
rraymond aymond mmccgrathgrath
Justin chrIstopherJustin chrIstopher

A LAUgH-OUT-LOUD sTORY  
ABOUT CHAOs, CONsEQUENCEs 
AND UNCONDITIONAL LOVE!
When Ella’s dog, Mr Nut, starts eating 
everything in sight—Dad’s slippers,  
the TV remote, even the bathroom—
things quickly spiral out of control. 

As Mr Nut grows bigger with each bite, 
the family faces a hilarious and very 
messy disaster!

JU
STIN

  C
H

RISTO
PH

ER    •
R

AYM
O

N
D

  M
cG

R
ATH

M
Y

  D
O

G
  A

TE  TH
E  B

A
TH

R
O

O
M

ATATEETHeTHemymy
BATHRoOM

DOGDOG

SCHOLA
STIC



rraymond aymond mmccgrathgrath
Justin chrIstopherJustin chrIstopher

ATATEETHeTHemymy
BATHRoOM

DOGDOG

SCHOLA
STIC



rraymonaymondd  mmccgrathgrath
Justin chrIstopherJustin chrIstopher

ATATEETHeTHemymy
BATHRoOM

DOGDOG

SCHOLA
STIC



My name is Ella and this is my naughty dog, Mr Nut.
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And when I say naughty, I mean really naughty!

Firstly, Mr Nut ate  
Dad’s slippers . . .

and the TV remote . . .
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and my favourite action hero . . .

and my brother’s  
favourite book.
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But what we didn’t know was that things 
were about to get a whole lot worse. 

One day, when Mr Nut was left inside and we 
were all at work and school, he decided to . . .

EAT THE BATHROOM!
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Mr Nut ate the sink . . . and the shower . . .

and the cupboards!
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By the time Mum, Tim and I got home, 
Mr Nut was . . .  different.

Mum said she wanted to take a bath.  
But I can’t find the bathroom!” she said.

Mum, I’m sorry to say, but Mr Nut  
might have eaten it!” 
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Mr Nut! You should  

NOT eat bathrooms!

How will I wash my hair now?”

   
  W
ITH
OUT
 A B

ATHR
OOM. 

Mr Nut showed Mum

how to wash her hair
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When Dad got home from work he 
rushed inside to go to the toilet . . .  

but stopped at the end of the hallway.

Mr Nut might have eaten it,”  
I told him.

“WHERE’S TH
E BATHROOM?”
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Mr Nut! You should NOT eat bathrooms! 
How can I go to the toilet now?”

You’re sleeping outside tonight,” said Dad.

Mr Nut was about to show Dad how to go to the 
toilet without a bathroom, but Dad interrupted him.
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Do you know what was weird?  
My brother Tim didn’t miss the bathroom  

at all because he didn’t have to shower.
But Mum still had nowhere  
to wash her hair . . .

and Dad still had  
nowhere to pee!

I was happy because I didn’t have to brush my teeth.
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When everyone was asleep, I looked out 
of my bedroom window. Mr Nut was 

SNORINg LOUDLY  
on the lawn.  

I watched him  
and wondered  

what sort of dreams  
he might have?SCHOLA
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But guess what? 

Things got way, WAY worse . . .

because the next day, Mr Nut ate the gARAgE!

Then he ate the house!
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Dad said the only solution  
was to take Mr Nut to the vet.

Dogs aren’t stupid. 

Mr Nut HATED going to the vet.

THEN HE ATE THE CAR!
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     W
ITH ALL OF US INsIDE!

So we started DRIVING AROUND inside Mr Nut’s body.

Suddenly, all this grass came towards us . . .

lots of grass!
Lots and lots of grass!

LOTs AND LOTs AND LOTs OF GRAss!
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Where is all this grass coming from?” Mum asked.

And I said, At school, we learned that when dogs are sick, 
they eat grass. 

But surely that that doesn’t 
mean he’s going to be—” 

“HOLD ON!” yelled Dad.
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My dog is naughty,

but I love him.
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