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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever dressed up a pet, imagined a parade, or dreamed of winning a shiny prize. It is for the giggling dog walkers, the careful fish feeders, the brave hamster holders, and the gentle cat cuddlers. It is for neighborhoods that feel like family and friends who help each other when something goes wrong. 

Most of all, it is for the pets who fill our homes with wagging tails, soft purrs, happy chirps, and tiny squeaks. May this story remind you that fun is even better when shared.

Introduction

Welcome to Avondale, a neighborhood where everyone knows your name and every pet has a story. The streets are lined with cozy houses, leafy trees, and smiling neighbors who wave as they pass by.

In Avondale, pets are not just animals. They are best friends, helpers, and family members. As Halloween approaches, excitement begins to bubble like a pot of pumpkin soup. Decorations go up, ideas swirl, and something new is about to happen. 

This year, Avondale will host its very first Halloween Parade of Pets. And it will be a day no one will ever forget.
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Chapter 1: The Big Announcement
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Avondale was not the biggest neighborhood in the city, but everyone who lived there believed it was the best. 

The houses stood side by side in neat rows, painted in bright colors like butter yellow, sky blue, cherry red, and mint green. White fences framed tidy yards. Flower gardens grew near front doors. Bikes rested on lawns. Wind chimes rang near open windows.

What made Avondale special was not the houses. It was the people.

Neighbors shared fresh bread, tools, and stories. When someone planted a garden, others came to help. When someone baked cookies, plates traveled from door to door. 

Children played in the park after school while parents talked on benches. Everyone knew everyone.

And everyone loved their pets.

In Avondale, pets were part of the family. No one could walk down Maple Street without seeing a leash in one hand or a treat bag in a pocket. 

If you listened close, you could hear barking, chirping, purring, splashing, and squeaking all in one afternoon.

Benny the Jack Russell lived in a blue house near the corner. He was small, fast, and full of energy. He liked to chase tennis balls and jump over garden hoses. 

His best friend was Rocky, a large German Shepherd who lived across the street. Rocky stood tall and proud. He kept watch near his fence and liked to practice sitting still like a statue.

Next door to Rocky lived Daisy the Poodle. Her white curls bounced when she walked. She wore pink bows and enjoyed brushing time. Daisy believed she was the most elegant dog in Avondale, and many agreed.

A few houses away lived Bruno the Pug. Bruno had a round face and a tiny curl of a tail. He snorted when excited and loved snacks more than anything else in the world.

On Cherry Lane lived Whiskers, an orange cat with bright eyes and quick paws. He liked puzzles and once opened a cupboard by himself. 

Luna, a fluffy Persian cat with silver fur, lived two doors away. She preferred soft pillows and long naps in sunny spots.

Not all pets had fur.

Coco the parrot lived in a tall yellow house. Her feathers shone in red, blue, and green. She could say “Hello Avondale!” in a voice that made everyone laugh.

Goldie the goldfish swam in a round bowl near a front window. Children often waved at her. She liked when the sun warmed her water.

Nibbles the hamster lived in a cage with tubes and wheels. He ran in circles for fun and stored snacks in his cheeks.

Pepper the rabbit had long ears and a twitching nose. She enjoyed fresh carrots and hopping across the grass.

Spike the turtle moved at his own pace. He lived in a small garden with rocks and a shallow pool. He liked warm afternoons and slow walks.

There were even more pets in Avondale. A guinea pig named Muffin. A pair of twin canaries named Pip and Pop. A friendly bearded dragon named Ember. A shy hedgehog named Prickles. A small white mouse named Snowball.

Though they were different in shape and size, they all shared the same park. Every afternoon, their owners gathered while the pets played. 

Dogs fetched balls. Cats watched from benches. Birds sang from travel cages. The hamster rolled inside a clear ball. The turtle explored the grass at his own pace.

There were no fights. No loud growls. No lonely pets. They knew each other well.

One Saturday, about a week before Halloween, colorful flyers appeared on doors across Avondale. Each flyer had orange letters and tiny pumpkin drawings in the corners.

“Community Meeting in the Square,” the flyer said. “Big Announcement!”

By late afternoon, the neighborhood square was busy. Families brought folding chairs. Children carried balloons. Pets came on leashes, in arms, in cages, and in wagons.

Benny bounced in place. Bruno sniffed every shoe. Daisy stood tall beside her owner. Rocky sat like a guard dog near the fountain. Whiskers climbed onto a bench. Luna sat on her owner’s lap. Coco rested on a shoulder. Pepper’s nose moved fast. Spike rested near a flower pot.

