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CHAPTER ONE: Poo!
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‘POO, WHAT'S THAT STINK?’ Ace wondered, frowning at TV watching Sophie as her mum took a nappy off the baby near the sofa. 

‘Baby Callum smells worse than I do when I visit the garden,’ he sniffed standing up and walking out of the living room toward his basket in the kitchen.

“Hey, where are you going puppy dog?” Mum asked as his little doggy body trotted by, as she secured the nappy and stood up cradling baby Callum in her arms. 

“Sophie, only five minutes more, and then it's bath time. I must scrub all the mucky paint off you, again,” she said following Ace into the kitchen, and stopping to see what he was up to.

‘Yes, I’m over here. There’s no need to check. I'm in my basket, being a good little puppy,’ Ace said, burying his long nose in his furry coat as she threw the nappy into the trash. 
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‘YUCK, I THOUGHT I'D escaped from that pong,’ he grouched, as mum turned around and looked right at him.  

“Now listen, trouble. I will put Callum to bed and run the bath for Sophie. So, play nice and you get a doggie chew when I get back. I hope the stinky nappy stops you from playing in the bin again.”
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‘TROUBLE? ME!’ Ace said with surprise. ‘I'm not trouble. It wasn't my fault I could smell food in that bin thing. I was hungry. I'm a growing puppy,’ he thought as baby Callum yawned and pointed at him. 

“Yes, that's the little doggy. Doggie is staying put in his bed which is where I'm taking your sleepy little head,” she said, giving baby Callum a kiss. “Now please stay put, Ace. I mean, come on. You made an awful mess with the bin,” she said, smiling at the little bundle of fluff, but pointing her finger at him so he got the message.
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‘WOULD YOU LISTEN TO her? I'm a good puppy, I’ll have you know,’ he groaned feeling somewhat guilty as he remembered pulling the trash out of the bin and leaving it scattered over the kitchen floor. 
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‘WELL, I SUPPOSE I LEFT a little mess,’ he admitted with another doggie moan. 

‘OK, ok. I'll stay right here,’ he groaned. ‘Not that I want to, though. I'd love to see what's up those stairs,’ he said lifting his head up from his paw as 
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MUM DISAPPEARED THROUGH the doors and Ace listened to her feet thump up the stairs. 
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HE LOOKED OVER AT SILENT, Sophie, who continued with the TV cartoon. He peeked again and then crept from his basket and walked to the bottom of the stairs to hear Mum singing a lullaby to sleepy Callum. 
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‘OH, WOULD YOU LISTEN to that racket? If it carries on like that, I bet my ears will bleed,’ he joked to himself, with a cringe. 

‘I’m sorry to say it, but you'd never make it on that X-Factor show. That voice sounds worse than next doors cat getting strangled,’ he thought, peering up the stairs, then deciding to return to his basket for fear of his long floppy ears exploding. ‘Oh, dear me,’ he added resting his head back down, with his paws over his ears.

“Sophie, bathtub time!” Mum's voice shouted from the top of the stairs just as Ace had closed his eyes.

‘Do you mind? I was just nodding off,’ he grumbled. ‘Honestly, some people have no respect for us poor, dogs,’ he decided, as Sophie appeared at the side of his basket. 

“Come on, Ace, its bathtub time,” Sophie whispered, as if inviting him along as she disappeared with her feet banging up the stairs.
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ACE LIFTED HIS HEAD with a more puzzled expression across his doggy face than before.

‘What in heaven's name is this bathtub thing they keep talking about? The children are always visiting it. I bet it’s interesting, whatever it is,’ he wondered, shaking his head and wandering to the bottom of the stairs a second time to hear Sophie's muffled voice. 

He sat down, then stood up. Then lay down on the carpet to listen.

After ten minutes, he heard Sophie shout, then the sound of footsteps followed by mum's voice. 
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CHAPTER TWO: Splash!
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“WHICH STORY WOULD YOU like, Sophie?”

Before Ace knew it, his curiosity had him sitting halfway up the stairs and having a rest.
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‘PHEW, THIS IS THIRSTY work. They make it look so easy getting up here.’ He looked back down the imposing steps and realised climbing back down would be very hard. 

‘Oh dear, what have I done. If Mum finds me here, she won't be happy at all. I'd better keep on going up, then figure out a way to get back down, quick,’ he sniffed taking the next step until he found himself at the top. He turned around and looked down the stairs yet again. 
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‘GOLLY. IT’S A LONG way down. I'd better get my thinking cap on. I can hear Mum talking down there,’ he said looking to his left. 

‘At least she's not singing now,’ he noticed with relief. ‘I wonder what's down there,’ he said looking along the landing to his right. He crept along the carpet and walked into the warm bathroom to see a bright yellow plastic duck on the rug, looking right back at him.
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‘OOH, WHO'S THIS?’ He said, cowering backwards and stopping himself from yelping with shock as he waited for the yellow thing with eyes to move and nothing happened. He edged forward on his paws and pushed his nose at the duck making it fall over onto the rug. 
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‘OH DEAR. THE POOR THING'S dead,’ he decided moving closer to take a long hard sniff at the dead, plastic duck. 

[image: image]
––––––––
[image: ]


‘THAT'S A SHAME. HE'S only a puppy too,' he decided moving away to find his nose covered with soap suds. 

‘Ooh, what's this smelly, fluffy stuff?’ He wondered pawing it off then rubbing his snout on the rug. 

‘It feels warm? This is strange,’ he frowned looking up to see a small red chair at the side of the bath and the toilet. Before he knew it, his curiosity had made him climb onto the chair and then up onto the closed toilet seat that had a wet, yellow towel draped over it. 

‘Oh, this has the white fluffy stuff on it, too,’ he said standing up and peering over the edge of the bath that was a still, warm mass of soapy bubbles from Sophie's bath, minutes before. 

‘Wow, this is full of the fluffy stuff that was on the poor dead duck,’ he frowned with curiosity, putting his paws on the side of the bathtub and leaning his head over the side to get closer to the bath of bubbles. Before he knew it, his curiosity had him teetering on the edge of the bath until; 
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SPLASH! He ended up in the warm water and covered from head to tail in the soap suds. As he stood up, the shallow bath of water and suds came up to just below his neck, with the rest of his doggie body under the somewhat cosy, warm water. 

‘Phew. That was scary, but a lot
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