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For Julia, Edward and Mickey-Love ~ D R


For Zoe, Ed, Arthur, Maisie and Tess the dog ~ A M
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CHAPTER 1





DING DONG.


“Bertie, can you get that?” called Mum. Bertie scooted into the hall and opened the front door.


“Special delivery!” said the postman, handing him a brown parcel.


It was addressed to Master Bertie Burns. Wait a minute – that was him!


“I GOT A PRESENT! I GOT A PRESENT!” he yelled, bursting into the kitchen.
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“It’s not fair!” grumbled Suzy.


“Why didn’t I get anything?”


“Cos no one likes you,” said Bertie, sticking out his tongue.


Mum was looking at the postmark. “It must be a late birthday present. I think it’s from Uncle Ed in America.”


Bertie gasped. Rich Uncle Ed? He sent the coolest presents – even if they never arrived on time. Bertie tore off the wrapping paper. He stared. It wasn’t! It couldn’t be!
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“Ha ha! It’s a toy dog,” said Suzy.


“No it isn’t, it’s a ROBODOG!” whooped Bertie.


He read the label tied round the collar.
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This was the best present ever! Better even than the prehistoric dino-poop Darren had given him for his birthday. Think of all the things he could do with a robot! Tiny could keep intruders out of Bertie’s bedroom. He’d train him to bark at Miss Boot and to bite Know-All Nick. Wait till his friends heard about this – he’d be the envy of the whole school!


Whiffer trotted over and sniffed Tiny suspiciously. What kind of dog was this? It didn’t even smell like a dog!


Suzy folded her arms. “So what does it do then?”


“I have to train him first,” replied Bertie, reading the instructions.


He found a switch on Tiny’s back and flicked it on.


CLICK! WHIRR, WHIRR!


Tiny stirred into life. His eyes flashed red and his head wagged from side to side. Bertie set him on the ground and grabbed the remote control. He pressed a button.


“Sit, Tiny!” he commanded.


BEEP, BEEP! CLICK, CLICK!


Tiny folded his back legs and sat down.
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“Amazing!” gasped Dad.


“Wonderful!” said Mum.


Whiffer looked puzzled. No one ever got this excited when he sat down.


“Lie down, Tiny!” said Bertie.


WHIRR, CLICK! Tiny lay down.


Now for the big one, thought Bertie.


“Come, Tiny!” he said, patting his knees. “Come to me!”


CLICK, WHIRR! BEEP, BEEP!


Tiny’s little legs began to move and he plodded jerkily across the floor.


“Look! He’s doing it – he’s walking!” cried Bertie.


“Oh, isn’t that sweet?” said Mum.


Whiffer growled. He’d seen quite enough. It was time to put this imposter in his place.


GRRR!


He pounced, pinning Tiny to the floor.
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BEEP! WHIRR!


GRRR!


“NO, WHIFFER! BAD BOY!” yelled Bertie, grabbing him by the collar and yanking him off.


Whiffer hung his head. What had he done now?


Bertie opened the back door and shoved him towards it. “OUT!”


WHAM! The door slammed shut.


Whiffer padded to the window and watched everyone crowd round the new dog, smiling and clapping. His ears drooped. What was going on? One moment he was Bertie’s best friend, the next he’d been replaced by a flat-faced mutt who walked like a puppet. Well, he wasn’t taking this lying down. He’d show that pesky pooch who was top dog!
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CHAPTER 2





Next morning, Whiffer lay in wait for the postman. Before long a pile of letters thudded on to the mat.


WOOF! WOOF! He bounded into the hall excitedly.


WHIRR, WHIRR! BEEP, BEEP!


Too late – Tiny had got there first. He scooped up the letters in his mouth and trundled past with red eyes flashing. Whiffer drooped after him into the kitchen.


Tiny stopped beside Dad and wagged his tail.


BEEP! RUFF! RUFF!


Dad looked down. “Well, look at this! Tiny’s brought the post! Who’s a clever boy?”
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