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      This is it! I thought as I sat on a silk-covered chaise longue. I was staring into the camera on a 1930s film set. This is what I’ve been waiting for my whole life. My screen debut!

      I’d spent an hour in doggy make-up, which included a lavender conditioning bath (yuk!) and a guaranteed ‘super-silky-smooth’ blow dry. According to my stylist, Jacintha, this was guaranteed to give me the glossiest coat ever. I’d had my nose rubbed with essential oils and hairs combed and fluffed in places I never even knew I had hairs. But it was all worth it, right?

      “Let’s stand by to shoot, everyone,” said a voice from the shadows. “Here we go. The Artistic, forty-eight, take one.”

      But wouldn’t you know it? Straight away, the leading lady and leading man stepped in my limelight. They completely blocked the camera’s view of me as they talked in drawling American accents. Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. (A runner on set had told me their names but my memory’s never been that great. Apparently, they were famous. All I knew was that neither of them had given me a single treat. In fact, they’d barely looked at me. It was very disappointing.)

      I looked up at the white-haired director and the crowd of film people behind him, hoping for a signal for me to platform one of my many talents – to spin a pirouette, perform a crouch ‘n’ roll, or at least wag my tail. I had a very attractive tail, after all, especially after this morning’s grooming. But no one so much as looked at me.

      This is so boring, I thought. My first movie, and the director has me sitting here like a rug! This should have been the start of something big. Where was my moment in the spotlight?

      “And action!” called the director.

      The leading lady sat down next to me. Maybe she was going to hold her hands out to indicate I should perform a roll, or lean forward so I could leap over her back. Ta-da! But, instead, she just looked up at the leading man with big gleaming eyes.

      “I’m telling ya, kid – the talkie is dead. Smellovision is the future,” he said.

      “Smello-what?” The lady raised her eyebrows.

      “Vision,” the man explained. “Imagine if you could actually smell what you saw on a movie screen. Expensive perfume. Delicious roast chicken. Dirty dog breath.”

      The leading lady screwed up her face. “Yeesh!”

      Oi, I thought. There was nothing wrong with my breath. I cleaned with Dog-Mint Dentals every day!

      The leading man drawled on. “Why, we’ll stink up every movie theatre from here to Wisconsin.”

      “Oh… but come on, you said I had a shot at Gone with the Wind.” What was she talking about? What wind? It wasn’t me, and I hoped the director knew that – there’s nothing worse than a dog who can’t control his bodily urges!

      The lady stood up from the sofa and put her hand on the man’s arm. The camera swivelled to face them. Now I wasn’t even in shot!

      “That turkey? Forget about it!” he said, shaking his head.

      Oh, enough of this nonsense! Time to liven things up, I thought. Wait till they see what I can really do. I jumped to the floor and stood upright on my hind legs. With my paws in the dancing position, my tail raised – with a slight curl for maximum cuteness – I turned in a circle. “Ba, be, ba, be, baba,” I hummed as I moonwalked towards the actors. The leading lady looked down at me – ha, I had her attention now. “They’re loving this!” I said to myself, giving a double pirouette – perfectly, in my opinion.

      “What is that mutt doing?” hissed the director, who sat in his fold-up chair while his assistants brought him cups of tea and scribbled down notes of everything he said. “Cut, cut!”

      Ooops, better scarper! I dropped to all fours as one of the assistants chased me off the stage.

      “Pudsey, get out of there!”

      As I raced away, through the legs of the leading man, I heard a tearing noise, then a crash, a bang, a BOOM. I turned around, and saw that he’d fallen into the leading lady, who had fallen into a camera man who had crashed into a set ladder. The set came crashing down all around me! I lay down in the ‘take cover’ position and covered my eyes, but allowed myself a peek from behind my paw… The white gazebo standing above the director wobbled back and forth precariously. The director scrambled out from under it just as it toppled down in one big tent-pole mess.

      “CUT!” screamed the director, his white hair flopping about like a fluttering dove. “YOU’RE FIRED!” He jabbed his finger at me, his ugly face turning puce with anger.

      I lifted my head in astonishment. What did I do?

      “Get that dog out of here. You’ll never work in this town again.” The director slumped back in his chair. “Where’s the stand-in dog? Get him here.”

      Now, I’m not stupid – I know when I’m not wanted, although I had a good mind to tell the nose-in-the-air, snooty Jack Russell who ran on to the set past me just what he was letting himself in for. The leading lady began rubbing his neck and fussing over him. She’d never made a fuss of me like that! Ah, I’m better off on my own. I thought. Anyway, you know what they say, as one door closes, another one always opens.

