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This book is dedicated to Ashleigh, my dancing partner, maker of the finest ham sandwiches and a companion for life.





A Word From the Pawthor
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Yes, it’s me. The dog off the telly. One half of the dancing duo, Ashleigh and Pudsey. Some say I’m the most famous four-legged celebrity in the world right now, but I haven’t let that go to my head. I might’ve appeared on the Tonight Show with Jay Leno, and attract crowds of admirers everywhere I go, but nothing grabs my attention as quickly as a squirrel crossing my path. Yes, I’m still leading a dog’s life, but it’s a life like no other. So, when I was invited to write all about it I jumped at the chance. I also turned in circles and possibly also barked a bit, too. Then I stopped to think about it, scratched behind one ear with my hind leg, and wondered how on earth I’d put paw to paper. I’m a dog, after all. We might be able to talk amongst ourselves, like every animal can, but one thing we can’t do is write. Can we?


Well, let’s just say that there’s only one dog who can count Simon Cowell as his BFF. When you’re mates with a man who can turn dreams into reality, anything is possible, as you’re about to read for yourselves.


As well as my story – from early puppyhood to performing for the nation – you’ll get my thoughts and opinions on the issues that matter. Should we fight for the right to have second and third helpings at mealtimes? Why isn’t The Littlest Hobo on constant repeat? And are dachshunds a pedigree dog or some weird mix-up between a rottweiler, an otter and a squirrel? OK, so maybe nobody has the answers to these questions, but everything I do know I’ve shared with you here (apart from the whereabouts of Wellingborough’s best butcher – that stays with me to the grave). I could’ve spent my time burying bones in the garden. Instead, I dug deep in different ways, and hope you enjoy the result – which begins on the turn of this page.


Pudsey


Summer 2012, Hollywood





Prologue
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Lassie: Never shied away from racing to save kids trapped in wells, but could she have handled Britain’s Got Talent? Either way, she’s still my number 1 celebrity crush.


 


I bet Lassie never had to deal with this sort of pressure. The huge television studio was packed with people, and just one dog – me. Even so, I didn’t feel completely alone. Ashleigh had carried me like a comfort blanket all the way through the corridors to the wing of the stage, where we waited for our cue.


‘Let’s go all out for this one, Puds,’ she whispered in my ear. ‘At least then we can look back knowing we tried our best.’


I looked up and grinned at her. It’s my natural expression, so it wasn’t difficult to pull off. But Ashleigh only ever had to look into my eyes to see what was really going on. Just then, for her sake as much as mine, I was trying hard to stay cool and calm. This is no big deal, I kept telling myself. A walk in the park. Then I peeked out to get a closer look at the audience, which I admit may have been a teeny mistake. Every seat in the house was taken, as far back as I could see, while the sound, lighting and camera crews were making final adjustments to their equipment. Absolutely everyone present was awaiting our appearance.


In a heartbeat, my confidence vanished.


What struck me with fear more than anything else was the panel in front of the stage, with three empty chairs behind it. Just thinking about who would soon be sitting there to cast judgement on our act made me quiver and shake. Ashleigh picked up on my mood straight away. She rested her cheek on my head and hugged me tightly. Penny, her mum, was with us, and so was Grandma, our lucky mascot. Both put their arms around her.


‘Pudsey won’t let you down,’ Penny said.


‘He’s a winner,’ added Grandma. But all of a sudden I wasn’t feeling very sure about that.


We had trained for what felt like a lifetime, and here I was about to make fools of us both. Ashleigh had taken me through our routine so many times, but all of a sudden I couldn’t remember the first step. As a result, everything that was supposed to follow seemed like a jumble in my mind. In a few minutes’ time, with the judges in place, the stage lights would go up and Ashleigh would walk on, accompanied by one amazingly average non-dancing dog. The audience reaction would be awful, from laughter to jeers, boos and hisses. We could even find ourselves ducking rotten tomatoes if anyone had smuggled them past the ITV security people. I closed my eyes, wishing I was back home watching the show on the TV with the rest of the family. Whose stupid idea was it to audition for this? I thought to myself. Then I remembered. It was mine.


