The

Chocolate
Lab

TOR DEG

sy ERIC LUPER




For Ethan
(who keeps me on my toes

more than Cocoa)

If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is
stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither

the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”
Text copyright © 2016 by Eric Luper

All rights reserved. Published by Scholastic Inc., Publishers since 1920. SCHOLASTIC and

associated logos are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc.

The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility

for author or third-party websites or their content.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the publisher. For information
regarding permission, write to Scholastic Inc., Attention: Permissions Department,

557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to
actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely

coincidental.

ISBN 978-0-545-90243-4

10987654321 16 17 18 19 20
Printed in the U.S.A. 40
First printing 2016

Book design by Sharismar Rodriguez and Mary Claire Cruz



Chapter 1

Triple Trouble

VOU’VQ got to be nuts if you don't like dog
snuggles. There’s nothing better than waking
up late on a Saturday morning with a warm,
flufty dog sleeping right beside you. I love
when that dog lifts its head and then drops it
back down, happy to be lying in your comfy
bed, too.

Sure, sometimes the dog stretches and pushes
you over the edge. Sometimes you wake up to
find your face squashed against your dog’s rear

end. But dog snuggles are the best.



The trouble 1s that I never get to wake up
next to a dog because our Labradors never let
me get to sleep in the first place. Our chocolate
Lab, Cocoa, has always vibrated with energy.
And ever since we adopted Nilla, our yellow
Lab, and Licorice, our black Lab, all three dogs
have decided they like camping out with me.

That’s why I'm so tired while pushing the
broom around the old mill my family runs
to make our authentic Colonial-era chocolates.
The waterwheel turns. The gears clink, clink,
clink. And I push my broom slower than a zom-
bie wading in caramel.

“You missed the corners, kiddo,” Grandpa
says as I bump into his feet.

“Sorry,” I grumble.

I know 1t doesn’t sound like 1t, but the past
few months at the mill have been great.

Grandpa Irving makes chocolate the way



we learned to do it from my greatgreat
great-great-(however many times)-grandmother’s
cookbook, which we found behind one of the
walls of our house.

Dad works in the store. It’s been busy, busy;,
busy with people who can't resist buying our
meltin-yourmouth chocolate.

Monm is the food artist. She takes Grandpa’s
big bricks of chocolate and turns them into
her famous bite-size candies. She grabs a bunch
of ingredients youd never think of putting
together and creates something that makes you
think you've skipped the dying part and gone
straight to heaven.

As for my sister, Hannah, she’s too busy to
spend much time in the shop since she’s gotten
involved in animal rescue. She sets up rides for
dogs that need to find forever homes. Every

Saturday, she meets Ms. Shaw’s van to help





