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Chapter One


“Let’s play!” Peggy barked, dropping a tennis ball by Dad’s feet in the garden. To him, it just sounded like “woof”, but Peggy hoped that if she wagged her curly little tail hard enough he’d understand.


“Sorry, Pegs,” said Dad, scratching the pug behind her floppy ears. “I’ve got strawberries to pick.” He twisted a plump red berry off the vine and added it to his bowl.


Dad took great pride in his garden. On sunny days, he was often out there weeding, mowing the lawn and watering his fruit and vegetables. Peggy was strictly forbidden from digging holes among the neat rows of plants, even though the soil was the perfect place to bury a bone. You never knew when you’d feel a bit peckish, after all …


As she trotted away with her ball Peggy saw Tiger, the stripy ginger cat who lived next door, sunbathing on the roof of the garden shed.


“Hey, Tiger,” she called up to him hopefully. “Want to—”
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“No, I do not want to play with you, Pig Tail,” he interrupted, his green eyes opening to glare at her. “I am taking a nap. Or at least TRYING to take a nap.” Tiger stretched his furry ginger body, rolled over and went back to sleep.


Peggy sighed. Tiger was such a grump.


“I’ll play with you, Peggy,” called a soft voice from across the garden.


Peggy bounded over the grass, past flower beds blooming with lavender, hollyhocks and snapdragons, and over to a wooden rabbit hutch.


“Hi, Coco,” she said, pressing her flat black nose against the wire screen to greet the black and white rabbit inside the hutch.


“Let’s play I Spy,” suggested Coco.


“Sure,” said Peggy. Coco always wanted to play I Spy. “You can go first.”


The bunny twitched her nose. “I spy with my little eye something beginning with ‘C’ …”


“Is it a carrot?” guessed Peggy.


“Yes!” said Coco, sounding amazed. “How did you know?”


“Lucky guess,” said Peggy. It was usually a carrot. Or a radish. Or some hay. It wasn’t Coco’s fault – there wasn’t much to see inside her hutch.


“I’ve got another one,” said Coco, her fluffy tail twitching. “I spy something else beginning with ‘C’ …”


“Cabbage,” guessed Peggy.


“No,” said the bunny. “It’s Chloe!”


Spinning around, Peggy saw Chloe, Ruby and Finn step through the patio doors into the garden. The children were home from school! With an excited bark, Peggy ran straight to Chloe and jumped into her best friend’s outstretched arms.


Peggy loved all three children in her family, but she’d had a special bond with Chloe ever since they first met.


“I missed you when I was at school, Peggy,” Chloe said, stroking Peggy’s soft tan-coloured fur.


“I missed you too,” said Peggy, licking her friend’s cheek.


“I missed you too,” said Peggy. But to Chloe it just sounded like barking.


“Is there anything to eat, Dad?” asked Finn, Chloe’s older brother. Like Peggy, he was ALWAYS hungry.
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“Freshly picked strawberries,” said Dad, standing up and brushing dirt off his knees. He came over to the patio and offered the children the bowl of fruit. “How was school?”


“We’re having a science fair at the end of term,” said Chloe, reaching for a berry. “I’m doing a project with Ellie and Hannah.”


Peggy knew those were Chloe’s human best friends.


“What’s your project going to be on?” asked Ruby, Chloe’s little sister. Her lips were stained red with strawberry juice.


“We haven’t decided yet,” said Chloe. “They’re coming over next weekend so we can plan it.”


“I built that for my science fair project,” said Finn, pointing to a robot in the garden. “I got an A plus.”


Peggy eyed the robot suspiciously. Its solar-powered arms moved to frighten a bird away like a scarecrow. But it was also good at scaring dogs away.


“I really want to get a good grade too,” said Chloe. She put her hands over Peggy’s ears and lowered her voice to a whisper. “I want to be a vet when I grow up. You need to be good at science to do that.”


I heard that, thought Peggy, even though Chloe had covered her ears. Peggy hated going to the vet. It usually meant getting jabbed with a needle. As much as she loved Chloe, she couldn’t understand why her friend wanted to do such a horrible job. Chloe was much too nice to be a vet!


As Dad and the children ate the strawberries, they brainstormed ideas for Chloe’s science fair project.


“You could build a robot like I did,” said Finn.


No! thought Peggy. One scary robot was enough.


“Yeah!” said Ruby. “Make a robot that can do homework.” She bit into a big strawberry and juice dribbled down her chin.
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Peggy’s mouth watered as she watched the children eat. She whined, hoping for a snack.


“Do you want one too, Peggy?” Chloe asked, giving her a strawberry.


Yum! thought Peggy, wolfing it down.


“There was a Russian scientist named Pavlov who did a very famous experiment a long time ago,” said Dad. “He rang a bell before feeding his dogs and noticed that they started drooling as soon as they heard the bell.”


“You could recreate that experiment,” said Finn. “I’m sure Peggy would help.”


“Yes!” barked Peggy. She liked the sound of extra treats, especially if it meant helping Chloe.


“Aaaaarggghhh!” shrieked Ruby, jumping up and hiding behind Dad.


“What’s wrong?” Dad asked.


BZZZZZZ … BZZZZZZ… BZZZZZZ. A fluffy black and yellow bee buzzed around the bowl of strawberries.


“Bee!” Ruby squealed. “It’s going to sting me!”


“Hold still and stop shouting, and it’ll go away,” said Dad.


The buzzing bee flew away and landed on a daisy.


[image: image]


“You shouldn’t be scared of bees,” Finn told his sister. “Bees are amazing. I’ve been learning all about them in biology. They are some of the most important creatures in the whole world.”
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“Why?” asked Chloe.


“Because if it wasn’t for them, we wouldn’t have food crops to eat,” said Finn.


Wow, thought Peggy, watching the bee buzz from flower to flower. She’d had no idea these tiny creatures were so impressive.
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“Unfortunately, bees are endangered,” said Finn. “They like to live in wildflower meadows – but there aren’t so many of those any more.”
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“Poor bees,” said Ruby sadly.


Peggy felt sorry for the bees too. She remembered what it was like not to have a home, before Chloe’s family adopted her from the dog shelter.


“We should get a beehive,” said Chloe. “There are plenty of flowers for them in our garden.”


“Hmm …” said Dad thoughtfully. “That’s an interesting idea …”


“I could build a hive,” volunteered Finn.


Just then, Mum came home.
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“Guess what?” said Chloe as Mum joined them on the patio. “We’re going to get a beehive.”


“To save the bees!” cried Ruby.


“Ooh!” said Mum excitedly. “I can sell jars of honey in the café.” Mum owned a dog-friendly café called Pups and Cups in the town centre. “And I know lots of recipes that have honey in the ingredients. Speaking of which, I brought some honey and spice cake back from the café. Does anyone want a piece?”
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“Me!” said Finn.


“Me too!” said Chloe.


“And me!” said Ruby.


Mmm! thought Peggy. She watched the children hopefully as they helped themselves to cake.


“Here you go,” said Chloe, breaking off a bit of cake for Peggy, just as Peggy knew she would. Chloe always shared her treats with Peggy. And if getting bees meant getting more treats, Peggy couldn’t wait for them to arrive!
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