A moment later, one of the show’s production assistants appeared behind us with a clip microphone for Ashleigh. Thankfully, it meant she had to turn away from the stage so he could fit it. I found myself facing the fire exit, and part of me thought about scrambling from Ashleigh’s arms and making a run for it. But I knew at that moment I could never abandon her. Even if I was about to make a massive fool of myself, I would do so at her side.


‘Ladies and gentlemen!’ boomed a voice across the speaker system, silencing the chatter from the audience. ‘Recording continues in a few minutes from now, so let’s have a big welcome back for the judges ...’


I heard the three names in turn, marked by a frenzy of clapping and cheering, but by then I was focused on just one thing: a cardboard box beside the door. It was tatty and filled with coils of cable, but it reminded me of one I’d found myself inside a long time ago, when my future looked bleak and the thought of dancing on stage in front of millions of viewers was a world away. That was the moment when I knew where I belonged. It reminded me just how far we’d come, the struggle we’d gone through to get here and the challenge we now faced to put in a pawsome performance.


‘I love you, Puds,’ whispered Ashleigh, and she turned to the stage once more. ‘Let’s show them what we can do!’
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Don’t be fooled by this picture. I may look like I’m having a nap, but in reality I’ve just tripped over my tail.


 


I wasn’t the last to be born in my litter. Even so, my brothers and sisters still treated me as if I was the runt.


‘Get out of the way,’ they squeaked at me when it came to feeding time. ‘Coming through!’ My poor mum was too exhausted by the birth to stand up for me. She lay there in her basket in the kitchen while the others scrambled for the best position. We had been given our first round of inoculations by the vet, and every one of us was declared healthy. Even so, those early days proved to be a fight for survival. I battled to make my presence felt amongst the pack, but it was tough. Fortunately, despite finding myself in the least popular position for each milk round, Mum made sure I didn’t go hungry.


‘Never mind,’ she said, when the others broke off to skitter across the floor. ‘You might move about like you were born with four left paws, but I’m sure you’ll find your feet eventually.’


My old mum wasn’t wrong about many things, but when it came to my coordination she proved wide of the mark. Honestly, I could barely put one paw in front of the other without tripping over myself. That was understandable in the beginning, but several weeks into my life I found it was holding me back. I put this down to being a crossbreed. With a bit of Border collie, some bichon frise and Chinese crested cross in me, it sometimes felt as if I was three dogs competing to control one body. Unlike me, my siblings had it all sorted out from day one. We looked identical, with our shaggy ash-and-white coats and our teddy-bear eyes, but I lacked their balance and quick wits. I tended to sit and watch them tumble and play, rather than get stuck in, which left me feeling rather un-doglike. I wasn’t lonely in my litter, nor was I unloved. I was just rubbish at games and a bit embarrassed that I had been born with legs that felt like they each had a mind of their own.


‘You know what worries me?’ I announced to my mum one day.


‘Rabies?’ she suggested, which took me by surprise. ‘Rabies and fireworks night. It’s industry-standard for dogs to worry about them.’


‘Actually, there’s something else,’ I said. ‘Homeless -ness.’


‘Shouldn’t you just be focused on when your next feed is coming?’ she asked as she started to wash me down with her tongue. ‘There’s no need for a pup like you to concern himself with social issues.’


‘What I mean is, when the time comes for us to go I keep thinking nobody’ll want me,’ I went on. ‘My brothers and sisters are all such fun, but I don’t have their confidence. Unless I learn to do something clever, I could be cast out into the night and forced to forage out of bins.’


Mum licked my face clean, which stopped me from going on.


‘Penny won’t throw you out,’ she said, and nodded towards the woman who stood boiling a kettle at the kitchen counter. ‘She has your best interests at heart. She’ll make sure you go to the right home.’


All of us understood, from a very early age, that we would soon be moving on. Mum lived here permanently. As soon as we were old enough, however, my brothers, sisters and I would go our separate ways with new owners, and our whole lives ahead of us.


‘Who would want me?’ I muttered to myself.


