


[image: An illustration of Stanley, a sausage dog with dark brown fur all over and light brown fur on his nose and paws. He is wearing vampire fangs and a black and red vampire cape that is fastened with a grey bat-shaped brooch. He is smiling, and in his mouth he's holding the handle of an orange cauldron full of dog treats. The cauldron has a smiling pumpkin face cut out of it. Pieces of candy and dog treats are scattered on the ground around him. He is set over a purple background dotted with spiderwebs, orange pumpkins with faces carved into them, and yellow and orange stars.]





Spooky Sausage Dog




[image: The title page of Spooky Sausage Dog, written by Bella Swift and illustrated by Kelly Caswell. Stanley the sausage dog is wearing a vampire cape and vampire fangs. He is smiling, and in his mouth he's holding the handle of a cauldron full of sweets. Pieces of candy are scattered on the ground around him.]
www.hachettechildrens.co.uk



[image: Stanley the sausage dog wears a vampire cape and vampire fangs. The cape is fastened with a bat-shaped brooch. Stanley smiles.]
CONTENTS

Title Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Copyright

[image: Stanley’s back half is visible behind three pumpkins. One of the pumpkins has a face carved into it. A spider dangles from Stanley’s tail.]



[image: Stanley the sausage dog wears a vampire cape and vampire fangs. The cape is fastened with a bat-shaped brooch. Stanley smiles.]
CHAPTER ONE

“Cannonball!” yelled a small sausage dog, diving into a massive pile of orange, red and yellow leaves, and sending them flying up into the air.

“Stanley!” his owner Nina said, laughing.

Stanley poked his head out of the leaf pile and grinned happily. He was having a walk in the park with his favourite humans, Mum and Nina. All the leaves had fallen off the trees, and the air was crisp and cold and had the faint smoky smell of bonfires. All around squirrels were putting conkers in secret hidey-holes to eat later when the weather got really cold. Stanley’s family were looking for conkers too, but Stanley didn’t think they were going to eat them – at  least he hoped not!

[image: Stanley pokes his head out of a big pile of autumn leaves. He looks up, smiling.]
“Are there any conkers in there?” Mum called to him.

Stanley poked his head out. “I don’t think so,” he said, disappearing back into the pile. “I’ll look.”

Of course, to Nina and Mum it just sounded like WOOF! but somehow they were very good at understanding what Stanley meant. 

“Why do we need conkers anyway?” Nina asked her mum.

“If you put them on the windowsills, they’re meant to keep the spiders out of the house,” Mum said with a shiver. “I don’t know if it really works, but it’s worth a try!”

“I’ll find some.” Nina went to look. 

“I’ll help!” Stanley woofed, galloping out of the pile, scattering leaves as he went.

“Come on, Stan, this way!” Nina led him over to a tall horse chestnut tree, then started looking underneath it, crushing the green spiky balls with her foot to reveal the shiny brown nut inside.

Stanley sniffed around for conkers that had fallen out of their shells. “Found one!” he barked.

“Hey, this one is mine,” a little voice squeaked. Stanley looked closer and spotted a spider on the conker, shaking his fist at him.

[image: A spider sits on a conker. He frowns and holds one of his legs up in a fist. He is dark-coloured with light spots scattered on his back.]
“I thought spiders were scared of conkers,” Stanley said. 

“I’m not scared of anything!” the spider said crossly. 

“Do you want to go to a pumpkin patch after this, Nina?” Mum said, looking at her watch. “There’s one in the farm round the corner.”

“Yes, please!” Nina squealed, jumping up and down.

Stanley woofed and bounced around her feet too.

“What’s a pumpkin?” the spider asked curiously.

“I have no idea!” Stanley said, still leaping about excitedly. “Bye!” His tail wagged as Mum clipped on his lead.

They walked out of the park, but instead of going up the hill home, they walked round the corner into a farmyard and followed the signs until they got to a big field full of orange balls.

“Look, Stanley, pumpkins!” Nina said excitedly, picking him up so he could see. 

“So that’s a pumpkin!” Stanley exclaimed. 

“Let’s go and choose one,” Mum said.

