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About the Book

“Most people don’t think I’m sweet, I can’t think why . . .”

Spud is a dog with a big heart and an even bigger belly. He loves scrounging in dustbins, scaring cats and scoffing as much food as he can find. But more than anything in the world, Spud loves Mrs Piffey and she loves him. So why has she started wearing dark glasses and talking about turkeys all the time?

A brilliant shaggy dog story with characters from Alison Prince’s Bumble and Boojer.
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To Lettice Philomena,
 who saw it first


Chapter One

Turkey

MRS PIFFEY IS great. She doesn’t mind me jumping on the chairs or bringing in old bones, and she leaves the back door open all day so I can go in and out. That way, I do what I like and she can get on with her hairdressing.
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Lots of ladies come to her front room to get their hair done. They have it washed and cut and pinned up in rollers, and then they sit under hot-air blowers, reading magazines. Men come too sometimes. The boy who drives the fish van has orange-coloured hair, slicked down with gel, and I think he looks like a kipper.

Mrs Piffey calls her front room “the salon”. I’m not allowed in there any more, not since I was sick on the floor after I’d eaten some curry I found in a bin. The ladies got upset, and Mrs Piffey said I was banned.
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I didn’t mind much – there was nothing to eat in the salon, anyway. I tried a plastic roller once, but it gave me hiccups, and those stinky shampoos and hairsprays made me sneeze. And there are lots of nicer things to do.

I like teasing Blanco, for instance. He’s white and fluffy, and his owners keep him in behind a fence all the time, so he goes berserk when he’s barked at. But Geraldine is even better, because she’s so nervous. She’s taller than me, with black wool all over, but if I bounce out at her from under the hedge, she shrieks and falls down. It’s the same every time – her legs just fold up, and it always makes me laugh. Geraldine belongs to a girl called Rosie who thinks I’m sweet. She gives me a dog chew sometimes.
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Most people don’t think I’m sweet – I can’t think why. They shout things like, “Spud, get out of there!” – just because I’ve turned their dustbins over or dug their flowerbeds up. Can’t they see it’s fun? Geraldine says humans have a different sense of humour to dogs, but you’d think they’d learn.

I was born in a greengrocer’s shop. There weren’t any bins or flowerbeds in there, just lots of vegetables. There were five of us puppies, and the greengrocer called us:
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That’s my name, Spud. When my sister Cauli went to her new home her owners called her Sheba, because they said we weren’t Collie dogs. We knew that, of course. We’re Blooming Scroungers. At least, that’s what the greengrocer said.

Mrs Piffey didn’t change my name. We got on well right from the start. We’d sit side by side on the sofa in the evenings, watching telly, me with a bone and Mrs Piffey with her chocolates. She says chocolate is bad for dogs, but that’s OK with me. I like bones better anyway, specially ones I’ve buried. They have a nice, ripe flavour.

One evening, while we were sitting there, the phone rang. I didn’t take any notice – it rings all the time, with people wanting to come and have their hair done. But Mrs Piffey got all excited.

“Turkey?” she said.
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“Darling, do you really mean it?”

I pricked up my ears. I knew all about turkey. We’d had it for Christmas, and it’s very tasty. I started to dribble a bit, just thinking about it.

“For two whole weeks?” Mrs Piffey was saying. “How wonderful!”

I thought it must be a very big turkey, to last us for two weeks. I dribbled even more. But then Mrs Piffey gave me a worried glance and said, “What about Spud?”

I wagged my tail, but she wasn’t looking. “Darling, he’d hate kennels,” she said. “He’s used to going in and out as he likes.”

Darling said something else and Mrs Piffey nodded seriously. “Turkey or Spud,” she said. “It’s my choice. Yes, I do see.”

Turkey or Spud? Whatever could she mean? Why not both? I pushed my nose in her ear, but she just patted me and wiped the dribble off absent-mindedly. “I’m sure someone will have him,” she said. Then she started talking about things called kebabs and belly-dancing, and I couldn’t work out what was going on.


Chapter Two

Geraldine

[image: image]

THE NEXT MORNING Mrs Piffey kept looking at me in a worried kind of way. Then the first hairdressing lady arrived, and she went off into the salon.

