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​Introduction

The morning sun stretched golden fingers across the garden, warming the grass and lighting up every drop of dew like tiny pieces of glass.

Birds chirped happily from the trees, butterflies drifted lazily over blooming flowers, and a young puppy named Zeus raced through it all like a furry whirlwind.

Zeus was a Boerboel–German Shepherd mix with soft brown fur, oversized paws, bright curious eyes, and enough energy to power an entire city without ever needing a rest.

Every day felt like an adventure.

He chased falling leaves as if they were treasures.

He barked at his reflection in muddy puddles, surprised every single time it barked back.

He dug holes in the garden with great enthusiasm, sometimes finding sticks, sometimes finding nothing at all—but always finding joy.

Life, in Zeus’s world, was simple and wonderful.

Eat.

Play.

Explore.

Sleep.

Repeat.

But one bright morning, everything changed.

Zeus had just finished rolling through a patch of grass when he heard his owner’s voice drift across the yard.

“Tomorrow is your grooming appointment, Zeus.”

The puppy froze.

One ear twitched.

Then the other.

Grooming?

Zeus tilted his head.

What was grooming?

It sounded serious.

Very serious.

Maybe even slightly suspicious.

He had never heard that word before, but it immediately made his imagination start working overtime.

Was it a place?

Was it a machine?

Did it involve baths?

Or brushes?

Or something he had never even seen before?

Zeus sat very still for a moment, trying to understand what he had just heard.

The butterflies continued to flutter.

The birds kept singing.

The garden looked exactly the same as it always had.

But inside Zeus’s mind, something new had begun.

​A question.

​And that question was about to turn into one of the biggest adventures of his young life
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​Chapter 1: The Puppy Who Loved Mud
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The sun had barely peeked over the rooftops when Zeus opened his eyes.

Stretch.

Yawn.

Wag.

That was Zeus's morning routine.

The young Boerboel-German Shepherd mix stretched his long legs across his cozy dog bed before letting out a giant puppy yawn that seemed far too big for his body.

Outside his window, birds chirped cheerful songs.

A gentle breeze danced through the trees.

The garden was waiting.

And Zeus could hardly wait to begin another adventure.

The moment the back door opened, Zeus shot outside like a furry rocket.

"Zeus!" laughed his owner. "Slow down!"

But slowing down was not one of Zeus's talents.

His giant paws pounded across the grass.

His ears bounced.

His tail swished back and forth like a feathery broom.

The world was simply too exciting to move slowly.

A butterfly fluttered past.

Zeus chased it.

A squirrel darted along the fence.

Zeus chased that too.

A falling leaf drifted through the air.

Naturally, Zeus chased the leaf as well.

For Zeus, every day was an adventure waiting to happen.

After a few laps around the garden, Zeus discovered something wonderful.

Very wonderful.

Extremely wonderful.

The muddy patch.

Last night's rain left a puddle near the flower beds.

The earth around it was soft, wet, and squishy.

Zeus's eyes sparkled.

His tail wagged faster.

Squish.

He placed one paw into the mud.

Squish.

Then another.

Squish.

Then all four.

The cool mud squeezed gently between his toes.

It felt amazing.

Zeus took another step.

Then another.

Then suddenly—

PLOP!

He sat right in the middle of the puddle.

Mud splashed everywhere.

Zeus blinked.

For one second he sat perfectly still.

Then he did what any happy puppy would do.

He rolled.

And rolled.

And rolled some more.

Soon his clean brown fur was covered with muddy spots.

His paws were muddy.

His belly was muddy.

Even the tip of his tail was muddy.

Zeus couldn't have been happier.

Nearby, Mrs. Green's cat, Whiskers, watched from atop the fence.

The gray cat narrowed his eyes.

"You know," Whiskers said, flicking his tail, "most animals try to stay clean."

Zeus stopped rolling.

"Why?" he asked.

Whiskers blinked.

"Because being clean is pleasant."

Zeus looked down at his muddy paws.

Then he looked at the puddle.

Then he grinned his biggest puppy grin.

"But mud is fun!"

Whiskers sighed dramatically.

"I'll never understand dogs."

"That's okay," Zeus replied happily.

"I don't understand cats either."

Whiskers gave a small huff and continued walking along the fence.

Zeus returned to his important muddy business.

The morning passed quickly.

Zeus chased dragonflies.

He barked at clouds.

He dug a small hole beneath a tree and proudly inspected his work.

Then he found a stick.

Not just any stick.

The stick.

At least, that was what Zeus believed.

He carried it around the garden as if it were buried treasure.

Sometimes he tossed it into the air.

Sometimes he ran with it.

Sometimes he simply admired it.

A puppy's life was full of important responsibilities.

By lunchtime, Zeus was tired.

He flopped beneath a shady tree.

Warm sunlight filtered through the leaves overhead.

The grass smelled sweet.

Bees hummed softly among the flowers.

For a few peaceful moments, Zeus simply watched the clouds drift by.

One cloud looked like a rabbit.

Another looked like a bone.

A third looked suspiciously like a giant tennis ball.

Zeus's stomach rumbled.

Thinking about giant tennis balls was hungry work.

Soon his owner called him inside for lunch.

"Zeus! Come eat!"

The puppy leaped to his feet.

Food was one of the few things Zeus loved almost as much as mud.

Almost.

He raced toward the house.

His owner opened the door and immediately froze.

"Oh my goodness!"

Zeus stopped.

Has something happened?

His owner pointed toward him.

"Look at you!"

Zeus glanced down.

Mud covered nearly every inch of his fur.

Tiny leaves clung to his back.

A blade of grass dangled from one ear.