‘Oh, I can think of someone,’ she said, but left it at that. Then she looked me in the eyes. ‘You don’t have to be clever to be a dog,’ she said. ‘Just be yourself and let the real you shine through.’


I clambered out of the basket, catching a claw on the wicker rim as I did so and falling with a thud onto the tiles.


‘You make it sound so easy,’ I grumbled.


‘Oh, it is!’ she said. ‘And it starts by not fretting so much. Now go and find the others and give me some peace.’


I toddled off, thinking about what she had said. At that age, I wasn’t great at multi-tasking. Thinking and walking at the same time proved more than enough, which is why I veered into the table leg. It was all very well trying to be myself, but I was a natural-born worrier. Sometimes it felt like the only thing that I was good at. I gave Penny a wide berth, just in case she decided sooner rather than later that I was fit for nothing but a life on the street. I liked Penny. She was calm, kind and gentle. Even so, I was convinced that when no potential owner picked me out for a cuddle she would show me the front door.


Until then, though, I was free to roam downstairs in the house along with the other pups. I could hear them tearing around in the front room. They liked to play a game that frankly baffled me. It was called Chase Your Own Tail, but I struggled to see the point. Nobody won. Nobody lost. Everyone just got dizzy. Still, that didn’t stop them from playing it all the time. It was as if the existence of their tails kept coming as a total surprise to them, from dawn right through to dusk.


‘Watch out,’ my eldest brother warned the others when I appeared at the door. ‘Here comes an accident waiting to happen!’


‘That’s very good,’ I said, sounding less than impressed while my siblings howled with laughter (they’ve always been easily amused, even a fly repeatedly hitting a window cracks them up). ‘So, what are you up to for the rest of the day?’


My eldest brother looked baffled, as if the answer was obvious, and turned his back on me. ‘These tails don’t chase themselves,’ he said, wagging his, ‘and I’m not stopping until I catch mine. Wanna play?’


‘Thanks but no,’ I said with a shrug. ‘That game’s a bit overrated, if you ask me. But I’m happy to watch.’


‘You don’t know what you’re missing,’ he told me, and raced off once more in pursuit of his backside.


My other siblings continued to charge about in the same way. Though we hadn’t been in the world for long, they had already become much more sure-footed than me. Keeping well to one side, I observed them tearing back and forth across the room. At one point, I thought about joining in, but I knew that if I did I would only ruin their fun.


It was then, through the blur of my brothers and sisters, that something caught my eye. The television was usually switched off during the day. But for once Penny had left it on, and what I saw was unmissable. A vision I would never forget. My ears pricked on instinct and I tipped my head to one side.


‘Oh, wow!’ I said out loud, but nobody was listening.


On the screen, in a rain-swept street, a man was singing and dancing. He pirouetted along the pavement, tapping with his feet as he went and twirling his umbrella like a baton. Every move he made was brimming with poetry and grace. For a pup who was constantly tripping over himself, he had the kind of balance and control that was out of this world. I watched intently, so spellbound by the spectacle that I barely noticed Penny return to her chair behind me with her freshly made cup of tea. She patted me on the head, a gesture which often made me freeze. Any time she touched me I was convinced it would lead to her scooping me up, before driving me into town and dropping me off on a street corner. Instead, she sat back with a biscuit, as gripped as I was by this musical magic.


Then, as the song reached a crescendo, my eldest brother barrelled into me. He knocked me clean off my paws and sent me skidding across the wooden floor.


‘What are you doing standing in the way like that?’ he asked. ‘If you’re going to watch the television, be a lap dog!’


Even though I was splayed out on the floor, my eyes remained locked on the screen until the very last note of the song. That’s when I faced him and said: ‘Watching tele vision is one thing, but I’m going to star on it!’


He rolled his eyes in response, and shook himself down from head to tail.


‘Oh man,’ he said. ‘A luvvie in the litter!’


‘I’m serious!’ I drew his attention to the TV once more. ‘One day I’ll dance like that. Just you wait and see.’


My eldest brother looked around, as if to check that nobody else had heard my declaration. Then he took me to one side, around the side of the sofa. Even if people knew that animals could talk, I doubted that Penny would’ve backed me up here. I’d hardly shown much promise, after all. At the time, I was about as graceful and poised as a drunk on a pedalo.