I felt worried, too. I went down the road and barked at Blanco, and he jumped up and down, yapping like a maniac, but it didn’t seem as much fun as usual. I was still thinking about Mrs Piffey and the turkey. I went back home and listened outside the door of the salon.

“Spud’s quite a friendly dog, really,” one of the ladies was saying. “I’d take him, only I don’t think I could manage him.”
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“You don’t have to manage him,” Mrs Piffey said. “He manages himself.” “That’s just it,” said another lady. “I’d worry all the time about what he was up to. And anyway,” she added, “I’m going to the Scillies with my sister.”
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I wondered what kind of sillies she meant. Were they going to walk on their hands, with hats on their feet? Or sit in trees like silly cats that have run up and can’t get down?
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“They grow daffodils, don’t they?” Mrs Piffey said, but I didn’t understand that, either. Why were daffodils silly?

Then the ladies went on talking about me. “There’s always Mrs Cats-Home,” one of them said. “She takes dogs as well as cats. She’s mad about animals.”

“Just plain mad, if you ask me,” another lady said. “Those weird clothes.”

“I don’t mind how mad she is,” said Mrs Piffey, “but Spud chases cats, and I don’t think she’d have him.” She sighed. “Turkey was a nice idea, but it’s probably a dead duck.”

I knew about duck. It was even nicer than turkey. Sitting outside the door, I started to dribble again.

[image: image]

“Give him to Mavis Crumm,” said the lady who was going to be silly. “She’ll lick him into shape. She knows all about dogs.”

Mrs Piffey sighed again. “She doesn’t know about Spud,” she said.

There was a pause, then the first lady said, “I’ll have him.” She sounded very brave.

“Oh, Elsie, would you?” said Mrs Piffey. “That’s really sweet of you.”

I felt more worried than ever. I didn’t see why someone called Elsie was going to have me, or why I couldn’t share the turkey with Mrs Piffey. Or the duck. Something had gone badly wrong. I didn’t want to hear any more, so I went out through the back door and wandered down the road.
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Without really meaning to, I found myself at Rosie’s house. Rosie was bending over a pen in the garden, feeding dandelion leaves to a lot of rabbits, and Geraldine was watching from behind a watering can. She’s scared of rabbits – she says they might bite her ankles. I sneaked up and gave her a nudge, and she shrieked and fell down as usual. I grinned.

[image: image]

“Oh, Spud, you are naughty,” said Rosie, but she wasn’t really cross – she never is. “Geraldine, stand up, you’re all right – don’t be ridiculous.”

Geraldine got to her feet and gave me a sheepish smile. She always looks sheepish, because of having wool all over, but she’s quite nice, really.
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Rosie finished with the dandelion leaves and dusted her hands. “Now we’ll go for a walk,” she said. “Do you want to come, Spud?”

I prefer being on my own really, because I like looking in people’s bins or getting into their kitchens if I’m lucky, but this time I went along with Rosie and Geraldine. I needed someone to talk to.

“Oh, you poor thing,” Geraldine said when I told her about Mrs Piffey and the turkey. “You’re going to be given away. That’s what happened to me. The people I used to live with went to a place they called Oz, and they said I couldn’t come. They gave me to Mrs Cats-Home. I stayed there for ages, until Rosie’s family came and got me.”

That was rubbish, of course – Mrs Piffey would never give me away. But then, Geraldine isn’t the brightest of dogs. “No, she’s going to have this turkey,” I told her. “With Darling.”
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Geraldine thought hard, then said, “They might be going somewhere else for the turkey.”

This was true, of course, but it didn’t help. “I think it’s Darling’s turkey,” I said. “And he doesn’t like me much, because I ate his slippers. But I could stay on the sofa with a bone and the telly. Why do I have to go to Elsie? For two whole weeks?”

“Well,” said Geraldine, “they could be taking the turkey to Oz.” And then she trod on a prickle and went totally hysterical, and Rosie had to come and sort her out. Like I say, Geraldine really doesn’t have much brain.
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