One paw looked more brown than muddy.

The other looked more muddy than brown.

His owner laughed so hard that tears appeared in her eyes.

"You've turned yourself into a mud monster!"

Zeus wagged proudly.

If being a mud monster made people laugh, then perhaps being a mud monster was a very good thing.

His owner grabbed a towel and gently wiped some of the mud away.

But there was simply too much.

The towel quickly became muddy too.

Zeus sat patiently while she cleaned him as best she could.

When she finished, he was slightly less muddy.

Only slightly.

His owner shook her head with a smile.

"What am I going to do with you, Zeus?"

The puppy leaned against her leg.

She scratched behind his ears.

His tail thumped happily against the floor.

At that moment, Zeus felt perfectly content.

He had chased butterflies.

He had rolled in mud.

He had explored the garden.

And now he was spending time with the person he loved most.

As the afternoon sun shone through the window, Zeus rested his head on his paws.

His eyes slowly began to close.

It had been a wonderful day.

Little did he know that tomorrow would bring something completely unexpected.

Something that would make him think very differently about being dirty.

Something called...

grooming.

But for now, Zeus simply dreamed of muddy puddles, fluttering butterflies, and endless adventures.

And in his dream, he rolled through the biggest mud puddle the world had ever seen.

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: A Strange New Word
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The next morning, Zeus woke up feeling wonderful.

His dreams had been filled with giant puddles, endless fields, and enough mud to cover an entire mountain.

As soon as he opened his eyes, his tail began to wag.

It was going to be another perfect day.

Stretch.

Yawn.

Wag.

There was that morning routine again.

Zeus trotted into the kitchen where his breakfast bowl was waiting.

Crunch.

Crunch.

Crunch.

Within moments, every last piece of food had disappeared.

His owner laughed.

"Slow down, Zeus. One day you're going to swallow the bowl too."

Zeus looked hopefully at the bowl.

It wasn't the worst idea he had ever heard.

After breakfast, he followed his owner around the house.

He loved doing that.

If she folded laundry, Zeus watched.

If she watered plants, Zeus helped by sniffing them.

If she sat down to read a book, Zeus rested his head on her feet.

Being close to his favorite person was one of the best parts of every day.

Late that morning, Zeus was lying in a sunny patch on the living room floor when he heard his owner talking on the phone.

At first, he paid little attention.

Humans talked all the time.

Most of it sounded very boring.

But then he heard something strange.

"Yes," his owner said cheerfully. "Zeus has his grooming appointment tomorrow."

Zeus lifted one ear.

Grooming?

His owner continued talking.

"I think it's time. He loves playing in the mud."

Zeus's ears stood up completely.

Wait.

How did she know about the mud?

Has someone reported him?

Perhaps the squirrels.

The squirrels always seemed suspicious.

His owner laughed into the phone.

"Yes, he'll probably need a bath."

Bath?

Zeus sat upright.

Baths were not terrible.

But they certainly weren't as fun as mud.

Then his owner said the strange word again.

"Grooming."

Zeus tilted his head.

Grooming.

What was grooming?

It sounded serious.

Maybe very serious.

Maybe extremely serious.

His imagination immediately began racing.

Was grooming a game?

A place?

A giant machine?

A special kind of bath?

A secret meeting for dogs?

The more Zeus thought about it, the less he understood.

When the phone call ended, he trotted over to his owner.

She smiled and scratched behind his ears.

"Who's my good boy?"

Zeus wagged.

Then he tried to ask his question.

"Woof?"

His owner smiled.

"Yes, Zeus?"

"Woof?"

She nodded.

"That's right. Grooming tomorrow."

Zeus stared at her.

That explained absolutely nothing.

Humans could be very confusing.

The rest of the day, the strange word bounced around inside his head.

Grooming.

Grooming.

Grooming.

Every time he thought about it, he became more curious.

And a little more nervous.

That afternoon, he wandered into the garden.

Usually, he would have raced straight to the muddy patch.

Today, however, he had something more important on his mind.

He found a butterfly resting on a flower.

"Excuse me," Zeus asked politely.

The butterfly fluttered its wings.

"Yes?"

"Do you know what grooming is?"

The butterfly thought for a moment.

"I don't think so."

Then it flew away.

That was not very helpful.

Next, Zeus asked a robin sitting on the fence.

The robin chirped.

"I've heard humans say the word before."

"What does it mean?" Zeus asked eagerly.

The robin fluffed its feathers.

"I have no idea."

Then it flew away too.

Zeus sighed.

Why did nobody know anything?

As the afternoon continued, his imagination grew wilder.

Maybe grooming meant getting all your fur trimmed away.

Zeus pictured himself completely bald.

He gasped.

What if everyone laughed?

What if he looked like a giant wrinkly potato?

That couldn't be good.

A few minutes later, he imagined something even worse.

Perhaps grooming involved giant brushes.

Huge brushes.

Brushes the size of trees.

Brushes that chased dogs around rooms.

Zeus shivered.

He wasn't sure why giant brushes would chase dogs.

But they certainly seemed capable of it.

The more he imagined, the more worried he became.

By evening, Zeus wasn't feeling much like himself.

Even his favorite stick couldn't cheer him up.

His owner noticed immediately.

"What's wrong, buddy?"

Zeus rested his head on her knee.

She gently stroked his fur.

"You seem quiet today."

If only he could explain.

If only he could ask what grooming really meant.

Instead, he gave a small sigh.

His owner smiled.

"Don't worry about tomorrow. Everything will be fine."

Zeus looked up.

Everything would be fine?

How did she know?

Did she know about the giant brushes?

Did she know about the
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