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The Muddy Paws series


1.  Coaching Madcap


2.  Making Friends With Breezy


3.  Rocking with Roxy and Rosie


4.  Saving Snowdrop
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Whee! Smudge the brown and white school hamster sprinted happily inside his wheel. His little feet pitter-pattered, the wheel spun, Lexi and Lily smiled.


“He’s fast,” Lexi said.


“Very,” Lily agreed.


“He could probably win a race in the Hamster Olympics.”


“Definitely. He’d get the gold medal.”


The girls couldn’t take their eyes off Smudge’s cage as he sprinted on.


“OK, Year 6.” Mrs Taylor needed everyone to pay attention. “Lily, Lexi – if you can tear yourselves away from Smudge and sit down in your seats, I have an important announcement to make.”


Sighing, Lily and Lexi did as they were told.


Their teacher stood at the front of the class. She clapped her hands for everyone to quieten down. “Now, does anybody remember what’s happening later this week?”


Sam Webster shot up his hand. “Miss, it’s going to snow. It said so on the telly.”


“Well, Sam – I wasn’t thinking of that,” Mrs Taylor said. “What else?”


“Miss, on Wednesday – Man United play Real Madrid!” Emma Watson cried. “It’s the quarter-final of the UEFA Cup.”


“No, not that either. Although the thing I’m talking about does happen on Wednesday – the day after tomorrow.” Mrs Taylor walked down the room until she came to the table which Tom Starling shared with Lily, Lexi and Charlie Jones. “Tom, I’m sure you know the answer to this. Why not remind the rest of the class?”


Shy Tom’s face went red. “Please, Miss – you’re all coming up to Moor Top Farm.”


“Yeah!” Lexi grinned at Lily.


Tom lived at the farm with his mum and dad. It was open to visitors all year round.


Lily grinned back at Lexi. “The petting farm! How could we forget?”


“Because we’re so busy at Muddy Paws – that’s how,” Lexi replied.


Left to themselves, the two cousins would look after people’s pets from the moment they got up in the morning to the moment they went to bed at night. Lexi and Lily loved to work with animals – anything from naughty puppies who wouldn’t do as they were told through piglets who ran away to homesick cats who refused to eat. That’s what Muddy Paws did – it solved pet problems, big and small.


“Anyway – cool!” Lily sighed as she pictured the school trip to Moor Top Farm. There would be hens and chickens (her favourites), maybe cows and goats and definitely sheep.


“You’ll need to bring a packed lunch to school on Wednesday,” Mrs Taylor told the class as she got ready to begin the first lesson of the day. “And wrap up nice and warm – scarves, hats, gloves. Even though it’s nearly spring, it’s still going to be cold.”
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‘Tom!” It was morning playtime and Lexi and Lily cornered him by the climbing-frame. “Tell us about your farm. What will we see?”


Tom tried to slide out of the corner. “The usual stuff,” he grunted.


“What’s wrong, Tom? Don’t you want to talk to us?” a puzzled Lily asked.


“I’m meant to be playing footie with Emma,” he explained.


“Emma’s OK – she’s playing with Sam and Charlie,” Lexi said. “Come on, Tom – tell us about Moor Top Farm.”


Tom gave in to pressure from the girls. “It’s a petting farm,” he muttered, his face turning red as they quizzed him.


“We already know that. What else?” Lily wanted to know. “Do you have chickens?”


“Yep.”


“Cows?”


“Yep.”


“Goats?”


“Nope.”


“OK, then – sheep?” Lexi asked.


“’Course – yeah.”


“How many?” “What type of sheep?” “What do they eat?” The questions came thick and fast because Lily and Lexi wanted to learn everything about the Starlings’ farm. After all, everyone who knew them realized they were animal-mad.


Poor Tom blushed and tried to escape. When Emma dribbled by with the ball then cut back and passed it to him, he saw his chance to break free. He burst out of the corner, took the ball and passed it on to Sam Webster.


“Have you got any lambs?” Lexi called after him.


“Yep – three so far,” he shouted over his shoulder.


“Wow!” Lily’s smile went from ear to ear. “Three little lambs – already!”


“How cool is that!” Lexi agreed. “We’re going to the petting farm and we’re going to see three tiny, fluffy, white lambs!”


 


At home that night, Lexi sat at her dad’s office table and updated the Muddy Paws website. Her little dog, Alfie, lay half asleep under her chair.


