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Buzzy-Wuzzy-Doodah (Buzz for short) is a Sausage Wolf.


Part Wolf, howling wildly at the wind.


Part Sausage, snuggling safely on the sofa.


A tail-wagging, hug-loving, free-weeing




SAUSAGE WOLF.





Buzz lives with a nice family who don’t understand a word he woofs.


There’s Britney, the little one.


[image: A series of picture frames shows each human member of the family: A young girl with brown hair in bunches holds a rabbit toy, an older boy is standing with his hand on his hip eating a cookie, and an adult lady with long hair in a ponytail is holding a lead.]


Leo, the not-so-little one.


And Mum, who often seems like the leader because she holds The Lead.


Luckily, Buzz’s best friend, Trilby, speaks Dog, Human and several other languages, including Hedgehog and Bee. Such a clever mouse!


[image: Buzz is looking over his shoulder at Trilby, a small brown mouse, who is sitting on his back, lifting one of Buzz’s ears.]


Buzz is a very friendly dog. He likes to play with everyone. It doesn’t matter if you’re big and smooth or small and hairy. Four legs, two legs, tail or no tail: Buzz just wants to have FUN.




WOOF!





Buzz was sandwiched between Leo and Britney, his wet nose pressed against the window.


Watching.


Waiting.


Wagging.


Leo was looking through muddy binoculars. Britney was staring through soggy bunny ears. Trilby was peering through Buzz’s fur.


[image: Leo and Britney are kneeling on a bench at the window, peering outside. Buzz is between them, on top of a stack of cushions, with his front paws on the windowsill.]


All eyes were on the house next door.


The neighbours were getting a pet.


[image: A view from outside shows Leo, Britney and Buzz looking through the window. Thought bubbles above each of their heads show different pets. Britney’s has an alligator wearing a nappy; Buzz’s shows himself playing with a pink poodle; Leo’s shows a skateboarding hamster.]


Buzz couldn’t wait to meet his new playmate. Think of all the fun they would have! Sniffing, woofing, weeing on lamp posts …


A car pulled up next door.


Leo gasped. Britney squealed. Buzz farted (just a little one).


A man stepped out of the car, holding a pet carrier. Inside the pet carrier was a furry animal with paws, whiskers …


[image: A person, shown from the waist down, is carrying keys in one hand and a cat-carrier with a ginger cat inside in the other.]


[image: Buzz has his paws on the windowsill and his mouth is making an ‘O’ shape. Trilby the mouse is jumping from his back.]


‘A CAT?!?!?!?’ said Buzz, his tail halting mid-wag.


‘Oh dear,’ said Trilby.


‘Yay! Kitty, kitty, kitty!’ cheered Britney.


‘Aww, cute!’ said Leo. ‘You’re not going to chase the cat are you, Buzzy-Wuzzy-Doodah?’


‘Funny Wabbit wants you to GRRR next-door kitty!’ said Britney, waggling her favourite toy at Buzz.


Then Leo and Britney ran off to tell Mum the news.


[image: Buzz is landing on the floor with colourful cushions falling around him. In the background, the children are running through a doorway.]


Buzz slid off his tower of cushions and lay on the floor in a sad splodge.


‘Are you okay, Buzz?’ asked Trilby.


Buzz sighed.


‘I was so looking forward to having a new playmate,’ he said. ‘But dogs can’t be friends with cats. We’re meant to bark at them and chase them. Not play with them.’


Trilby twitched her whiskers thoughtfully.


‘We must love our neighbours,’ she said, reaching into her knapsack for a snack.


Buzz’s furry eyebrows wrinkled.


[image: Trilby is sitting on Buzz’s nose, removing a sunflower seed from a tiny backpack. Buzz looks at her with furrowed brows.]


‘If I play with a cat,’ he said, ‘I won’t be a proper dog. What will my family think?’


Trilby lowered a half-nibbled sunflower seed.


‘Never mind what anyone thinks,’ she said. ‘Be friends with whoever you want.’


Trilby slipped the rest of the seed back into her knapsack and yawned. Then she nuzzled into Buzz’s tufty fur for a snooze.


Buzz closed his eyes. After all the morning’s excitement, he needed a nap too.


[image: Buzz is curled up in his bed, a blue pillow inside a wicker basket. Trilby is nestled next to his tummy, between his head and hind leg.]


A little later, Buzz woke from his favourite dream – the one where he chases a squirrel along a golden beach to the Land of Biscuits. This time, the squirrel had been dressed as a pineapple.


[image: Buzz runs, tongue lolling, along a beach strewn with biscuits. He is chasing a red squirrel that is dressed as a pineapple, its head sticking out between the leaves.]


[image: Buzz is sitting upright in his bed with his tongue sticking out and his nose raised to the ceiling as wavy lines indicating a scent travel over his head.]


Buzz sat up and sniffed the air hungrily.


Mmmm, FOOOOOD!


But what was that other smell, mingling with the yummy cooking?


A new smell.


A different smell.


Buzz padded through the house, following his nose.


[image: Buzz’s nose points in the direction of wavy scent lines that lead through the kitchen door into the garden beyond.]


The back door was propped open. Here, the curious smell was even stronger.


Suddenly, Buzz saw where it was coming from.


In front of him – in their garden – was the cat.


Buzz was too shocked to move.


[image: A striped ginger cat walks along the grass. Buzz and Trilby are at the kitchen door looking out at the cat with eyebrows raised. In the background are potted plants, wellies and a bin.]


The cat sat on the grass, gazing into a big puddle. Then she began to wash. As if she was in the privacy of her own home!


‘I don’t understand,’ whispered Buzz. ‘Why, Trilby? Why?’


The little mouse peeped out from under her friend’s ear.


‘Cats roam free,’ she explained. ‘They go wherever they like.’


Buzz’s mouth fell open in surprise.


‘She’s not even on a lead!’ he said.


The cat glanced up and stared at Buzz.


He stared back. Deep into her shimmering green eyes …


Then she leapt over the fence and disappeared.


[image: A view of Buzz through Leo’s legs, who is running in wellies. Buzz is sitting on the floor looking up at Leo.]
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