      I ran from the stale air of the film studio and into the bright sunshine outside, past the costume trailer and make-up van. It felt good to be moving around again after being perched on that chaise longue for so long. I felt sorry for the Jack Russell, no matter how stuck up he was. I was certain he would soon be bored out of his mind. (Although, as every dog knows, Jack Russells have tiny brains. So maybe severe boredom wouldn’t be a problem for him!)

      I looked at the film crew rushing about outside, their hair frazzled, faces pulled into frowns, pointing in different directions and shouting into mobile phones. My stomach rumbled, and I stopped to think for a moment… now I was no longer required, I could focus on the things that made me most happy. Food! But I could tell with one sniff there wasn’t a sausage anywhere near this set. Exploring – yes, that was a better idea… and I could search for something to fill my empty belly at the same time.

      “What’s that dog doing out here?” someone yelled as I rounded the corner of a trailer.

      Uh-oh! I had to get far away from here – fast!
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      I love the Tube. Whizzing past stations quicker than I could ever run no matter how many rashes of bacon I’d had for breakfast that morning. I waited next to the doors as the train rumbled along. I was sat between a sleeping toddler in a pram and a man whose red trousers flapped around his ankles. I sniffed at them, wondering if they’d shrunk in the wash.

      A women in a fake-fur coat (at least I hoped it was fake) kept staring at me and frowning. What?! Have you never seen a dog riding the Tube before? I thought to myself.

      The train began to slow and I held a paw out to the rail to balance myself as the carriage shuddered to a stop. The sliding doors pinged and then swooshed open and I ran out into the yellow-tiled underground station, up the steps, jogging up the escalator and finally diving under the ticket gates (being a small dog has its benefits). I could smell it now: the smell of freedom, of a day doing whatever I wanted, of eating what I wanted, of exploring, chasing, having fun. One last set of stairs took me past tourists pouring down into the station, as I emerged outside into the welcoming smog of London. I looked at the weird-looking winged-man statue that rose up from the top of a huge fountain. Here I was – Piccadilly Circus!

      Lights flashed all around – from cameras hung around people’s necks, from the giant digital billboards covering the buildings, from the headlights of the buses and black cabs which sped around the busy junction. I took in the sounds as I weaved through legs and bicycles and buggy wheels – the chattering of humans, engines roaring, car horns beeping, the strums of a busker with a guitar. The busker wore a sparkling blue sequined suit, and was playing ‘Don’t Worry, Be Happy’. I broke out into a dance as he sang. He grinned and pirouetted with me. Wow, I thought, this is much more fun than a film set!

      “I like you!” the busker said when more and more people dropped handfuls of coins into his upturned hat. But, as much as I was having fun, I couldn’t hang around with him all day. And, would you believe it, not one person dropped a doggy treat into the hat instead of coins! I needed to find some food – and maybe see the sights at the same time… A bus stopped in front of us, with ‘The Big Bus Tour of London’ splashed across its side. Perfect! I waved a paw to the busker, leapt through the doors and ran up to the top deck – to the front seat. Woo hoo!

      “Don’t worry, be happy,” I sang as the bus drove along. I didn’t know the rest of the lyrics, but that didn’t matter – I like to make my own ones up anyway. “In my life I can do what I want, no one to bother me, no one to stop my fun. Oh, don’t worry, be happy!”

      The ivory turrets of the Tower of London soon loomed up in front of me and I rushed back down the bus staircase. As I waited for the bus to slow down at the next stop, a baby in a buggy next to me dangled a biscuit right in my nose. That’s kind! I thought, but just as I opened my mouth to snaffle it the mum swiped it away. “Joshua, that’s for you, not to feed to flea-ridden dogs!” she hissed.

      Huh – how rude! I take my flea treatments very seriously – no self-respecting acting-dog can afford to risk infecting a movie set.

      Outside the Tower, I inspected the big men in great red suits with black trims who stood guard in front of the Tower. “They look funny,” I said to myself, “a bit like chubby clowns!” But their faces weren’t smiley. Their mouths were set in a straight line, eyes serious. I thought I should put on my best impersonation of a human if I was going to get inside the tower for a closer look. Maybe there was a kitchen in there with some roast chicken! Mmmmmm, roast chicken. My mouth was already watering.

      I stood up on my hind legs and walked over to two of the men beside an archway.

      “Eh, Billy, have you ever seen this before?” said one of them, nudging the other. “A standing dog!”

