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      This is it! I thought as I sat on a silk-covered chaise longue. I was staring into the camera on a 1930s film set. This is what I’ve been waiting for my whole life. My screen debut!

      I’d spent an hour in doggy make-up, which included a lavender conditioning bath (yuk!) and a guaranteed ‘super-silky-smooth’ blow dry. According to my stylist, Jacintha, this was guaranteed to give me the glossiest coat ever. I’d had my nose rubbed with essential oils and hairs combed and fluffed in places I never even knew I had hairs. But it was all worth it, right?

      “Let’s stand by to shoot, everyone,” said a voice from the shadows. “Here we go. The Artistic, forty-eight, take one.”

      But wouldn’t you know it? Straight away, the leading lady and leading man stepped in my limelight. They completely blocked the camera’s view of me as they talked in drawling American accents. Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. (A runner on set had told me their names but my memory’s never been that great. Apparently, they were famous. All I knew was that neither of them had given me a single treat. In fact, they’d barely looked at me. It was very disappointing.)

      I looked up at the white-haired director and the crowd of film people behind him, hoping for a signal for me to platform one of my many talents – to spin a pirouette, perform a crouch ‘n’ roll, or at least wag my tail. I had a very attractive tail, after all, especially after this morning’s grooming. But no one so much as looked at me.

      This is so boring, I thought. My first movie, and the director has me sitting here like a rug! This should have been the start of something big. Where was my moment in the spotlight?

      “And action!” called the director.

      The leading lady sat down next to me. Maybe she was going to hold her hands out to indicate I should perform a roll, or lean forward so I could leap over her back. Ta-da! But, instead, she just looked up at the leading man with big gleaming eyes.

      “I’m telling ya, kid – the talkie is dead. Smellovision is the future,” he said.

      “Smello-what?” The lady raised her eyebrows.

      “Vision,” the man explained. “Imagine if you could actually smell what you saw on a movie screen. Expensive perfume. Delicious roast chicken. Dirty dog breath.”

      The leading lady screwed up her face. “Yeesh!”

      Oi, I thought. There was nothing wrong with my breath. I cleaned with Dog-Mint Dentals every day!

      The leading man drawled on. “Why, we’ll stink up every movie theatre from here to Wisconsin.”

      “Oh… but come on, you said I had a shot at Gone with the Wind.” What was she talking about? What wind? It wasn’t me, and I hoped the director knew that – there’s nothing worse than a dog who can’t control his bodily urges!

      The lady stood up from the sofa and put her hand on the man’s arm. The camera swivelled to face them. Now I wasn’t even in shot!

      “That turkey? Forget about it!” he said, shaking his head.

      Oh, enough of this nonsense! Time to liven things up, I thought. Wait till they see what I can really do. I jumped to the floor and stood upright on my hind legs. With my paws in the dancing position, my tail raised – with a slight curl for maximum cuteness – I turned in a circle. “Ba, be, ba, be, baba,” I hummed as I moonwalked towards the actors. The leading lady looked down at me – ha, I had her attention now. “They’re loving this!” I said to myself, giving a double pirouette – perfectly, in my opinion.

      “What is that mutt doing?” hissed the director, who sat in his fold-up chair while his assistants brought him cups of tea and scribbled down notes of everything he said. “Cut, cut!”

      Ooops, better scarper! I dropped to all fours as one of the assistants chased me off the stage.

      “Pudsey, get out of there!”

      As I raced away, through the legs of the leading man, I heard a tearing noise, then a crash, a bang, a BOOM. I turned around, and saw that he’d fallen into the leading lady, who had fallen into a camera man who had crashed into a set ladder. The set came crashing down all around me! I lay down in the ‘take cover’ position and covered my eyes, but allowed myself a peek from behind my paw… The white gazebo standing above the director wobbled back and forth precariously. The director scrambled out from under it just as it toppled down in one big tent-pole mess.

      “CUT!” screamed the director, his white hair flopping about like a fluttering dove. “YOU’RE FIRED!” He jabbed his finger at me, his ugly face turning puce with anger.

      I lifted my head in astonishment. What did I do?

      “Get that dog out of here. You’ll never work in this town again.” The director slumped back in his chair. “Where’s the stand-in dog? Get him here.”

      Now, I’m not stupid – I know when I’m not wanted, although I had a good mind to tell the nose-in-the-air, snooty Jack Russell who ran on to the set past me just what he was letting himself in for. The leading lady began rubbing his neck and fussing over him. She’d never made a fuss of me like that! Ah, I’m better off on my own. I thought. Anyway, you know what they say, as one door closes, another one always opens.

      I ran from the stale air of the film studio and into the bright sunshine outside, past the costume trailer and make-up van. It felt good to be moving around again after being perched on that chaise longue for so long. I felt sorry for the Jack Russell, no matter how stuck up he was. I was certain he would soon be bored out of his mind. (Although, as every dog knows, Jack Russells have tiny brains. So maybe severe boredom wouldn’t be a problem for him!)

      I looked at the film crew rushing about outside, their hair frazzled, faces pulled into frowns, pointing in different directions and shouting into mobile phones. My stomach rumbled, and I stopped to think for a moment… now I was no longer required, I could focus on the things that made me most happy. Food! But I could tell with one sniff there wasn’t a sausage anywhere near this set. Exploring – yes, that was a better idea… and I could search for something to fill my empty belly at the same time.

      “What’s that dog doing out here?” someone yelled as I rounded the corner of a trailer.

      Uh-oh! I had to get far away from here – fast!

    

  OEBPS/imagedata/Cover.jpg
PUDSEY

THE DOG





OEBPS/imagedata/Pawprint.jpg





