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BOOM!

I hear thunder outside, followed by a bright flash of lightning. There’s more thunder, closer and louder this time. And then the rain starts, big splashy drops on the window.

Wafer, my dog, is frightened by loud noises. He buries even deeper under his blanket, with only his trembly nose poking out. He makes a small, sad whining noise.

‘Don’t worry, Wafer,’ I say, scooping up both him and his blanket into a big hug. ‘It’s just a storm – it will be over soon.’
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But at that moment – OH NO!– all the lights go out.

My big brother, Wes, who has been watching music videos on TV, GROANS as the screen goes blank.

‘It’s a power cut!’ calls Mum from the kitchen. ‘Hang on – I’m on my way!’
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She comes into the room, carrying a big lamp. My little sister, Macy, is hanging on to Mum’s skirt, her eyes wide.

We look out of the window. Every house on our street, every flat in the block opposite and all the streets beyond are completely dark. Even the streetlights are off.

‘I can’t make my pasta bake now, I’m afraid!’ says Mum. ‘How about a candlelit picnic tea instead?’

Mum lights three big candles, and finds some party napkins in the kitchen drawer. It all looks really pretty.


We have tortilla chips and dips, tiny tomatoes and leftover sausage rolls. Everything feels different and exciting.
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At bedtime, I fetch a couple of extra blankets from the chest in the hallway for Wafer’s bed, which is next to mine. He settles down peacefully. I share a bedroom with Wafer AND Macy. It’s only a small room, and quite a squash. Usually, we have a night light, but it’s not working at the moment because of the power cut.

‘I’M not scared of the dark,’ announces Macy, getting out of her bed and climbing into mine, ‘but Vera, Chuck and Dave are!’

I sigh. These are her three imaginary friends. 
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Although they aren’t real, whenever Macy talks about them, somehow the room feels even more crowded.

I have an idea. I fetch my own torch that I keep in an old shoebox, and me and Macy wriggle under the duvet. We pretend we are in a tent, camping.

‘The rabbits are fast asleep in their burrows,’ I whisper, ‘and the cows are fast asleep in their barn …’

‘Where do the lions sleep?’ asks Macy loudly. ‘And the bears, and the kangaroos?’

I ponder this, because I have absolutely NO IDEA. Luckily, I see her eyes beginning to close, and I persuade her to go back into her own bed.

I lie in the dark, listening to the rain and the wild wind bashing against the window. I snuggle down cosily under the covers, until my eyes begin to close too.




[image: ]

The next morning, it’s still raining, although the worst of the storm has passed. I try my bedside light, but it doesn’t work. The electricity is still not back.

‘School is closed for the day,’ Mum tells us at breakfast. ‘Macy, Wafer, Eva – you’ll have to come to the diner with me.’

The Sunny Side Up Community Diner where Mum works has its own back-up generator, making it the perfect place for people to come to during a power cut. Mum is rushed off her feet, serving a constant supply of steaming-hot drinks and delicious warm toasties.
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Wafer looks up from a crust he has found on the floor, wagging his tail cheerfully. He is the first to see that our best friends, Simone and Ash, have turned up too.

‘Hey!’ I call out.

‘Hey, Eva!’ they both call back.

There’s something else you need to know about us. We are not just best friends. We are BRILLIANT reporters! We have our very own newspaper, called THE NEWSHOUND – investigating stories, uncovering secrets, solving mysteries. If something important is happening, one thing’s for sure … the Dog Squad – that’s us! – are on the case.
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Me, Simone and Ash want to help out. So Mum gives us three food boxes to deliver to neighbours who can’t easily get out of the house because of the bad weather.

‘Come on, Wafer. You can come with us,’ I say. ‘We’ll have a run around the park afterwards!’

Wafer knows a handful of words now. On hearing the word ‘park’, he jumps up eagerly. 

I help him into his smart new raincoat, which has a pattern of dogs, cats, ducks and umbrellas. It changes colour when it gets wet.

We walk along, carrying one box each, circling around the giant puddles on the pavement. Wafer, in particular, is NOT a fan of getting his paws wet.

