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Soccer Fans


[image: Images]


“Are you kidding?” barked Ziggy Fluffenscruff. “David Geckom is the number one player in the All-Star Soccer League. He’ll totally get voted MVP this year!”


“Kid, I wish you were right, but you don’t know what you’re talking about,” Rora Gooddog said with a laugh. “Lion L. Messy has won it the last two years in a row. Maybe third time’s the charm.”


[image: Images]


Ziggy and Rora were dog detectives and members of the Pup Investigators Pack. They didn’t always see eye to eye, but they did have two things in common: They both loved to solve crimes, and they were both crazy about soccer—especially their hometown team, the Pawston Dynamos!


“I’ve never seen you two this excited about the same thing,” Rider Woofson noted. Rider was their boss, and the leader of the P.I. Pack. “What sport are you talking about?”


“Bow-wowza, Boss! This is only the most important sport in the history of the planet!” Ziggy’s tail wagged excitedly. “Soccer!”


“This weekend is the big championship match between the Pawston Dynamos and the Catskills Cougars,” Rora added. “We both have front row seats.”


[image: Images]


Together, the two dogs cheered:


“We rock! We rule!


We like to school these fools!


We’re no average Joe’s—we’re the Pawston Dynamos!”
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Rider had a good chuckle as his two teammates began kicking a soccer ball back and forth in the office space. But Ziggy, the youngest pup in the group, was riled up and kicked the ball too hard. It hit a coat rack, bounced off the ceiling fan, and crashed into a huge pillow fort on the other side of the room.


The pillow-and-blanket fort was covered in signs that read TOP SECRET! and KEEP OUT! and GENIUS AT WORK! But now half of the front wall was crumbled.


“Uh-oh, kid,” Rora said to her fellow soccer fan. “We’d better make a run for it.”
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Westie Barker—a brilliant inventor, and the fourth member of the team—popped out and growled. “I ask very little of you, my friends, except that you stay clear of my brainstorm fortress when I’m in the middle of building a creation!”
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“Sorry, Westie,” Ziggy said. “We were talking about soccer, and I just got soooo excited!”


“Yes, well, I’m excited too. . . . I’m working on a new invention!” Westie barked.


“What is it?” Rider asked. He glimpsed a machine with dozens of mechanical legs like a caterpillar.
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Westie quickly fixed the fallen blanket to cover the mysterious gadget. “I’m not ready to say. Not just yet. These things take time. Now, please, if you don’t mind”—the terrier tossed the soccer ball back to his friend—“keep my inventing space clear of any and all hockey balls!”
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“Hockey ball?!” Ziggy snorted. “There’s no such thing!”


“We’ll let Westie have that one,” Rider said with a smile. “Let’s go have a soccer match in the park and give our inventor some peace and quiet.”
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