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Chapter One


Scrabble®

Ruff stared hard at the letters
on the rack in front of him. He was playing Making Words Out Of
Letters Printed On Little Tiles By Putting Them On A Board, with
Tumble. Tumble was winning.

But if I can just get one more
word I’ll win.

He scratched behind his ear with
his back leg. This isn’t as strange as it sounds because Ruff, or
Rufus, is a dog; a shaggy, black, Scottish Terrier. He was hoping
to rattle his Brain Cells into action.

Ruff has three Brain Cells. He
uses two of them to do all the usual stuff,

like standing up, walking,
eating and breathing. The third Brain Cell is saved for the really
difficult things, like spelling.

The scratching didn’t help. He
still couldn’t think of a word.

“Hurry up,” snapped Thumbelina,
or Tumble for short. And she is short: a stubby legged, brown and
white Corgi, like the dogs the Queen of England has. She was
sitting up very straight in her Day Bed, excited that she was about
to win the game.

“Ok, ok! I’m thinking,” mumbled
Ruff, resting his shaggy black chin on the soft, cushioned edge of
his Day Bed.

“I know, you’ve gone all
cross-eyed,” joked Tumble. “If you don’t go soon you’ll miss your
turn and I’ll win.”

Ruff looked at his letters -
SNOWNAM.

There must be a word I can
get.

“Hurry up!”

Ruff Humphed loudly and
scratched again.

“Times nearly up!”

Ah! I’ve got it. Brilliant!

“Times up!!”

Ruff shuffled his tiles onto the
board – MAN.

“Ha!” exclaimed Ruff. He added
up his score, “That’s one and one is two. And… ah…three more
makes…er…lots.”

Like all dogs, Ruff wasn’t very
good with numbers above three. Dogs tend to count like this, ‘One,
two, three, lots, lots and lots, lots and lots and lots’. Lots is a
bit more than three, lots and lots is lots more than three and lots
and lots and lots is lots and lots more than three.

“Soooo,” gloated Ruff, “that
means you have lots and lots and lots and I have lots and lots and
lots and lots. So I win!! Ha!”

“Out of time!” snapped Tumble,
leaping to her paws.

“No I wasn’t!” growled Ruff,
rising up on his own paws.

“Yes you were!” barked Tumble
leaning forward and scowling into Ruff’s face.

“No I wasn’t!” snarled Ruff,
pushing his nose up against Tumble’s.

“Cheat!”

“Looooserrr!!”

Things could have turned nasty
but their argument was interrupted by the sound of the Pack
Leader’s Noisy Metal Box That Transports arriving outside the Pack
Lands. He had returned from the Daily Hunt. Ruff and Tumble stared
at each other and then up at the kitchen clock. They had completely
lost track of time.

Shoving the game board under the
Big White Keep Things Cold Cupboard, they scurried over to sit by
the kitchen door. They tried to make it look like they had been
there all day, just waiting for the Pack Leader to come home.

There was the familiar crunch of
gravel as the Pack Leader walked down the path. The key rattled in
the front door and they heard it open and close again. Footsteps
thudded across the lounge, into the dining room and then the
kitchen door swung open.

“Hello doggies,” said the Pack
Leader, leaning down and tickling their ears. “Have you had a nice
day?”

“Fine, fine. But we’re in dire
need of a Treat from the Treat Cupboard,” they responded.

Ruff and Tumble then started
trying to make the Pack Leader give them a Treat.

Tumble went for a very
straightforward approach. She walked over to the Treat Cupboard and
glared at it, as if the power of her stare might burn a hole in the
door. She flicked the odd look at the Pack Leader, Beaming
ferociously, “Give the lovely doggie a treat, give the lovely
doggie a treat”.

Ruff skittered across the
kitchen floor to the water bowl. He picked up his favourite toy,
Rainbow Lion, from where he had dumped him in a puddle on the
floor. Slinking past the Pack Leader into the dining room, Ruff
dashed around the table parping Rainbow Lion by biting down on his
middle. All the while he kept Beaming, “Look at what I hunted
today; perhaps I deserve a Treat.”

Caught in a crossfire of double
Beaming, the Pack Leader gave in. He opened the Treat Cupboard and
pulled out one marrowbone Treat each.

Despite getting a Treat, Tumble
gave a grunt of frustration. She was annoyed with herself for just
standing there, dribbling, thinking about the Treat, when she
should have been watching closely to see exactly how the Treat
Cupboard was opened.

Then I wouldn’t have to keep
Beaming at the Pack Leader for Treats. It’s a lot of
effort!

As she took the Treat from the
Pack Leader’s fingers she told herself that she would pay more
attention next time. Then promptly forgot as she crunched her teeth
in delight through the biscuit coating into the marrowbone
middle.

*

Ruff was on guard duty with
Rainbow Lion. They were perched on top of the back cushion of the
Big Soft Comfy Thing, staring out of the window, ready to chase any
Invaders from the Pack Lands.

Rainbow Lion was helping Ruff
with his job as Pack Protector. It was an important job. A few
weeks ago Ruff had stopped an army of goblins from invading the
Pack Lands.

Tumble helped occasionally. At
least she did when things looked desperate. But most of the time
she left it up to Ruff. Ruff found this strange because it was
Tumble who had taught him the Pack Protector motto: Vigilance is
Vital.

Ruff hadn’t understood what that
meant. So he had checked in his dictionary, which he used to look
up tricky words in the books he read. The motto meant that it was
really important to be alert and on the lookout for Invaders
all the time.

A loud snoring from the cushions
below interrupted his thoughts. Tumble was having Forty Winks after
dinner.

Leaving all the pack protecting
to me. Again.

