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For Lyra Fay and Malcolm 

J. B. 
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For my parents and all my happy birthdays 

A. L. A. 




[image: Buzz stands with his head slightly tilted to one side, looking into the distance with his tongue sticking out at the corner of his mouth. There are small puddles of mud beside him, and some mud on his legs as well.]
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Buzzy-Wuzzy-Doodah (Buzz for short) is a Sausage Wolf.

Part Wolf, boldly digging where no dog has dug before.

Part Sausage, snoozing in the sock drawer.

A treat-snaffling, mud-splattering, eyebrow-waggling

 SAUSAGE WOLF.

Buzz loves to please his family. But it’s not always easy.

Britney likes Buzz to be brave. 

[image: A photograph of Leo, Britney and Buzz jumping about in a puddle of wet, sticky mud. The photograph is taped with little pieces of tape on three of its edges.]
Leo likes Buzz to be playful.

[image: A photograph of Buzz grinning at Mother, who stands tall, facing him. There are numerous muddy paw-prints on the floor where they stand in an indoor setting. The photograph is taped on two of its edges with little pieces of tape.]
Mum likes Buzz to wipe his paws on the mat and keep the noise down.

Being everyone’s perfect dog is hard work. 

[image: A close-up of Buzz’s face as Trilby the mouse whispers into one of Buzz’s ears, holding up its flap.]
Luckily, Buzz’s little friend, Trilby the mouse, is a big help. She speaks many languages including Dog, Cat, Human and Flamingo. She has very neat handwriting. Best of all, whenever Buzz is puzzled, Trilby whispers wise words into his flappy ears.

But sometimes a Sausage Wolf has to work things out for himself …

Buzz and Britney were sitting in a nest of crinkly paper and colourful ribbons, surrounded by new toys. Buzz’s tail was wagging. Britney’s hands were flapping. Both of them were panting.

Today was a Very Special Day.

[image: Britney and Buzz are on the floor of an indoor setting. Britney sits while Buzz stands with his paws sliding on the floor. They are surrounded by toys of all kinds including a rainbow, a robot, crayons and the like, along with bits of torn gift wrapping paper.]
‘Thank you for my birthday presents, Mummy,’ said Britney. ‘Are there more?’

Mum gave Britney a hug. ‘That’s all for now,’ she said.

‘Oh no it isn’t!’ said Leo, thrusting a small package wrapped in toilet paper at his sister.

[image: Leo hands something wrapped in toilet paper to Britney who receives it with an excited smile.]
‘Aw, Leo!’ said Mum. ‘Did you buy Britney a gift? How sweet!’

Britney tore off the toilet paper.

‘Oh,’ said Mum.

Buzz sniffed the muddy stone in Britney’s hands. 

‘Fairy treasure,’ said Leo, smiling proudly. ‘I found it in the garden. When are you opening your Big Present?’

[image: Britney holds a muddy stone, examining it closely as Leo and Mother stand behind her.]
[image: Britney stands with both her hands scrunched under her chin as she drops the muddy stone on the floor, facing mother, while Leo holds down Buzz in the background. The floor is covered with various toys, and bits of torn gift-wrapping paper. Mother has both her hands on her hips.]
Britney dropped the stone and looked up at Mum.

‘When do I get my Big Present, Mummy?’ she asked. 

‘Later,’ said Mum hurriedly. ‘The party guests will be here in a few hours, so it would be very helpful if you could amuse yourselves. Britney, play with your new toys. Leo, be a good big brother. Buzz … lie in your basket or something.’

[image: Buzz trots along Mother’s feet as she walks.]
Buzz had no idea what Mum was saying, but he heard his name so he barked and jumped up and down.

Mum sighed and went out to the garden, muttering, ‘Where is that key?’

Britney scooped up as many new toys as she could carry, gripping Funny Wabbit (her oldest and best loved) between her teeth. 

‘I wonder where Mum’s hidden your Big Present?’ said Leo, following his sister.