‘You’re a dog,’ my brother said, as if I had forgotten, and put his paw around me. ‘Dogs don’t dance. They dig and bark, eat and sleep. The hardest thing you’ve got to do is drag your backside across the carpet in a straight line from time to time. That’s all you have to master to fulfil the brief, all right? Don’t make life difficult for yourself.’


‘I can feel it in my bones,’ I insisted, and glanced at the television. ‘It would be a dream to become a dancer.’


My brother looked me up and down, a grin crossing his face.


‘You know what I dream about?’ he said proudly. ‘Running after stuff. You can’t go wrong with a dream like that. It’s so exciting!’


‘But do you ever catch anything?’ I asked. ‘Isn’t the catch important?’


My brother focused on a point midway between us. He was thinking hard.


‘Who cares about that,’ he said finally. ‘It’s all about the chase, baby. Chase, chase, chase!’


‘I’m not so sure,’ I said, but already I had lost his attention.


‘What is THAT?’ he asked, looking behind him, first one way and then the other. ‘Did you see that? THERE’S SOMETHING MOVING BACK THERE!’


‘Um, it’s your tail,’ I said as he eyed it swishing back and forth.


‘Stay where you are. I’ll handle this!’ he yelled, and promptly pounced in vain again. ‘You can’t run from me!’ he cried, turning in circles now. ‘Come on, give yourself up!’


I watched him for a moment, then sighed long and hard. Part of me wished I was that stupid. It would make life so much simpler ... and also twice as dull. On the screen, having finished his routine, the man was walking away under the deluge. I knew I couldn’t sing. Dogs who sang sounded dreadful. But the dancing entranced me.


I thought about what my mum had said about being myself. That afternoon, watching the matinee with Penny, I knew what I had to do to achieve just that.


I would learn to dance! That would surely earn me a place in someone’s heart and home. In my mind, being clumsy was something I could overcome. No matter how impossible it seemed, I had a dream to chase. And unlike my brothers and sisters with their tail fixation, I wouldn’t let it get away.
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Paws for Thought


Did you know that the poodle was originally bred for hunting? No, really. Stop laughing! They might look like they’re purpose-built to prance, but those guys are secretly hard as nails.





 


We were kept on the ground floor by a child gate at the foot of the stairs, which was fine by us. My brothers and sisters were happy playing their games in the kitchen and the front room, including a new one they’d invented called Upholstery Attack. Meanwhile, I lived in a dream world of dance. In my mind, I was a star.


In reality, whenever I closed my eyes and let my imagination carry me away, everyone just laughed.


‘Here he goes again!’ my brother once remarked as I swayed to and fro with that song playing in my mind. It made me happy, and I wagged my tail in time with the tune. I was only brought to a sudden halt when someone gave in to temptation and lunged for it.


‘Hey, that’s mine!’ I complained from beneath a bundle of pups whose instincts had once again got the better of them. ‘Calm down, all of you. Please!’


‘But someone’s got to chase that tail,’ my big brother said as he hauled me from the heap. ‘It’s in the rules.’


‘What rules?’ I backed into a corner, folding my tail safely between my hind legs.


‘Dog rules,’ he said. ‘You know? All food on the floor is fair game. The sofa is for sleeping on when Penny’s back is turned. The postman is sad unless we bark at him every morning ... and tails fall off if we don’t chase them.’


‘They don’t.’ I looked at my brother, puzzled and amused. ‘Do they?’


He showed me his tail.


‘Well, do you want to risk it?’


I thought about this for a moment, and then dismissed it with a wave of my paw.


‘The only rule in this house is that we’re not allowed upstairs.’


Now it was my brother’s turn to look baffled.


‘What do you mean by upstairs?’ he asked. ‘Is it outside?’


‘No, it’s where the stairs take you,’ I said, and gestured at the hallway.


He looked at me warily, as if I’d suddenly transformed into one of those weird hairless breeds with the bug eyes.


