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A PRINCE IN PAWSTON
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“What in Pawston is going on?” Rider Woofson barked. The dog detective was driving his P.I. (Pup Investigators) Pack to their favorite diner to celebrate solving their latest case. But cars were bumper to bumper, and the traffic wasn’t moving. Rider didn’t like sitting still, not when he could be solving a super-crime.
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“Maybe I can see what’s happening with my new Seeing Eye Dog Glasses,” Westie Barker said as he wagged his tail excitedly. This white terrier was a detective and an inventor, and he loved trying out his new gadgets. Westie adjusted his homemade invention that was raised over the traffic. “It’s a real zoo at the Pawston Marina. Half the city must be there . . . and everyone has cameras. Wonder what all the hubbub is about.”
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“The marina?” Rora Gooddog looked up from her book. “Is it Tuesday already? I almost forgot about Prince Bubbles.”
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“Who’s Prince Bubbles?” Westie asked.
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“If he’s not a super sub sandwich with mayo and extra marshmallows, who cares? I’m hungry!” Ziggy whined. He was the youngest of the P.I. Pack, and he always thought with his stomach.
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“Prince Bubbles is fish royalty,” Rora answered, “from the underwater country of New Sealand.”


“Hey, isn’t that the prince who hardly ever leaves the water? I wonder what brings him to dry land,” Rider said, parking the P.I. van. “I’d like to go investigate. You’ve caught my curiosity.”


“You know what they say,” Ziggy whined, rubbing his empty tummy. “Curiosity killed the cat.”
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“Good thing I’m no cat,” Rider said as he fixed his hat.


At the Pawston Marina, a crowd of fans had gathered around the dock, which was covered with a fancy red carpet. There was a velvet rope, and several security guards were holding the fans back from a long blue limousine. Among the guards was a French bulldog who Rider recognized from a previous case. “Heya, Frenchie,” Rider said. “What are you doing here?”
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“I’m working as security for the prince. He’s here visitin’ Pawston to be awarded the Key to the City for his clean water program. Pretty neat, huh?”


Before Rider and the P.I. Pack could ask more questions, the animals went wild. A plank emerged from the water and landed on the dock. A glittering, bedazzled fishbowl with giant wheels drove up the plank, moving slowly out of the water.
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Inside the fishbowl, there was a single castle. The crowd became very quiet. “Where’s the prince?” everyone whispered.


Suddenly, Prince Bubbles swam through the castle doors and emerged at the top of the fishbowl, waving his fins. The crowd shouted with glee.
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“That’s what I call regal, kid,” Rora said to Ziggy.
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