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The family loved going on walks, stopping to-
talk to neighboure along the way. People liked
~ o stop and cay hello to Joe. He wag <o big

- and huggable.

On every walk there would be an
embarragsing smelly moment, when one of
the Tuttlee would pick up Joe’s emelly poo in

o

 aplastic bag, and put it in the rubbich bin.

Joe didn’t understand this at all

.

"i‘
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Hig loud snore woke him up again. “Snort!”
He looked up. Mo wag ctaring at him.
“What ie che doing?” he mumbled.

He moved again, and again, the came thing
" happened. He would wake up to see Mo
staring at him.

“Well,if she wantg to wagte time gtaring at
me, let her. [ don’t care,” he plonked hig head
down and went back to cleep.
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Joe shook hi¢ head and emiled. The person

- he thought diliked him actually liked him.

S Showaen't rude at al just chy. He rushed
towardg her, all thoughte of her being a

nuieance gone from hie mind. They nuzzled

noges, and circled each other, emiling.

Y
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Mary understood. “Oon’t worry Joe. Mo i ~
only here for a short while. Soon, we will be

back to normal. You are etil my most favourite ==
dog ever.” -

Joe sighed, nuzzled hie noge under her arm, =
and gave her a big, eoft hug. He loved Mary.
She alwayg said the right thing to make him -

feol better. %

Mo saw that Joe wag being cuddled and
seooted acrose the room. [t wag a move to
push him out of the way.

“Oh for goodness sake,” Joe huffed and
waddled off 1o find a quiet corner.
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 Joe loved hie peaceful life with the Tuttles,
part from their stealing poo habit. But all that
. changed the day Mo arrived.

Mrs. Tuttle had a sister who wag going to the
@ ceadide for a week’s holiday. She had a big -
white fluffy dog called Mo. Mre. Tuttle offered

~ to look after Mo. 3

“She will be great company for our Joe,”
Mre. Tuttle said enthusiagtically.

Mary wag not €0 cure. Joe had gotten uced
1o being magter of hie house, another dog may
upeet hie routine.
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. Joe and Mary were best of friends. They did
everything together.

On rainy daye they would cuddle up on the T
sofa, eat treate and watch movies. Super :
action heroes were Joe’s favourite. When

Mary did her homework, Joe would lay

snoring at her feet.
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They stood on the path staring at each
other. Teare began to wellin Mo’s eyes.
Joe didn’t understand. He cuddenly foft
bad for being <o rude.

“What's up with you two?” acked Mary,
puling on their leads to keep them walking.
But they stood efill staring at each other.

Joe’s heart crumbled. Mo looked <o sad.
He hadn’t meant to hurt her. Maybe he
wag a bit hargh.
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Mary would giggle at hie ccrunched up noge.

“I¥'s important to keep the streets clean for
everyone, Joe. You don’t want people elipping
on your big emelly poo and hurting themgelves
do you?”

Joe wondered if he could learn to poo in the
Tuttle’s bathroom, at leagt there he could shut
the door and poo in peace.
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(When the Tuttles took them for walks, Mo
would charge past Joe to alwaye be in front.
He found it very annoying. Mary told him,
“Joe, be polite, Mo ie our quest.”

He would drag along behind with hie head
down in a grump, counting down the days for
her to leave.

He would hide in a corner, watching her with
one eye open, pretending he didn’t care about
all the attention che wag getting. The Tuttles
were hig family. He didn’t want to chare them.

A
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It would take him ages to find the exact piece
of grase fo place hig poo on, and then the
Tuttles would pick it up.

“Why?” he would murmble to himself. “What do
they do with all that poo? [t's very strange.”

- NS
o
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Mo tilted her head and looked at Joe with
tearg in her eyes. She couldn’t wait any
longer. She had to tell him how che felt.
She secretly lied him very much, but had
been too shy o tel him.

She wanted to be near him all the time, but

whenever che tried fo get cloge he would wa
away. Every time she tried to speak o him,
the worde wouldn’t corme out.