Mr. Jenkins, the head of the neighborhood council, stepped onto the small wooden stage. He held a microphone and cleared his throat.

“Friends of Avondale,” he began, “this year we are starting something new. Something fun. Something that celebrates our pets.”

Mr. Jenkins raised a bright orange poster. At the top were bold black letters.

“Avondale’s First Ever Halloween Pet Parade!”

Gasps and cheers burst from the crowd.

“A parade?” someone called.

“Yes,” said Mr. Jenkins. “On Halloween at noon, our pets will walk down Maple Street in costume. There will be music. There will be decorations. And there will be prizes.”

Mr. Jenkins continued. “We will have judges. They will choose the most creative costume. The winner will receive a special trophy and a year of gourmet pet treats from Bark and Biscuit Bakery.”

Everyone began talking at once.

Benny jumped in circles. Rocky stood tall with interest. Daisy’s curls bounced with excitement. Luna gave a soft meow. Pepper hopped twice. Even Spike raised his head.

A parade. Costumes. A prize.

Children began shouting ideas. “My dog can be a superhero!” “My cat can be a pirate!” “My rabbit can be a carrot!”

Mr. Jenkins laughed. “Get your ideas ready. You have one week to prepare.”

The meeting ended with applause. Families folded chairs and walked home. Pets barked and chirped with energy.

On the way back to his house, Benny imagined a cape flying behind him. Rocky pictured shining armor. Daisy thought about ribbons and sparkles. Bruno imagined a tall hat.

The park buzzed with excitement that evening. Every pet talked about costumes. Even Goldie swam faster in her bowl.

Avondale had always been close. But this felt different. This felt big.

For the first time, the pets would not just watch from sidewalks. They would be the stars.
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Chapter 2: The Rush for Ideas
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The next morning, Avondale felt different. Children talked about costumes at breakfast. Parents searched through craft boxes in closets. Scissors, glue, ribbons, and fabric scraps covered kitchen tables.

And the pets? They had never thought so much in their lives.

Benny the Jack Russell stood in his yard with his chest out. A red towel hung across his back. His owner, Sam, had tied it around his neck.

“Super Benny!” Sam announced.

Benny barked and jumped onto a small wooden box. He held his head high. In his mind, he saved cats from trees and rescued tennis balls from deep ponds.

Sam adjusted the towel. “We can make a real cape. Maybe blue. With a big letter B.”

Benny liked that idea. He ran in circles with the towel flying behind him. It slipped off and covered his face. He bumped into a flower pot. Dirt scattered across the grass.

Sam laughed. “We need a better plan.”

Across the street, Bruno the Pug sat on a purple blanket while his owner, Mrs. Patel, placed a tall black hat on his head.

“You will be the funniest witch in Avondale,” she said.

The hat slid over Bruno’s eyes. He walked two steps and bumped into a chair. Mrs. Patel removed the hat and tried again. This time she added a small green cape.

Bruno barked. He liked the cape more than the hat. Mrs. Patel picked up a toy broom and placed it near his paw.

“Oh, you will cast snack spells,” she said.

Bruno barked louder. A witch who could make treats appear? That sounded perfect.

Two houses down, Daisy the Poodle stood on a soft pink rug while her owner, Ms. Clarke, held up two costume sketches.

“One is a fairy queen,” Ms. Clarke said. “The other is a swan princess.”

Daisy tilted her head. She cared about beauty. She wanted something that would make everyone stop and stare.

Ms. Clarke laid out white feathers, silver ribbon, and tiny sparkling gems.

“The swan princess will be elegant,” she said.

Daisy stepped onto the fabric and turned in a circle. The ribbon tangled in her curls. She stopped and looked at her owner.

“We will fix that,” Ms. Clarke promised. “You must shine brighter than the rest.”

In his yard, Rocky the German Shepherd examined a cardboard box. His owner, Mr. Lopez, cut pieces into long shapes.

“A knight,” Mr. Lopez said. “With armor and a shield.”

Rocky stood still while Mr. Lopez placed a silver painted chest plate across his front. It slipped sideways.

“We need straps,” Mr. Lopez said.

Rocky walked three steps. The cardboard bent in the middle. He sat down, careful not to tear it.

Mr. Lopez scratched his head. “Strong armor for a strong dog.”

Rocky barked once. He liked the idea of guarding the parade like a brave knight.

On Cherry Lane, Whiskers the orange cat stared at a striped scarf.

“You will be Captain Whiskers,” his owner, Leo, announced.

Leo tied the
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