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DOJO DOWNER
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“Kee-yah!”


The Pawston Martial Arts Dojo was filled with animals practicing their best moves. At the front of the class was Westie Barker, a brilliant terrier with a mind for science. Lately, he was trying to learn the fighting style of Bark-Jitsu.


“Kee-youch!!!” Westie shouted again as he hit a plank of wood, but it didn’t break.


“You’ve got this!” the P.I. Pack shouted from the front row. They were sitting with the friends and family of the entire class.
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“I hope Westie gets his yellow belt this time around,” said Rora Gooddog, one of the smartest detectives in the P.I. game.


“Me too,” said Rider Woofson. “Westie has been working very hard.”


“Can you believe all the snacks here are healthy?” barked Ziggy Fluffenscruff, the youngest member of the team. “They don’t have candy or potato chips or anything tasty.”
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“Do you always think with your stomach, kid?” Rora asked.


“If my tummy is a-rumbling, then I’m a-grumbling,” Ziggy replied with a smirk.


“Silence in the dojo, please,” said Sensei Hiro. He was a powerful and skilled martial arts sea otter from the small island of Meowji. Sensei Hiro bowed to his class, and then he bowed to the audience. “Today we celebrate our students as they try to pass the first trial run to earn a yellow belt. The ultimate goal of all young students is to earn their way to the highest black belt, and thus learn the secrets of the Scroll of Bark-Jitsu.”
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He bowed toward a statue at the front of the classroom. All of the students bowed to it as well. The large squirrel monkey statue was the most respected thing in the dojo. In its paws was a single golden scroll.
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“Only those who are pure of heart and filled with courage can succeed in the art of Bark-Jitsu,” said the sensei. “Let us see who is worthy.”
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Westie’s paws were sweating. When the sensei called his name to go first, Westie became even more nervous. He took a deep breath and walked to the start of the obstacle course.


“Are you ready?” Sensei Hiro asked.


Westie gulped. “I think so.”


“Then, begin!”
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Westie ran onto the course. First, he ran up the stairs, but he tripped on the last one and fell over the other side. He got back up. He tried to jump through a set of tires, but his foot got caught on the first one. The rest of the tires bounced out of control. The next part was easy, or so Westie thought. He tried to weave through a set of poles, but he went the wrong way. At the catwalk, his paws were so sweaty, he slipped off right away. Then only one obstacle remained: to grab a bone from the sensei’s hand. Westie jumped for it, but he missed. He tried four times before he finally got it. Westie took the bone and raced toward the finish line.




[image: Images]


[image: Images]


    [image: Images]


“I am sorry,” Sensei Hiro said, shaking his head. “You did not pass.”
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