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P.I. or Pee-Yew?
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“Pee-yew!” Ziggy Fluffenscruff barked. “This case stinks!”


The Pup Investigators Pack almost always found themselves in strange spots while solving crimes, but this was their first time in a sewer. They were on the hunt for a stolen wheel of rare aged cheese called the Big Cheddar.


“Keep sniffing for the cheesy trail,” Rider Woofson said. He was the leader of the P.I. Pack and the best dog detective in Pawston.


“Bow-wowza! I’m trying. But all I smell is . . . yuck!” the pup said. Ziggy was the youngest member of the Pack, but he had a nose for finding clues.
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“Hey, Westie, shine your light this way,” said Rora Gooddog. She had a sharp eye for details, even in the dim, dirty sewer.


“Sure thing,” Westie Barker said. He pointed a giant helmet flashlight toward Rora. The flashlight was his latest invention, and it was a bright idea in the darkness of the tunnel.


“More crumbs,” Rora said. “Looks like whoever stole the Big Cheddar stopped for a snack. They left us an actual trail of bread crumbs.”
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“Ugh,” Ziggy said with watery eyes. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I think I’ve lost my appetite. That’s how bad it stinks down in this place.”


“Hang in there, Ziggy,” Rider said. “These sewer lines run right under the Chinchilla Cheese Shop. It’s the perfect escape route for an underground crook.”
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“Who would come this way?” Ziggy asked. “It smells worse than a locker full of old dirty socks.”


Rider stopped to examine some footprints. “I smell a rat . . . a sewer rat.”
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“Hey, that’s offensive!” said rats from the floor and pipes above. “Just because we live down here don’t mean we’re thieves!”


“Then you won’t mind telling us where you were between the hours of midnight and two a.m. this morning,” Rider said.


Before the rats could answer, a loud cry echoed in the tunnel. The P.I. Pack and the gang of rats followed the sound.


Standing around a bend in the tunnel was a handsome and heroic-looking husky. He was handcuffing a large alligator.


“Hey! You’ve got the wrong lady, Detective!” the reptile cried.


“I don’t think so, Allie Gator,” the husky said. “Shame on you for stealing the Big Cheddar. You should have known better than to try to frame those innocent sewer rats with me in town.”


“What are you talking about?” Allie cried. “What’s a ‘big cheddar’? And who are you?!”
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“I’m Detective Wolf Growler,” the husky said. “And you have the right to remain silent.”
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“Hold on,” Rider said. “What proof do you have? Did you find the Big Cheddar on Ms. Gator? I think the rats are the culprits.”


“I’m afraid you’ve been fooled,” Growler said as he motioned toward Allie Gator. “This reptile made it look like the rats were guilty. Did you notice that the crumb trail was scattered too far apart to have been left by rats? Rats are short and take smaller steps, but gators are tall. They take bigger steps and leave crumbs farther apart.”
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