Nina put Stanley down and he trotted along the row of pumpkins, sniffing them all. He had to find a really good one for Nina … except he didn’t know what a good one was. Just then he saw a person up ahead in a checked shirt and dungarees. Maybe they were the farmer? They’d know which pumpkins were good! 

“Excuse me,” Stanley said as he ran over … and then stopped in horror as he saw the farmer’s face. The farmer’s round orange face, its gaping mouth stretched in a horrible toothy grin. 

Stanley galloped back down the row of pumpkins as fast as his little legs could carry him. 

“Help! Help!” he barked in a panic.

Nina picked him up and he hid his nose in her shoulder, his body shaking.

“It’s OK, Stanley, it’s OK!” She stroked him, her voice bubbling with laughter. “It’s just a Halloween decoration.”

[image: Nina stands in a field of pumpkins and holds a worried-looking Stanley in her arms. A scarecrow with a carved pumpkin head stands behind them.]
Stanley peeked out from behind Nina’s long brown hair. Now he looked closer he could see that the orange face was just a pumpkin. 

“Poor Stanley. It’s his first Halloween – no wonder he’s confused!” Mum said.

Nina started to explain. “Every year on the thirty-first of October we have a celebration where everyone dresses up as spooky creatures like witches and vampires … and spooky scarecrows. We carve pumpkins and put lights in them, and then we go trick-or-treating, where we knock on our neighbours’ doors and they give us sweets!” She gave a squeal. “It’s so much fun!”

Stanley snuggled into Nina’s shoulder. It did sound fun! He wondered if the neighbours gave out doggy treats as well.

“I know how to show Stanley Halloween,” Nina said. “We should have a party!”

Stanley woofed happily at that. Parties often meant sausages, and seeing friends. They’d once had a barbecue in the summer where he’d eaten sausages with his friends. He sighed happily as he remembered it.

“We could have a costume party and Stanley could dress up. He’d be so cute!” Nina said.

“I don’t know …” Mum said hesitantly.

“Please, Mum!” Nina pleaded. “Just imagine him as a teeny tiny sausage dog witch!”

“We love parties!” Stanley barked too. Nina put her cheek next to Stanley’s, and they both looked up at Mum pleadingly.

“Oh, OK!” Mum said. “I can’t stand both of you looking at me with puppy-dog eyes.”

Stanley wasn’t sure what she meant – he always had puppy-dog eyes – but Nina started jumping up and down and shouting “YAY!”, so he barked happily in her arms.

“We’re having a Halloween party!” Nina shrieked excitedly.

“We’d better go and get some really good pumpkins,” Mum said.

Stanley followed Nina happily as she went off to pick her pumpkin. Pumpkins, treats and parties – Halloween sounded great!

[image: Stanley’s back half is visible behind three pumpkins. One of the pumpkins has a face carved into it. A spider dangles from Stanley’s tail.]
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CHAPTER TWO

“Cleo!” Stanley burst in the door, his tail wagging so hard it was a blur. “Cleo, we’re having a party!” He ran over to Cleo’s favourite spot, up on the windowsill overlooking the garden. Sure enough, she was there, curled up in a big, fluffy white ball, fast asleep. Stanley didn’t know what to do. Cleo hated being woken up, but he really wanted to tell her about the party …

Maybe if I accidentally wake her up, then she can’t be cross? he thought. He picked up one of his toys, making it squeak, but Cleo didn’t stir. Then he pulled a cushion off a chair. It landed with a thump, but Cleo still didn’t move.

Next Stanley gave a small pretend sneeze. The tip of Cleo’s tail twitched. Stanley pretended to sneeze again, louder this time. “Achoo!” But when he peeped at Cleo, she still hadn’t moved. Stanley decided to give it one more try. He gave the biggest sneeze yet. “Aaaaa-CHOO!”

“What a terrible cold you’ve got,” Cleo drawled as she looked down at him. “It’s funny that you weren’t sneezing at all this morning.”

“Oh, sorry, Cleo. Ummm, yes, something must have tickled my nose,” Stanley said. “But now you’re awake, I have good news for you!”

The fluffy white cat peered down at him sleepily. “It had better be excellent news to make up for disturbing my nap,” she told him, narrowing her blue eyes. 