Ruff stretched out one of his
back legs and nudged Rainbow Lion, who leapt from the top of the
back cushion straight onto Tumble’s head. He parped loudly in her
ear and then scurried quickly to the floor.

“Huh! Wha wuz tha..?” asked
Tumble, waking from a deep sleep.

“What was what?” queried Ruff,
still staring out of the window as if nothing had happened.

“Something landed on my head!”
growled Tumble.

“Did it? I didn’t see anything.
And I should know because I’ve been looking out for things that
might attack us, unlike you!” grumbled Ruff.

“It parped in my ear,” mumbled
Tumble. “And I was trying to have Forty Winks. I’m sure I didn’t
get more than lots!”

“Well, maybe if you were helping
to protect the Pack Lands it wouldn’t have sneaked in and woken you
up. Whatever it was.”

“Pah!” snorted Tumble, settling
her head back on the sofa cushion. “I don’t have to protect the
Pack Lands.”

Ruff frowned. “Vigilance is
Vital! That’s what you told me when I first arrived.”

“Yes,” agreed Tumble, closing
her eyes and settling deeper into the soft cushions. “It’s very
important.”

Ruff’s frown deepened to a
scowl. “So why aren’t you doing any guarding then?”

Tumble dragged an eyelid open
and looked at Ruff through one eye. “I don’t have to.”

“What? Why?”

“Because one is a Princess and
one has you to do one’s jobs.”

Grrrr!

Ruff growled and turned to stare
out the window. These conversations always end like this. Just
because she’s a stupid Corgi she thinks she’s a lost Princess! All
she does is

lie around waiting for someone
from the stupid Palace to turn up and whisk her away in a stupid
golden carriage.

Tumble also said that Ruff was
her servant, brought to the Pack Lands to look after her and do her
bidding. I don’t mind doing some bidding (even if I’m not quite
sure what it is) so long as it stops Tumble moaning at me all the
time. But I’m not a servant!

Humphing a little bit, Ruff
rested his head on top of the Big Soft Comfy Thing and went back to
being Vitally Vigilant.

Sometime later, he was startled
awake. The Pack Leader had plonked himself heavily on the Big Soft
Comfy Thing next to Tumble and switched on the Flickery Light Box
With Noises. Ruff glanced about guiltily but fortunately nobody
seemed to have noticed that he had been sleeping whilst on guard
duty. Tumble was snoring loudly and the Pack Leader was watching
someone on the Flickery Light Box With Noises, who was sat behind a
desk and droning on in a boring voice. He checked outside. Luckily
the front garden wasn’t full of Goblins or Trolls.

“And now over to Sally for the
weather,” the man on the Flickery Light Box With Noises was
saying.

“Thanks Mike,” a lady, most
likely Sally, responded. “I hope you’ve got your hat and scarf
ready because the big freeze is heading south! As we’ve just seen
on the news, the snow has come to the north of the country
unusually early, with temperatures reaching a record low for the
time of year. Of course that hasn’t stopped the kids enjoying the
snow as we can see from these video clips sent in by our
viewers…”

Ruff’s ears pricked up at the
mention of snow. He was reading an excellent book at the moment; a
spy thriller called ‘Invasion of the Dog Eating Yetis’. It was
about a load of Dog Eating Yetis, or abominable snowmen, trying to
take over the Fantasy Realm by freezing the land and eating
everyone. The story was full of snow but he had never seen any
before and didn’t really know what it was.

He had looked it up in his
dictionary. snow; water vapour in the atmosphere that has frozen
into ice crystals and falls to the ground in the form of flakes. It
hadn’t helped much.

Scrambling to his paws, he
wobbled round on the back cushion of the Big Soft Comfy Thing so he
could look at the pictures on the Flickery Light Box With Noises.
The ground in the video was all white and there were lots of people
messing around in it. Some were throwing bits of white ground at
each other, which was odd. Others were whizzing across the white
ground stood on strange flat boards.

Ruff gave a low grelp,
fascinated by these whizzy flat things that let people glide across
the ground. Amazing!

But he still wasn’t quite sure
what snow was. Is it white ground?

In his book, the Dog Eating
Yetis had sent snow to freeze the land before they invaded.

But this white ground doesn’t
seem to be troubling people. If anything they’re whizzing around
faster than normal on those flat whizzy things.

I wonder what they are?
They’re a bit like a surf board but for the white ground; the
snow. So what would you call that? Mmmm…maybe a snow surf board?
But there isn’t any surf.

Scratch Scratch

Maybe a snow glider?

That’s whizzy.

A Whizzy Snow Glider!

Ruff carefully sneaked his
notepad from his Back Pocket and flipped it open.

Not many people know that dogs
have Back Pockets, but they do. They keep useful things in them,
like spare Treats, mobile phones and notepads.

Ruff pulled out a stub of pencil
and licked the end. Frowning and crossing his eyes in
concentration, he wrote:

Wish List

1 x Whizzy Snow Glider

He was just carefully dotting
his ‘i’s a scream from the Flickery Light Box With Noises made him
look up. One of the people charging about on Whizzy Snow Gliders
had just crashed and was buried head first in the snow.

Ruff licked the end of the
pencil again and added to his list:

1 x helmet

He thought a bit and wrote:

...black...with a skull on
it

He frowned and added:

(not an actual skull – just a
picture)

Then he quickly stuffed the
notepad into his Back Pocket before the Pack Leader could see what
he was doing. Humans had certain ideas about dogs and it wouldn’t
do to change them.

If they ever find out how clever
we really are they certainly won’t let us lie around all day doing
nothing.

Ruff settled down on the back
cushion of the Big Soft Comfy Thing, his mind alive with images of
snow and Whizzy Snow Gliders.
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