The first box is for Hannah across the road, who has a new baby. The second is for Mrs Kravets, who has been in hospital recently with a broken ankle. And the third is for old Mr Brent. Mum always puts a little something in the box for his dog, Lucky, too; today it’s a packet of beef Crunchers. We leave each box on the doorstep and give a friendly wave through the window.
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Heading back down the high street towards the park, we pass Happy Tails Rescue – the animal shelter who looked after Wafer before he came to live with us. Sally, the owner, is hurrying in and out with buckets.
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‘Oh, hi!’ she says. ‘And hello, Wafer!’

‘Hello!’ we reply.

‘What’s going on?’ I ask, looking at the buckets sloshing with water.

‘We’ve had storm damage, I’m afraid,’ she tells us. ‘A big hole in the roof.’

‘Oh NO!’ says Simone. ‘What about all the animals?’

‘I’m not sure what will happen,’ Sally says, shaking her head. ‘We’re all very worried. We can’t afford to fix the roof – it will cost five hundred pounds, and we just don’t have that much. Unless we can raise the money, we will have to close.’

We look at each other and gasp.

We reach the park and let Wafer have a run around while we talk. Branches have been blown down during the night and scattered across the grass, which is great news for Wafer. He chooses a stick five times wider than he is to carry around.
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‘Happy Tails HAS to stay open,’ says Ash, frowning. They have a very determined look on their face.

Yes, that’s right – they! Ash is non-binary, not a boy and not a girl, just an amazing, fantastic human! So, instead of ‘she’ and ‘her’ or ‘he’ and ‘him’, when we are talking about Ash we all say ‘they’ and ‘them’. They always wear the cute badge Simone made for them to remind everybody.

‘I wish we could help Happy Tails,’ says Simone, ‘but I don’t know how …’

I’m not sure how we can help either. WE certainly don’t have that much money. I think really hard … and then – oh! The perfect idea pops into my head!

‘Could we put on a fundraising event?’ I suggest.

‘Sounds good!’ says Ash. ‘What kind of event?’

It starts raining again so we decide to head back. We are still trying to come up with the ideal fundraiser.

‘A talent show?’ suggests Simone.

‘Ooh, yes!’ I agree. ‘That would be great!’

I glance down at Wafer, trotting alongside us. He has insisted on bringing the very long stick with him. He gets stuck trying to fit through a narrow gap in the alleyway, but eventually finds a way.

‘You’re a very clever dog, Wafer!’ Ash tells him.

‘Yes, he is!’ I say proudly. ‘Hang on … How about a DOG talent show?’

‘Ha – brilliant!’ laughs Simone.

‘I LOVE it!’ agrees Ash. ‘We could raise loads of money. And not only that – it has all the ingredients for a GREAT story in THE NEWSHOUND!’
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The first thing I hear when I wake up the next morning is the kettle whistling in the kitchen, which means Mum is making herself a cup of coffee. The power has returned! So I reckon I’ll be going back to school today.
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Sure enough, soon I’m hurrying over to join Ash and Simone in the playground as we line up with the rest of our class. There are twigs and branches everywhere, brought down in the storm. Mr Fuller, our teacher, is helping to clear up, gathering huge handfuls of leaves and dumping them in a pile in the corner.

I look around. There’s so much space in our playground, and that gives me another idea.

‘Let’s ask Mr Fuller if we can put on the fundraiser here, at school!’ I say.

At form-time, when we all get to share our news, we tell Mr Fuller about the disastrous hole in the roof at Happy Tails, and that we’d like to raise the money to help.

‘So we want to put on a talent show!’ says Ash.

‘A DOG talent show!’ adds Simone.

Mr Fuller chuckles. ‘Well, I think it’s crazy, but I like it. When?’

‘As soon as possible!’ I reply.

‘Okay. I’ll book the playground for next Saturday morning, which is a week tomorrow,’ Mr Fuller tells us. ‘One important thing, though. This opportunity should be open to the whole class – anyone who wants to can join in.’

The entire
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