      He reached down to pat my head, but I ducked away quickly. How patronising! Standing was the least of my abilities. Fortunately, they stepped aside to let me in anyway, and I ran around the castle, checking out all the different towers and Traitor’s Gate. I jumped up to read the signs for visitors – some of the history stuff was really interesting. For instance, did you know that Traitor’s Gate was where prisoners were taken into the tower – by boat from the Thames? Awesome! But there wasn’t a single whiff of a chicken being roasted. Time to keep going!

      Back outside the Tower, I spotted a crisp packet being blown about in the breeze. Excellent – I was sure there’d be some crumbs to ward off my hunger. But just as I ran up to it, two waddling pigeons got there first, pulling either side of the packet with their beaks. Argh – why wasn’t getting food ever simple? It wasn’t all bad though – chasing was my favourite thing, after eating, of course! And pigeons were perfect for that, with their wobbly bottoms and weak little wings.

      “Oi, mate, what d’ya fink yer doing?” one particularly chubby pigeon squawked at me.

      “Givvus a break! This is pigeon territory!” squealed a grey pigeon as it hopped around on a bench.

      “I’m coming to get you!” I shouted, scampering about in circles, making the pigeons flap up and down, up and down. Now this really is the best day ever! I thought. Then my stomach growled, reminding me that the day would be even better with some food in my belly.

      Luckily, one of those ‘Big Bus Tour’ red buses drew to a stop in front of the tower. I hopped on board and went to sit on the top deck, front seat, of course. I’d have a great view from here of all the restaurants in London. I could take my pick! I let my fur ruffle in the breeze for a moment, tipping my head back and closing my eyes. Oh, how brilliant it was that I could please myself and do what I wanted – I had no one else to worry about! When I opened my eyes I saw the Great British flag fluttering on a pole from a large white building. Buckingham Palace! That’s what I’d visit next, home of the Queen of England. Who knew, maybe she’d even invite me in for tea! I’d always fancied trying cucumber sandwiches.

      But when I padded up to the gates, the royal guards in their funny tall fluffy hats didn’t move to open them – they certainly didn’t seem as friendly as the guards at the Tower of London. Hhhmmm, what to do? Tourists crowded around the railings, so I pushed my nose under the iron bars, hoping to squeeze beneath them when the guards weren’t looking. But I couldn’t fit through, no matter how much I squashed my head to the ground.

      There was nothing else for it. Time to use my best routine! I got up on my hind legs, paws aloft, and did an extra special quick-step pirouette dance for the guards and the Queen. It was a routine I’d been practising for months. I hoped the Queen was watching through one of the high windows and she’d order the guards to let me in. I thought I saw them smiling and laughing under their giant furry hats, but after the whole exhausting routine they just shook their heads at me. OK, so it was time to give up.

      Where to next? 

      I followed my nose, which I could always rely on to seek out the tastiest food nearby, and wandered along the streets of London. I held my snout up, sniffing the air, and I was soon rewarded – sweet, smoky, sour smells floated towards me. I looked around… I was in a strange, rather exotic part of town, where red lanterns hung between the streets and rows of golden cat ornaments waved from windows. But all I really cared about were the delicious spicy smells wafting out of every single door.

      A sign on the wall said: ‘Welcome to Chinatown’. Hhhhmmm. I’d never had Chinese food before. But if it smelt this good, it had to be tasty.

      “Hey, fluffball, you’ll get into trouble if you go in there,” hissed a skinny tabby cat curled up at a doorway. “Don’t you dare try to steal my scraps!”

      Trouble? Not me. I could be in and out of a kitchen without so much as a mouse noticing. I squeezed through the gap in the doorway and hurtled along a corridor, down some narrow steps and into a red-tiled kitchen filled with the noise of pans clinking and food sizzling. A plate of sticky ribs nestled on the counter. My mouth watered and my eyes glazed over. Those ribs had ‘Pudsey’ written all over them. In one fluid motion I jumped up, pawed the ribs off the plate, cradled them in my mouth and shot back out of the kitchen. As quick as lightning – I was sure no one saw me.

      “Hey! What’s that mutt doing in here? He’s got the ribs!”

      Uh-oh, so maybe an eagle-eyed chef had noticed. It was time to scarper.

      “Out of my way!” I screamed at the lazy cat still sprawled in the doorway, ribs flying out of my mouth. I felt the waiter grab at my tail as I leapt out into the street, relieved to see a group of tourists right outside. The crowd was just perfect for losing an angry chef.

      “Get him – get that dog!” yelled the man, but I quickly wove around the tourists’ legs. I risked a look back at the chef. He was trying to shove his way through the crowd. Of course, he had no idea that being chased was my third favourite thing after eating and chasing pigeons. ‘Can’t catch me!’ I cried, as I sprinted down the nearest alley. He’d have to run fast to catch Pudsey!
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