‘Are you sure upstairs isn’t outside? Because outside’s out of bounds,’ he said. ‘Once we’ve left for our new homes and seen the vet for the last of our jabs, then we’ll be set for the big wide world. Until then, there are bugs and viruses and worms out there that we could pick up on our paws. Any pup who steps outside is dicing with death.’


‘Upstairs isn’t outside,’ I assured him. ‘It’s just a part of the house we’re not supposed to explore.’


My brother turned to face the door.


‘Upstairs sounds awesome,’ he said, before turning to our brothers and sisters. ‘Hey, fellas! Those steps behind the gate. Who knew they led somewhere? We should check it out.’


‘We can’t do that,’ I hissed, urging him to be quiet in case Penny wondered what all the noise was about. ‘It’s not allowed.’


My older brother glanced at the others.


‘What’s the matter?’ he asked, and faced back. ‘Are you scared?’


‘No,’ I said quickly, aware that everyone was watching me. ‘I’m not scared of anything.’


He nodded, as if I had told him quite enough.


‘Glad to hear it,’ he said eventually. ‘A dog who wants to dance is one thing. We can make that our secret. But a fearful dog – a dog with no backbone – that won’t go down well with anyone who’s thinking of giving you a home.’


‘I know that,’ I said nervously. My brother was a sweet-natured soul, and he hadn’t set out to make me feel uncomfortable on purpose. But I didn’t like the attention I was getting from the other pups. Looking for a way out, I glanced around him and pretended to be surprised. ‘Don’t look now,’ I said in a low voice, ‘but I just saw your tail moving.’


‘You did?’ My brother raised his eyebrows. ‘Seriously?’


I looked again.


‘It’s definitely back again,’ I told him. ‘Want me to get it for you?’


‘No need,’ he said, before twisting around so quickly that his hind legs left the ground. ‘I’ve got it covered!’
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Nobody mentioned the episode again, but I couldn’t forget it. My brother had made out that I should be ashamed of my fascination with dance. That was fine by me. I could live with that. What bothered me was the thought that everyone had marked me down as a fearful dog.


For a pup who would soon be in need of a home, a label like that was bound to put people off. My brothers and sisters were naturally bouncy and inquisitive. I didn’t want to be the one left trembling at the back. I had to prove I had guts. Not just to everyone else but to myself.


And there was only one way I could do it.


Whenever Penny went upstairs while my siblings were playing, she would be careful to shut the gate behind her. Sometimes when we were dozing in our basket with Mum she would close the kitchen door first. It made a creaking sound which often woke me up. Then I would hear activity on the steps, often followed by the front door opening and clicking shut again as Penny left the house. According to dog rules, anyone who went out for a walk without a four-legged friend at their side was considered weird. We talked about this at length amongst ourselves. Puppies were good fun but also very hard work, we decided. That would explain why Penny needed fresh air on her own twice a day.


For a long time after my big brother made his comments about my lack of courage, I kept a careful eye on her. I was looking for the opportunity to slip upstairs behind her, but she was always so quick to close that gate. My brothers and sisters showed no such interest. They were growing rowdier with every day that passed, which frankly left me with a headache. It also gave me an idea. There was no guarantee that it would work, but I had no other option. Waiting until Penny had popped upstairs one afternoon, I put my plan into action.


‘Hey guys!’ I said, bounding into the front room where everyone was playing. ‘There’s something you need to know about the bookcase in the hallway.’


‘Unless you’ve found a secret stash of treats, I doubt it’ll be of interest to us,’ my big brother said, scampering around the sofa. ‘Mum says it’s just a bunch of books about training dogs, but all of them are useless. Penny should give them to charity or something.’


I wasn’t going to let his lack of interest stop me. Instead, I prepared to speak up so that everyone heard me.


‘You’re not going to believe this,’ I told them all, and then waited until I had their full attention. ‘It’s got a tail.’


Sure enough, every pup in the room gasped in surprise, looking at one another as if this fact should’ve come to their attention ages ago. At once they rushed past me in a bid to reach the hallway. I followed calmly behind, and watched from the doorway as my brothers and sisters scrambled to find a way behind the bookcase so they could see for themselves. In the excited frenzy of barking and yelping, several actually tried to scale their way to the top. It came as no surprise to me whatsoever when the bookcase rocked forward and then toppled against the opposite wall. It wasn’t very big or heavy, but nor was it designed to be a climbing wall. As books avalanched onto the floor, every pup dived for safety, and then shrank away from the staircase as Penny rushed back downstairs.