“It is!” Stanley said, his tail wagging again. “We’re having a party!”

Cleo stretched and gave a big yawn. “Today?”

Stanley laughed. “No, not today! It’s a Halloween party. That’s when everything’s all spooky, you know.”

“I know what Halloween is,” Cleo snapped. “And a Halloween party is NOT good news.”

She jumped down from the windowsill and stalked past him, her fur bristling crossly.

“Not good news?” Stanley couldn’t believe his floppy ears. “But it’s a party! There’ll be cake and music and friends. Nina said we can carve apples and have toffee pumpkins …” He shook his head. “Or was it the other way round? And she said we can dress up in costumes!”

[image: Cleo walks across the room, looking cross. Stanley watches her with a smile.]
Cleo gave a snort. “Why would I want to be anything other than a cat? Cats are the best.”

“No, the costumes have to be scary!” Stanley said. Maybe he wasn’t explaining Halloween very well. Nina had made it sound so fun.

Cleo stalked over to her water bowl. Stanley followed her, telling her more about the party. “And we’re going to do trick-or-eating,” he continued. “I think I’m going to choose eating.”

Cleo turned round so suddenly that he bumped into her. “It’s trick-or-TREATING, you silly pup!” she said. “And I know what Halloween is. I just don’t like it.”

“You don’t like it?” Stanley echoed. 

“Of course I don’t. Horrible, scary decorations, children screeching in the street and people ringing the doorbell all the time,” Cleo said in a huff. “Last year there were noisy fireworks as well. Halloween is silly … and the people who like it are silly too.”

Cleo turned and went up the stairs two at a time, leaving Stanley staring up at her. “So, you’re not excited about the party,” he called after her.

His tail drooping, Stanley trotted into the lounge where Mum and Nina were sitting on the sofa, looking at something on Mum’s phone.

“Oooh, maybe I could be a witch?” Nina said excitedly.

At least they were excited! Stanley thought, jumping up on to the sofa next to them.

“What are we looking at?” he said, putting his nose near Mum’s phone.

“Stan, get your tail out of my face!” Mum said, pulling him down on to her lap.

“Ooh, let’s buy that one!” Nina pointed to a picture of a girl in a pink and black dress with a tall black hat.

“I don’t think we should buy anything new,” Mum said. “We’re just looking for ideas. We can find something second-hand or make something.”

“But that costume’s so nice!” Nina moaned.

“I know, but you’ll have grown out of it by next year, darling, and it’s really bad for the planet to buy brand-new things, especially when you’re only going to use them once.”

“I guess it would be fun to make a costume …” Nina said hesitantly. 

“I’ll get all the old Halloween stuff out of the loft. That might give us some ideas,” Mum said. She jumped up and came back a minute later with a dusty box that made Stanley sneeze for real. Nina pulled out lots of colourful costumes. There were some bat wings, a tall black witch’s hat and a small black cape.

“I remember the year you were a pumpkin!” Mum said, pulling out a tiny pumpkin Babygro and hugging it to her chest. “I must have a photo somewhere …”

Mum looked up some photos on her phone, and Stanley went to see too. There was a little baby Nina dressed as a pumpkin, and next to her was a very young and fluffy-looking Cleo! 

[image: Nina kneels next to an open box of Halloween costumes, holding a witch’s hat and a pair of bat wings. Mum stands next to her, holding a Babygro with a smiling pumpkin face on the tummy. Stanley watches them with one paw resting on the box.]
“Maybe this would work for Stanley?” Mum said, taking out the cape. “With a few doggy alterations …”

Nina let out a squeal of excitement. “This is going to be the best Halloween ever; I can’t wait! Can we carve our pumpkins now?” 

“OK,” Mum agreed. “You can draw your design and I’ll cut it out.”

They went into the kitchen, and Stanley trotted behind them. Mum put the pumpkins on the table and gave Nina a big black pen. “What are you going to do?” she asked. “Fangs? A ghostie? Something really spooky?” 

“Hmmm, I think I want to do … Stanley!” Nina said.

Stanley’s ears pricked up when he heard his name. Hey! he thought. I’m not scary!

“Awww, that’ll be
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[Mustrated by Kelly Caswell
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