[image: Leo and Britney walk one behind the other, with arms full of toys.]
[image: Buzz lies, snuggled up in his basket bed laid with a soft cushion inside, and Trilby beside him.]
Trilby peeped out from a tufty patch in Buzz’s fur.

‘Maybe you should have a little rest before the party,’ she said. 

‘Good idea,’ said Buzz.

He tried to lie calmly in his bed. But his tail would not stop wagging.

‘I’m too excited, Trilby!’ he yapped, leaping out of his basket and skidding across the tiles.

The little mouse held on to her hat as Buzz zoomed down the hallway.

[image: Buzz jumps out from his bed with Trilby trailing close to his ear flap.]
In the living room, he came to an abrupt halt.

[image: Buzz stands behind a door, with one foot up, about to take a step forward, looking into the distance.]
[image: A living room setting with multiple, colourful balloons with different faces and expressions.]
The room had been taken over by a gang of balloons with Big Faces. Some were hanging around near the ceiling. Others were lounging on the floor. 

The yellow faces looked happy.

The red faces looked angry.

The orange faces had glasses and moustaches.

The green faces were laughing silently.

The pink faces kept winking.

The purple faces were blowing kisses.

‘I think they want to PLAY!’ Buzz whispered.

‘Hmm. I’m not sure balloons are the best playmates for a Sausage Wolf,’ said Trilby.

But Buzz couldn’t resist diving in.

[image: Buzz leaps high in the air, making his way through the balloons, bursting a few in the process. The bursting of the balloons is represented by the word ‘Pop’ in multiple places throughout the scene.]
Buzz yelped and jumped back. 

Wherever he turned, another Big Face was waiting for him. 

‘Shh, Buzz,’ said Trilby. ‘Lie still and they’ll stop popping.’

The surviving balloons drifted slowly to the floor.

‘Oops,’ said Buzz.

‘We all make mistakes,’ said Trilby. ‘The important thing is showing that you’re sorry. The humans will understand.’

Buzz knew all about feeling sorry. But he didn’t like the idea of showing his family the mess he’d made.

So he stuffed the burst balloons behind the sofa, did a little fart, and ran away.

[image: Buzz meekly walks toward the backside of a sofa to hide, with a collection of torn balloon pieces behind him, remains of balloons that he burst.]



[image: Buzz lies in his bed, covered in a blanket.]
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Buzz was hiding in his bed, when a mouth-watering blend of fresh smells swirled around his nose.

A selection of Yummy Party Food had appeared on the kitchen table.

His legs carried him towards it. They launched him on to a chair to get a closer sniff.

[image: Buzz sits at a table, with Trilby on his head, looking at an array of party food that includes cinnamon rolls, sausage rolls, sandwiches, French fries, popcorn, and the like. Buzz’s tongue sticks out with drool dripping from it onto a plate of sausages.]
Among the many tasty treats was a plate of mini sausages.

‘Mmmm,’ said Buzz. ‘Just a few more sniffs …’

As his lucky nose sniffed up the delicious smells, his cheeky tongue snuck out for a lick. Buzz gobbled a mini sausage, leaving a trail of warm slobber over the rest.

‘Whoops,’ he said, jumping down from the chair.

‘Whoops indeed,’ said Trilby. ‘Humans can be dreadfully squeamish about doggy drool on their food. Maybe you should let them know you’re sorry?’ 

‘I am sorry,’ said Buzz. ‘But those sausages are tiny and I only ate one. Let’s leave the kitchen so my naughty tongue can’t steal any more.’

[image: Buzz gets off down from a chair at the table laden with party food. Trilby sits on Buzz’s neck, just below his head.]
Buzz stepped into the hallway. He wanted to get as far away as possible from tempting sausages and troublesome balloons.

[image: A top-down view of Buzz standing at the bottom of a staircase, looking up.]
At the foot of the stairs, Buzz paused.

‘I’m not usually allowed upstairs,’ he said. ‘But today is a Very Special Day.’

So up he went.

Buzz shuffled under Mum’s bed to stay out of trouble.