“Good news!” she typed. “We’re going to visit a petting farm! If you don’t know what that is – it’s a farm where visitors can feed and stroke the animals and you can see lots of little chicks inside and then go outside and see pigs and donkeys and other sorts of farm animals.”


Lexi’s dad, James, ran a hand through her mass of dark brown curls. “I have to work away from home on Wednesday,” he told her. “It sounds like fun though.”


Lexi broke off from typing. “Will Alfie and me be staying with Lily?”


“Yes. I’ve already checked with Jo and Matt – they say it’s fine with them.”


“Good, ’cos Muddy Paws is really busy,” she told him. “We can get through loads more appointments when I’m staying at Sea View.”


James smiled. “So you won’t miss me?”


Lexi grinned up at him. “No, we won’t – will we, Alfie?”


Alfie cocked one silky, black ear. Yip! he said.


 


Meanwhile, over at Sea View Cottage, Lily was choosing her clothes for the Wednesday trip to the farm.


“Warm socks, woolly hat, gloves,” she said out loud as she went into the kitchen to join her mum and dad. “Dad, have you seen my stripy socks?”


He looked up from his computer. “Are they stuffed inside your wellies?”


Lily went to look along the row of boots lined up by the back door. “Yup, here they are. And Mum, on Wednesday can I borrow your red scarf?”


“Sure,” Jo replied. She sat in a warm corner watching the TV news. “It’s hanging on the hook in the porch. And by the way, make sure you do wrap up really well,” she added. “The weather lady is saying it’s going to snow.”


“I will,” Lily promised. Come rain or shine, snow, ice, fog – whatever the weather threw at them – she could hardly wait for Wednesday and the school visit to Moor Top Farm.
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“I’ve been busy,” Lexi announced when she called in at Sea View on her way to school next day. “I’ve got two more appointments for Muddy Paws.” She took a red diary out of her bag. “Saturday morning at ten – we have to go into school and clean out Smudge’s cage.”


Lily nodded as she put on her padded jacket. “What else?”


“Teatime today – Miss Goodwin is bringing Dino for a pamper-session.”


“That’ll be fun.” Lily picked up her schoolbag and yelled goodbye to her dad, who was loading parcels of tea into the boot of the car. After a year of working from home, his speciality tea business was really taking off. Her mum was already busy in the café, baking scones and putting daffodils on the tables.


“So how many lambs will be born this year at Moor Top Farm?” Lexi wondered as she and Lily set off for school.


 


The first thing the girls did when they arrived was to say hi to Smudge.


Squeak-squeak-squeak. Smudge was busy with his morning exercise and didn’t stop trundling inside his wheel to say hello.


When Mrs Taylor came into the room, they sat down at their table.


“Only one day to go until the school trip!” Lexi whispered to Tom Starling. In her head she happily pictured fluffy yellow chicks, piglets with curly tails and of course the three newborn lambs.


He frowned and looked glum. “Yeah, and guess what?”


“What?” Lily asked. Why wasn’t Tom happy about the class visit to his farm?


“Today Mrs Taylor is going to make me stand up and give a talk,” he muttered as the teacher called out names from the register.


“A talk about your farm?” Lexi hissed at Tom.


He shuffled in his seat. “Yeah – she wants me to tell people about the lambs.”


“For our Moor Top Farm project?” Lily asked.


He nodded. “I have to say how they’re born and all that stuff.”


Lily and Lexi could see this wouldn’t be easy for Tom. The farmer’s son was the quiet, thoughtful type who liked to sit at the back of the class. He wasn’t exactly unfriendly – just shy.


As the time for his talk drew near, they watched him take a sheet of paper out of his bag and hold it between trembling hands.


“Stand up, Tom,” Mrs Taylor instructed kindly. “Speak in a nice, clear voice.”

OEBPS/images/co2.jpg
5
=
2&
(5]





OEBPS/contents.htm


Contents


Chapter One


Chapter Two


Chapter Three


Chapter Four


Chapter Five


Chapter Six


Chapter Seven


Chapter Eight


Chapter Nine


Chapter Ten


Chapter Eleven


Chapter Twelve


Dedication


Copyright


If you liked this, you’ll love…






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
J;‘j\ FU ﬂ)ﬁ

D
t)f

Tilustrated by Paul Howard





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
JENNY OLDFIELD

Tllustrated by Paul Howard

"






OEBPS/images/pii.jpg





OEBPS/images/co1.jpg
/"-'\\\]
A ® /

W,
V4 4 r \‘
/:\/\Ch(;lll:(t}e \





OEBPS/images/p5.jpg