Taking a deep breath, she picked up her
courage and barked at the top of her voice,
“(like you Joe.”

Brian and Mary turned o look at her.
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About S C Cunningham

Owned by 3 dogs and a cat, S C Cunningham normally writes
suspense thrillers. As respite from crime novels she creates children’s
picture books. Through beloved pets discussing how they handle life,
her stories help start thought-provoking conyersations between adult
and child.

She is an ex-model, British born of Irish roots that married a rock
musician and has worked in the exciting worlds of music, film, sports.
celebrity management and as a Crime Invesfigator and Intelligence
Analyst for the Police. She supports causes for: Veterans, MH, Child
and Animal Protection.
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Mary wag right, Joe hated having a quet.
From the moment Mo arrived he wag counting
doun the daye for her to leave. He found

it very difficult to be polite to somebody he
didn’t like.

He wouldn’t mind if Mo wae a nice dog, but
she wag aggressive, loud and bossy, a big
shour-off who wanted all the attention. She

fo him.
“How rude!” Joe mumbled.

= The minute Mo arrived, she ran all over

the house and garden taking charge. Joe

wag pushed and burnped out of arme reach
whenever it came o food, play or cuddle time.

Feeling left out he would sneak off into a
corner in a grump, counting down the days
for her 1o leave.
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Mary ctood staring at them wondering what
had just happened. Whatever it wag, she wae
pleased to see Joe <o happy.

Joe no longer counted the daye for Mo to
leave. He wag sad when she did.

Nous, he counte the dayg for her to return.
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; 7 riend of Joe's, a poodle called Brian, walked
7 . e past t them on the pathway. Brian called out to ,;

Joe a¢ he pagsed.
“Nice girlfriend Joe,™and emiled, looking at Mo.

 Joe stood still in shock. He quickly barked back
. athim.

" “She's ot my girlfriend,” he shouted, for
everyone to hear. “Oon’t be silly, Brian.”

" Mo turned back and stared at-Joe, her eyes
wide with dlsmayy

- “Well, you're not,” he grumbled wondenng why
W che looked <0 upeet.

z
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" looked up to find Mo staring at him.

He got up and moved to another quiet spot
and fell adleep.

7
He decided on a plan. He would sleep as much
ae posgible until it wag time for Mo fo leave.

Finding a cogy place to nap he flopped fo the
= floor, and cloed his eyes. Very soon he wag
enoring.

He snored <o loudly he woke himeelf up with a
cfart. “Snort!”

He opened hic eyeg, eeratched hig ear and
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One morning, after Mo and Joe had been fed,
Mo wanted her bowl of food, but Joe’s ag
well. Joe had to gobble down hig breakfagt co
quickly it gave him a tummy ache. Mary took
the dogg for a walk.

A ugual, Mo charged out ahead. Joe
dragged behind, counting down the days for
her to leave.
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Once upon a time a huge, white, huggable dog,
called Joe, lived with the Tuttle family.

Mr. and Mre. Tuttle and young Mary Tuttle
had rescued Joe. They gave him a loving home
with lote of good food, long walke and arm-
stretehing cuddles.
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for her art direction and loving support.

‘Thank you to all soul soothing pets for teaching us
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Try ag he might to keep away from her, Mo
followed him everywhere.

Each time he took a nap, he would wake up
and find Mo lying nearby watching him. [f he
had a pee in the garden, che would follow and
pee on top of hie carefully chosen spot.

~‘Whatig her problem?” he’d murnble looking
back over hig shoulder.
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“Ilike you Joe,” she repeated. “Can we be T
friends, pleace?” /

“But you're alwaye <o annoying. | thought you i
didn’t like me.” r

“l wag trying to get your attention, get you )
to notice me,” she gighed. “Um sorry. [ went - l
about it all the wrong way.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” acked Joe.

“Because 'm shy, but ['m telling you now.
o, pleage can we be friends?”
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