[image: Buzz hides under a bed, with his head inside and his bottom sticking out.]
Beside him was a parcel, neatly wrapped in shiny, crinkly paper. Buzz sniffed the parcel, poked the parcel and almost licked the parcel. He knew the real treat was inside. Taking hold of a loose flap of wrapping paper, he pulled it ever so gently.

[image: A close-up of Buzz’s face under the bed, beside a wrapped present.]
The paper tore off. Beneath it, Buzz found …

ANOTHER LAYER OF DIFFERENT WRAPPING PAPER!

‘Whoa!’ said Buzz.

This was a bigger surprise than he had expected. 

[image: Buzz opens a gift that has a second layer of wrapping. Bits of torn wrapping paper lie on the floor around him.]
‘I’d better leave it,’ he said.

But his nose was already trying to prise open the next layer. Holding the parcel with his paw, Buzz gently tore the paper to reveal …

Another layer!

[image: Buzz opens the gift further to find a third layer of wrapping. Bits of torn wrapping paper lie on the floor around him.]
‘I think you ought to stop now,’ said Trilby. 

’You’re right, Trilby,’ said Buzz.

But it was too late. From his naughty nose to his cheeky tail, every furry tuft of Buzz was tingling with curiosity.

[image: A close-up of Buzz’s face with wrapping paper being torn with his teeth, as bits of torn wrapping paper fly around him.]
RIP went the next layer! 

RIP went the next – 

[image: Trilby looks away with panic as large bits of torn wrapping paper fly towards her.]
RIIIIIIPPP!

‘STOP!’ squeaked Trilby.

Buzz lay still. 

Panting, he gazed at the ripped wrapping paper all around him.  

[image: Buzz lies with his back on the floor, with numerous bits of torn wrapping paper around him.]
‘Uh-oh,’ he said.

Buzz tried to rewrap the parcel but it was no good. 

‘That’s three naughty things!’ he whimpered. ‘I know I should show my family how sorry I am. But I can’t upset them on a Very Special Day.’

[image: Buzz climbs down a flight of stairs.]
‘They’re quite likely to find out,’ said Trilby as Buzz padded slowly downstairs. ‘They’ll follow the clues and— Oh.’

At the bottom, Britney was waiting.

In one hand, she held a stern-looking Funny Wabbit. In the other, a sagging bunch of burst balloons.

[image: Buzz climbs down a flight of stairs as Britney stands at the bottom, facing him with bits of torn wrapping paper in one hand and Funny Wabbit in the other. She has a stern expression on her face.]



[image: Buzz stands with a doleful expression, ears drooping downward, and his tail tucked behind him.]
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‘Funny Wabbit lost his disco party sunglasses,’ said Britney. ‘He is searching low and high. Look what he finded behind the sofa.’

Britney waggled the limp balloons. Buzz lowered his head.

‘You is a naughty Sausage for popping them balloons when Mummy used all her biggest puff blowing them up,’ said Britney. ‘Hiding them is even more naughty! But you is a brave Wolf for fighting them balloons who was scaring Funny Wabbit with their faces. Good dog.’

Britney patted Buzz on the head and marched away.

[image: Britney pats Buzz’s head at the bottom of a  staircase, with a smile on her face as Buzz looks up to her.]
Trilby was just telling Buzz about the missing sunglasses when Leo came thundering down the stairs and dived to the floor beside them.

[image: Leo whispers into Buzz’s ear.]
‘You tore up pass-the-parcel!’ whispered Leo, scruffling Buzz under the chin. ‘But don’t worry, Buzzy-Wuzzy-Doodah. I fixed it.’

Leo held up an emptied reel of sticky tape.

‘I was looking for my Lucky Sock. Whenever I wear it at party games, I win tons of sweets. Please help me find it, Buzzy-Wuzzy-Doodah. You can sniff it out, like Doggy Doggington in Doggy Doggington and the Dog Detectives. Here.’  

Leo raised his foot for Buzz to sniff.

[image: Leo holds up one of his feet that is clad in a sock, close to Buzz’s nose for the latter to sniff.]
‘The Lucky Sock is exactly like this one,’ Leo explained. ‘But this one isn’t lucky. Who knows why? That’s the mystery of luck.’

