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For Mary Anne A.





PROLOGUE
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    Ring-ring!


Ring-ring!


Our phone is always ringing.


Ring-ring!


Welcome to Animal Inn. My name is Dash. I’m a Tibetan terrier.


No, I’m not from Tibet. I live in the Virginia countryside. To be honest, I’m not even a terrier. When people outside of Tibet first saw my ancestors, they thought we looked like terriers.


We Tibetan terriers are shaggy and surefooted. We’re known as good luck charms and as excellent companions. This comes in handy because I am a companion to a lot of animals and people.


I live with my family, the Tylers—Mom, Dad, Jake, Ethan, and Cassie—plus six other pets:


• Leopold—a scarlet macaw


• Coco—a chocolate Labrador retriever


• Shadow and Whiskers—sister and brother cats


• and Fuzzy and Furry—a pair of very adventurous gerbils


We used to live in an apartment in the city. But when kid number three and dog number two joined the family, Mom and Dad bought this old house in the country.


Animal Inn is one part hotel, one part school, and one part spa. As our brochure says: We promise to love your pet as much as you do.


Ring-ring!


Would someone please answer the phone?


It could be a Pekinese for a pedicure. A Siamese for a short stay. Or a llama for a long stay. We even had a Komodo dragon bunk in our basement. But that’s another story. It’s no wonder the phone is always ringing.


On the first floor of Animal Inn, we have the Welcome Area, the office, the classroom, the party and play room, and the grooming room.


Our family lives on the second floor. This includes Fuzzy and Furry locked in their gerbiltorium in Jake and Ethan’s room. (More about this later.)


The third floor is for smaller animals. Any guest who needs an aquarium, a terrarium, or a solarium stays on the third floor.


Ring-ring!


Where is everybody?


I know I have excellent hearing, but am I the only one who hears the phone? Maybe everyone else is out in the barn and kennels. That’s where the larger animals stay.


Here at Animal Inn we pride ourselves on calm and comfort. But that was put to the test when we were almost raided by pirates.


Let me tell you what happened. . . .





CHAPTER


1
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The day began like any other Saturday morning.


When I padded downstairs, the sun was just coming up. Mom was already in the Welcome Area with a cup of coffee in one hand and a to-do list in the other.


Leopold was on his perch, his feathers neatly groomed. Leopold always likes to look his best.


“Good morning, Leopold,” I said. “Nice day, isn’t it?”


“Yes,” Leopold agreed. “Nice and quiet.”


Dad soon came downstairs with an armload of camping equipment.


“Did you find the poles?” Mom asked him.


Dad held up the tent poles. “Got ’em,” he answered. “Are you sure you can manage here alone?”


“I’ll be fine,” Mom said, checking her to-do list. “It’s going to be a quiet day.”


I looked at Leopold. Leopold looked at me. Saturdays at Animal Inn are rarely quiet.


In fact, Saturday is our busiest day. Mom teaches her Polite Puppies class. Dad and Jake host the Furry Pages. That’s when children read aloud to an animal buddy. Then there are grooming appointments and usually a birthday party or two.
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“I’ve got it all worked out,” Mom began. “Polite Puppies are going to join Furry Pages. That way I can run both programs at the same time. Plus, Mary Anne from the library is coming to give me a hand.”


“Sounds like a great plan,” said Dad.


My ears perked up. I love when Mary Anne comes to Furry Pages. She always brings cool books from the library.


“We have only one grooming appointment,” Mom continued. “Monsieur Petit. Martha will do that. There are no parties, and we’re not expecting any new guests.”


“You’re right,” Dad said with a smile. “A quiet day.”


I let out a sigh. We needed a quiet day.


The day before, we had said good-bye to 2,311 monarch butterflies. They had been spending a few days at our milkweed patch on their way to Mexico. During the previous few weeks waves of monarchs had been stopping at Animal Inn to relax and recharge.


Suddenly I heard Ethan from upstairs. “Where’s my sleeping bag?” he hollered.


“I don’t know,” shouted Jake. “Did you put it in the pile?”


“Where’s the pile?” Ethan asked.


“Yeah,” chirped Cassie. “Where’s the Nile? Is that where we’re camping tonight?”


“We’re not camping on the Nile,” said Ethan. “The Nile is in Africa.”


“Ethan!” Jake shouted. “Did you feed Fuzzy and Furry?”


“I thought you fed them!” Ethan shouted back.


Mom looked at Dad. “Are you sure you’re going to be okay?”


Dad smiled and shrugged. Then he hurried upstairs to help the kids.


A few minutes later Cassie and Coco came downstairs. Shadow followed in their . . . shadow. Shadow is supposed to be an indoor cat, but she loves to sneak outside.


“Don’t tell anybody I’m here,” Shadow whispered to Leopold and me. She snuck behind the sofa, ready to slip outside if given the chance.


“Princess Coco,” Cassie said, pouting. “The campground says no dogs allowed. They’re meanies.”


“Good morning, Cassie,” said Mom. “Are you excited to go camping?”


“Sort of,” said Cassie. “I wish Coco could come. Maybe I can dress her up like a person.” Cassie took off her jacket and tried to put it on Coco. Coco gave a big shake.
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