‘What’s all this?’ she cried with some concern and quickly counted heads. ‘Puppies, you must take more care of yourselves,’ she added, and opened up the gate. ‘Go and play in the kitchen while I clear this up.’


I didn’t stop to watch her ease the bookcase back in position. I felt bad for being responsible for such a mess, but that’s what little dogs do. At the same time, it had provided me with the opportunity I needed. In all the rush, Penny had forgotten to close the gate behind her. I glanced at my big brother, just to make sure that he was watching, and began to climb the stairs.


‘You’re going solo?’ he asked, before Penny finally shooed all of them into the kitchen. ‘That takes guts!’


It wasn’t easy. Nothing ever is the first time you do it. Halfway up, I felt a little dizzy when I glanced back down. I told myself to keep going. Using my forelegs to grasp the step in front and my hind legs to push off from the one behind, I eventually grasped the landing carpet and hauled myself to the summit.


‘Made it,’ I whispered, panting at the same time. ‘So, this is upstairs!’


I looked one way and then the other. To be honest, it didn’t appear very different from downstairs. Just more rooms and nice pictures on the walls. Still, having got this far it was important for me to look around. I wanted to return to the other pups with a story of my courageous adventure that would surely earn their respect.


Then I heard a low chuckling. It was coming from a room whose door was ajar, and it sounded ever so slightly menacing. My first instinct was to flee. Then I reminded myself of the reason I was here. I took a deep breath and padded towards the room. I’m not sure what I was expecting, but when I peered around the door I couldn’t help but gasp in surprise.


That was the moment I discovered that we weren’t the only pets in the house. It was also when I learned that not all animals are as madcap and carefree as my brothers and sisters. As I peed in fear on the carpet – setting my house-training back a stage or two in the process – I realised that some could be very threatening indeed.
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‘Outside of a dog, a book is man’s best friend.


Inside of a dog, it’s too dark to read.’
Groucho Marx


 


Now, I’m sure you’ll appreciate that lately I’ve been the one to leave an audience in awe. Back then, as I nosed my way into the room, it was me who stood there in astonishment.


‘What are you doing here?’ I asked.


The sun was streaming through an open window. On the carpet, two old Border collies were basking in the heat. They had shaggy coats with white ruffs and seemed equally surprised to see me. Both raised their heads when I appeared. I could tell from their scent that deep down they were friendly. It was the creature on top of the cupboard that caused my hackles to rise.


‘Beat it, kid!’ growled the ginger tom cat. ‘Go back to Mummy. Upstairs is out of bounds. You could get hurt up here. Bad things might happen. Isn’t that right, guys?’


The Border collies sniggered to themselves, which wasn’t very polite.


‘You want to do as Handsome Brad says,’ said one. ‘If you know what’s good for you.’


‘Handsome Brad doesn’t get along with puppies,’ the other one added, ‘and you’re a puppy.’


I sat at the doorway, intrigued by what I had found. The two dogs, a male and a female, both shot me pleading looks, but I didn’t feel at all frightened. The cat called Handsome Brad glared at me. I simply smiled. After all, Handsome Brad was a cat. It was against dog law to be scared of cats.


‘Well, I’m pleased to meet you, Handsome,’ I said.


The ginger tom looked a little pained at this.


‘Just Brad will do,’ he said, before glaring at the two collies below him. ‘Why is this mutt still here?’ he asked them. ‘Obi, Indi, escort our friend back downstairs before I sharpen my claws.’


The dog called Indi looked at me anxiously.


‘You really should go, kid,’ she said.


‘Brad’s in charge around here,’ added Obi. ‘He’s boss dog.’


I mouthed what he’d just said in case I’d heard it wrong. I looked back up at the cat, who narrowed his eyes at me.


‘So, there’s a cat who lives in this house who’s boss dog? Wait until I tell the others!’
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