Leo stroked Buzz’s belly, then ran off towards the garden.

‘Leo wants you to sniff out his missing sock,’ Trilby explained. ‘Like Doggy Doggington when he’s searching for clues.’

‘Oh!’ said Buzz. ‘That sounds like a serious job.’

‘Yes,’ said Trilby. ‘Detective work is very serious.’

[image: A cloud in which Buzz lies with his face down on the floor, as Trilby examines a sock closely using a magnifying glass.]
[image: Mother stands near the kitchen entrance, holding a plate of mini sausages, with a cross expression on her face.]
Mum stormed out of the kitchen, carrying the plate of slobbered-on sausages.

‘What am I supposed to do with these?’ she said, holding Buzz’s naughtiness under his nose. ‘I can’t give the party guests soggy sausages!’

Before Buzz’s cheeky tongue could snaffle another sausage, Mum whipped the plate away and stalked back to the kitchen. A moment later, she returned, carrying Buzz’s bed. Buzz followed her into the living room, where Leo and Britney were pulling all the books out of a bookcase.  

[image: Buzz walks behind Mother’s feet as she walks by.]
‘Right. Listen up,’ said Mum, placing Buzz’s bed in the corner. ‘Leo, Britney, Buzz: No one is allowed in the kitchen for the rest of the day. Understood?’

[image: Britney and Leo sit on the floor, pulling out books from a bookcase, with books strewn around them.]
Leo and Britney nodded, and Buzz sensed that now was not a good time for woofing.

[image: Buzz steps onto his bed, head rested on the cushion inside.]
Mum walked away, muttering about a lost key. The kitchen door banged shut behind her.

Buzz trudged over to his bed. It was in the wrong place, but he only had himself to blame. He freshened it up with a warm toot, then closed his eyes for a snooze. 

Buzz had his usual dream – the one where he chases a squirrel along a golden beach to the Land of Biscuits. Today the squirrel was all dressed up for a party with cool sunglasses and four lucky socks. Buzz had nearly caught up with her when she jumped on to an inflatable sausage raft with a Very Serious Face

[image: Buzz trots along a seashore, with large biscuits lying in front of him on the sand. His head is turned behind, away from the biscuits, focused on a squirrel dressed in a stylish outfit with sunglasses, seated on a giant inflatable sausage that floats on the water. The inflatable has a face with a cross expression on it.]
[image: Buzz wakes up from his snooze, his head up and eyes open, lying in his bed.]







[image: Buzz stands on a stack of colourful pillows placed on a small wooden bench, looking outside the window. Trilby stands close by on the bench, with her magnifying glass, an open book placed upside down beside her, and a pencil in her hand. He looks at Buzz.]




[image: A close-up of Trilby sitting on the wooden bench behind the stack of pillows, reading with a notebook and pen beside her. In the background, Buzz scampers about.]


[image: Mother peeps inside a room, with a coat stand from which hang many coats. Buzz hides on the floor, behind the long coats and pairs of shoes. A stuffed giraffe is on the floor, beside the coats and shoes.]

[image: Mother eats something with a spoon tucked inside her mouth.]

[image: Buzz peeps from behind the coats in an indoor setting with a coat stand that bears many coats hanging from it. There are a few pair of shoes and a stuffed giraffe.]



[image: Britney scoots away from the room with the hanging coats. She holds Funny Wabbit in one hand, gesturing it to be quiet with one finger pointing at her lips. Buzz hides behind the coats looking at Britney.]





[image: Buzz looks from behind a slightly ajar door.]


[image: A low angle depiction of a table laid with a magnificent birthday cake frosted with pink cream, golden stars and a strawberries arranged on its top.]


[image: A close-up of one side of the birthday cake with an uneven, bitten hole exposing its insides.]





[image: Buzz leaps just above the floor, inside the coat room with coats hanging from a coat stand, and pairs of shoes arranged beside, with a stuffed giraffe toy on one side.]
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