, but I’m not old like they were, either. Those pictures were taken right before they retired. Around their pictures are their framed commendations. Mac told me a commendation is a very, very big deal. It means they were especially smart and brave in solving crimes. You can only get a commendation from Mac’s boss, Police Commissioner Sir Bernard Bumble, in a special ceremony. I haven’t got one yet, but I just know if I keep being brave and solving crimes with Mac then I will!
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Like my dad and granddad, I’m an Airedale Terrier. We have tall legs with short, trimmed curly hair. I have a mostly light butterscotch coat with a bit of darker brown in places. Like I said, my dad and granddad were police dog detectives in the Metropolitan Police Service (Met) in London and I’m trying to be strong and brave like I know they were. Mac’s told me stories about them and I’m proud to be of their lineage — ‘lineage’ means family —Mac told me that. Even though dogs can hear and smell much better than humans, Mac’s pretty smart.


Both my dad and granddad solved a lot of crimes for the Met, like Mac and I do. They wouldn’t whimper in a storm. I try to be brave so that one day I will get a commendation too.


I look up at their pictures and awards as I snuggle back into my bed. Maybe I can go back to sleep.


Boom! Bang!


The thunder is so loud! Maybe I’ll just stay awake.


My name is Woofin. I live here on Barker Street in Camden, London, with Mac. He’s my favourite person in the entire world and we do everything together. I’m athletic and sporty, just like him, because we go for long walks and jogs on Hampstead Heath, my favourite park. I get to visit my dog friends there. One of my best buddies, Danny Dalmatian, works at the local Fire Station. Bernie Bernese is Commissioner Bumble’s dog, a police dog like me, and we have the best time together! He is huge, at least four times my size, and Bernie’s the strongest dog I know! Later in the morning, after Mac and I have breakfast, Mac and I will go for our morning walk and I’ll get to play and run with my friends. I think I’ll see the whole gang today: Jack and Mrs Russell, Gracie Greyhound, Sammy Sheepdog, Poppy Poodle, Dottie Dachshund – and a bunch more! Hope I’m not too sleepy to play!


Boom! Crash!


The whole room lights up because of the lightning and I can’t believe how bright it gets. It’s just like daytime!


My dog bed is on the floor next to the couch. When I’m a very good boy, Mac lets me sit on the couch next to him. I know better than to get on it now, even though I want to.


Wait a minute… did I hear something outside? It’s very hard to tell over all the noise of the storm – the lightning and thunder and rain and wind make such a racket.


I get up and go to the window on the other side of the couch. My nails click across the hardwood floor. Nudging the curtain aside, I peek out the bottom of the window. Mac’s trained me to be on the lookout for danger and it’s my job to keep us safe while he sleeps. Like I said, Mac’s pretty smart, but I can hear much better than him.


What’s that!!! I rub my eyes and peer down the long garden. Is that a human?


Boom! Crash! Boom!


I can see better when the lightning hits, and it is a human! He’s coming right towards the window!


I duck down below the window ledge and wait. The person outside is fiddling with the window lock! He’s trying to break in! I know Mac locks all the doors and windows before we go to bed, and I know I’m safe. If I wasn’t so sleepy, I could think of a plan to trap him! Wait a minute! I know just what I’ll do…


I peek up and see… him? I think it’s a man. It’s so dark I can’t be sure. He’s pulling tools out his satchel and pressing them to the bottom of the window. He’s trying to break in!
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But I have a plan. I just need —


Crash! Crash! Boom!


There it is! Lightning! I jump up to the window, plant my two front legs on the ledge and bark as loudly and as meanl as I can. I’ll scare him away!


WOOF! WOOF!


It is a man! I see the outline of his body in the lightning flash.


Crash! Boom! Crash!


I see him again, hurrying his tools back into his satchel. He has older looking hands and a plaster on one finger–he must have hurt himself. He runs across our back garden towards the street. I can’t see him anymore in the dark!


Boom! Crash! This is my time. I run out of the living room, into the kitchen, and out of the dog door into the garden and run along the fence.


Never did I think I’d be happy for the lightning, but I see him again. He’s getting into a blue van. Blue? I think so. Where’s the lightning when I need it?


Crash! Zing! Crash! Boom!


There it is!


The street lit up like it was afternoon and I am positive. I am absolutely positive. The man got into a light blue van and he’s peeling away through the storm. I watch him round the bend of Barker Street and then I can’t see him anymore. The van’s taillights disappear into the storm. He’s gone.


Whew! We’re safe…


I try to remember every detail so I can tell Mac when he wakes up in the morning. He’s a very deep sleeper so I know my barking didn’t wake him. There’s no way I can sleep now, but I lie back in my dog bed and wait for Mac to wake up. I know he’ll be proud of how smart and brave I was.


7 a.m.


“Woofin, it’s time to get up.”


Mac’s voice wakes me. I guess I did fall back asleep. I open my eyes and there’s Mac waiting with my food bowl. Mac has lighter hair than me, blond, with blue eyes. Pretty tall, he’s about 5’10” or so. We just celebrated his birthday last month and he’s 35 years old – he’s a lot older than me! He’s waiting with my breakfast so we can go to the park after I eat.
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