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Chapter One


Rascal Goes Shopping
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“Wait there, Rascal. Good boy.” Ellie patted Rascal’s head, and he looked up at her, his bright eyes hopeful. There were yummy smells around here, and he was hungry. Rascal was always hungry, and the delicious whiff of bread wafting out of the supermarket door was actually making him dribble.


Ellie followed her mum, glancing over her shoulder at Rascal. “We won’t be long,” she called back to him, hoping he’d be all right. He wasn’t used to being left alone, but Mum wanted to pop into the shop on the way back from their walk in the park.


“Perhaps I’d better stay with him,” Ellie said anxiously.


Mum smiled. “He’ll be fine, Ellie. We’re only going to be quick. And I need you with me – they’ve got some lovely birthday cakes on show. I thought you could choose one, and then we can order it in plenty of time for your birthday.”


Ellie nodded excitedly. “Back soon, Rascal!”


Rascal stared after Ellie, and gave a little whine. Where was Ellie going? He pulled at his lead, trying to follow her, but Ellie had tied it to a metal ring on the wall.
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Ellie and her mum went into the shop, and headed for the cakes at the far end.


“Ooh! Look at that one!” Ellie admired the display of cakes, pointing out one with a mermaid on the top, her tail trailing around the side of the cake. “And there’s a gorgeous dog one – but it’s a Dalmatian.


Do you think they’d make a Jack Russell one, just like Rascal?”


Mum looked doubtful. “I don’t know, I suppose we could ask.”


“A chocolate cake – with brown and white icing,” Ellie added hopefully.
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But Mum was frowning. “What on earth’s going on over there?”


Two shop assistants, followed by a security guard calling into his radio, went running past the end of the aisle. Ellie turned round and tried to see where they were going.


“No, apparently he’s not very fierce – but you never know…” the guard was saying into his radio.


Ellie looked up at Mum, her eyes wide with horror. She had a dreadful feeling that she knew who “he” was.


“You tied Rascal up, didn’t you, Ellie?” Mum asked.


“Yes, of course!” Ellie said quickly. “But you know what Rascal’s like…” she added.


Mum nodded grimly. She certainly did. Ellie and her family had only had Rascal for three months, but he’d managed to get into an awful lot of trouble in such a short time.


Ellie still half-hoped that all the fuss was nothing to do with them, and that her puppy was sitting outside, as good as gold. But then a sharp bark echoed round the shop, and Rascal raced joyfully up the aisle to her, his lead trailing along behind him, and the remains of a packet of expensive-looking biscuits in his mouth.


Rascal dropped the biscuits and leaped into Ellie’s arms, licking her delightedly all over her face. He hadn’t known where she was, and he was very glad to see her.


“Let’s get him out of here, Ellie,” Mum muttered, picking up what was left of the pack of biscuits. Just then, the security guard caught up with them.


“I take it he’s yours then?” he asked, frowning at Rascal.
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“I’m very sorry!” Ellie gasped. “I left him tied up outside, I really did! He must have managed to pull his lead undone somehow, and then he came looking for me.”


“We just popped in for a moment,” Mum murmured. “We’ll take him home … and of course I’ll pay for the biscuits…”


“Don’t let it happen again!” the security guard told them sternly, and as Ellie and Mum hurried off, he added, “And buy a book on knots!”


“Honestly, Ellie! I’ve never been so embarrassed.” Mum’s face was scarlet as she quickly paid for the biscuits. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to come here again!”


Rascal leaned over Ellie’s shoulder, looking wistfully back into the place with all the good smells. He was glad he’d found Ellie, but why did they have to leave so soon?


Ellie and Mum walked home rather fast, with Rascal scampering beside them. Mum was still pink-cheeked with embarrassment, and Ellie was wondering if this meant she wouldn’t be getting her birthday cake after all. But Mum would get over it – wouldn’t she?


Now probably wasn’t the moment to ask about her party again, though. She was really hoping to have a sleepover, but Mum didn’t seem all that keen on the idea. When Ellie had first asked Mum had said she’d think about it, and she still hadn’t said yes or no. Mum wasn’t sure if there was space in Ellie’s tiny room for anyone except Ellie, although Ellie reckoned they could just about fit in her best friend Christy and her other friends Jessie and Lydia – although they might not be able to breathe, all squashed together on Ellie’s bedroom floor.


“I really did tie him up, Mum,” she said quietly.


Her mum looked down at her and sighed. “I know, Ellie. It wasn’t really your fault. I shouldn’t have suggested leaving him on his own outside a shop. He’s still only little – he didn’t understand what was going on.”


Ellie looked down at Rascal. He glanced back up at her, his eyes sparkling, and she couldn’t help but smile. Sometimes she suspected that Rascal actually liked being naughty – but she loved him anyway.
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