
A CBT PUBLICATION 

22 SHORT STORIES 

































































































































































































































































































to the front door and knocked and wiped his paws on the 
doormat. Mrs. Dachshund was pleased. "That is a good 
pup. I imagine that you have come for the bone. That way," 
she said pointing her long nose at the stairs. 

Fluff trotted up slowly. He did not want to make any 
more mistakes. He reached the landing, and onto the 
terrace. At last the bone! How big, and luscious it looked. 
Fluffs mouth watered. He could not wait to get his teeth 
into it. He pounced "Grrrr..." Fluff stopped mid-leap. 

Mr. Bulldog was advancing menacingly towards him. 
"In these parts we use the word 'please' if we want 
something, we ask nicely," he said sternly. 

Fluff was terrified. He sped out of the terrace. 'I don't 
want that bone,' he muttered to himself. And that was 
what he told his mother. 

However, his mother said, "Never give up, try again." 
So there he was the next morning asking Mr. Bulldog 

sweetly, "Please may I have the bone?" 
"Wait," growled Mr. Bulldog letting out an imperative bark. 
'Now what?' thought Fluff. He jumped as the flash from 

a camera blinded him. 
To his surprise, there was a big crowd on the terrace. 

All the cream of dog society was there including his parents 
and friends. 

A Dalmatian announcer declared, "Now Lady Poodle will 
present Fluff the prize for the 'Best Dog in the world'. 

Fluff did not know what was happening. As he took the 
bone from the well-coiffed Mrs. Poodle, he nearly forgot to 
say "Thank you". 

Oh, the applause! The pride on his mother's face as she 
saw her neat and tidy Fluff talking politely was worth 
watching. How nice to be the best dog in the world! He 
surely deserved the bone! 
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