
[image: Cover: Leader of the Pack, by Cam Higgins and illustrated by Ariel Landy. Scrapper. #1.]




[image: A pattern of paw prints scattered across a plain background.]







[image: Leader of the Pack, by Cam Higgins and illustrated by Ariel Landy. Scrapper. Little Simon. New York | Amsterdam/Antwerp | London | Toronto | Sydney/Melbourne | New Delhi.]






[image: Scrapper running outdoors, framed by a wooden border.]




[image: ]


CHAPTER 1 Fetch!


“Scrapper, fetch!”

Those are the two most wonderful words in the entire world. Whenever I hear them, my tail starts wagging.

I love the word “Scrapper” because, well, that’s my name.

And when you add “fetch,” I get way more excited!

[image: Scrapper leaps through grass, chasing a stick.]

I love playing fetch. I’ll fetch a stick, a Frisbee, a bouncy ball… anything that can be thrown, really!

My human brother, Hank Bryson, is the best buddy for fetch. He can throw high and slow. He can throw fast and low. He also knows how to throw just far enough, so I can always catch up with my three little legs.

[image: Hank Bryson holding a ball and Scrapper sitting nearby in a grassy field.]

[image: Scrapper runs toward a bouncing ball in a grassy field with a bush in the background.]

I chased the ball as it rolled along the ground. Then I scooped it up in my mouth and zoomed back.

[image: Scrapper runs through the grass, holding a ball in his mouth.]

Hank put his hand out for the ball, but I danced away. That made him laugh.

“Scrapper, you have to give the ball back!” he said.

[image: Hank Bryson smiling at Scrapper running in a grassy area.]

[image: Scrapper, holding a ball in his mouth while standing on grass.]

That’s the one problem with playing fetch. If you want to keep the game going, you have to return the ball every time.

But if you ask me, chewing on the prize is just too fun!

I wish there were a million gazillion balls on our farm. Then I could chase and fetch all day without ever giving the ball back.

I finally dropped the ball in Hank’s hands. He wound up his arm to throw, but then my human mom and dad came out of the farmhouse.

“Hank, it’s time for school,” Mom said.

[image: A cheerful woman waving goodbye as she steps out of a house, with a man standing in the doorway behind her.]

Oh, humans. They do so many mysterious things.

I’ll never understand why they hold metal things in their paws to eat, when they could just stick their faces in their bowls instead.

[image: Scrapper imagines two children eating from bowls, one looking surprised and the other content.]

[image: Scrapper looking up in a cozy room with a table, a clock, and a window.]

And why do humans leave the farmhouse so much? Like when Hank goes to this place called “school.” I’m not sure what he does there, but he’s gone almost all day.

[image: Hank Bryson gently holding Scrapper’s face, both looking at each other with affection.]

Hank bent down and scratched behind my ears, where he knows I like it best.

“One more round of fetch?” I whined. “Pretty please please please?”

I knew Hank couldn’t understand what I was saying, but I hoped my puppy-dog eyes would do the trick.

“I’m sorry, buddy,” Hank said. “I have to go now. But I promise we’ll play more after school, okay?”

My tail drooped as he hopped on his bike and pedaled off our farm.

[image: Hank Bryson riding a bicycle while Scrapper sits on the ground behind him.]

I ran after him, but soon I came up against the fence. I watched until Hank was so far away, he looked like nothing more than a tiny dot.

[image: Scrapper peeking through a wooden fence, with a cyclist in the distance on a hilly path.]

“Silly school,” I grumbled.

But I’m not a pup to mope and moan forever. After all, I had my own adventures to look forward to.

And these were the kinds of adventures that are for critters only!





[image: Scrapper in a forest, surrounded by trees and bushes.]
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CHAPTER 2 Into the Woods


At the edge of the Bryson family farm is a forest. It’s my most favorite place ever!

Well, maybe my second favorite, after my cozy pup bed.

Anyway, I love the forest. There are so many smells to sniff, sticks to play with, and squirrels to chase.

[image: Scrapper running through a forest with fallen logs.]

I walked along, jumping over logs and ducking under branches.

After a while, the trees grew closer together. I put my nose to the ground. I knew I was getting closer… almost there… aha!
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