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. bounce: #EA0HE F 0 TR M ETME

. bark. { fyEd ) A0y

. Thete arc a lot of things in e that aren't fair. 7E/F M P H R BARAEMEN,
. the very next day: f54F5 &

. he saw a truck unloading... fBA7 3| —3 kA LLHE-

. lurniture: % K

. felt disappeinted: R K

. garbage: K7

. bin: gt 2b48 B BR

. he glanced across the fence: {MFEMREARILE T R
. as still as & post: QB LT -F—E Al
. a erinkly feeling of excitement ran all over him: ¥4 #/B (48 2 &
. dashed back: Sk el f£ &
. yelled: S, mjng
. at the top of his voice: DA KR T
. tease: BUE
kennel: %, filld
wn (HE, BESH) WIRY
. there were a lot of boxes piled in the yard: I EH FHEMER T
. spun: spiné T4 A Sam spun around. il ¥ARHLFE 5 .
. appear: {t 8
. he went red: {BAMSETT .
. nosy: =noseyid JHTFHE, EEMHEL
. be frightened of: Af------JRFBUR | LR
. creamy-gold: WG ( ME L ) SRR
. Labrador: — 8 £ IE# i) A F
. absolutely: 2 Ht, 5T2HL
. he might burst with excitement: -5 F# 244
. nuisance: iR A B AT
. chase: j3i%, JBAT
roll; 3T
. Between games she flopped on the ground with her legs all anyhow. g
g - FrTEm L, BRREMEALEL L .
stare up at' T &
rrain: Y|k
. right commands: 1E# 54
Sam put Bailey on a lead HH TR EDH  leadhit £ IR+
she wasn't very well: IEARE SHAR M A EANE .
. now and then: A~B-f (K
being grown up scemed ages away: A K RERRAT 2 H 9 LT
whining: W8 =



. peering over the fence: §5 MIBATEIE: b @ 43R E

. half-lying against the trunk of the tree was John: #1817 T L
. pruning saw: PETYRHF I &

. T've had a fall. JRIEME [,

. scrambled over the fence: B H H2

. pale: MALFERY B4 1Y

. upturned box: fTEIRT &+

. prune the hranches of the tree: ¥ B8 4K

. ankle: FEIEE

- ambulance: ¥ FE

. pound: ft4bfEBhE), fELBERITE

. right now: %[, H L

. home-heip: ( #EBMKI A FHY) A

. he shut her in her run at night-time: 2| |88 | JEE XL DA E

. Bailey lay snoozing beside him. B #ISSE{h 5 13T 17 0ERE.

. put Bailey's paw print: E|)_b EH|{# I £D

. signature: %4

_over and over again: — FHil

. hold up her paw all by herself B HEM

. Sam made Bailey sit in front of Mary. (L LE AP fEFL R BT AN .
. Sam had Bailey shake hands with everyone. |8 1EIH] SE—TAET.
. slices of the welcome home cake: JLH 4 M

. pet show: ¥ &HE

. belong to: AF

. the judge: HALFRE A R









CHarier

Sam often asked if he could have a dog.
His mother always said that there wasn’t
enough room. Sam and his mother lived
in a small house with a small garden.
“Couldn’t we have a very little dog?”
asked Sam one day.
“No,” said his mother.
“Don’t you like dogs?” asked Sam.
“Not very much,” said his mother.
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Clavder

“She doesn’t like dogs, you see,” Sam
told his father that weekend.

Sam stayed with his father every
second weekend. His father lived on the
other side of town.

“Would you let me have a dog?” Sam
asked his father.

“I’m not allowed to keep animals in
this house,” said his father.
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(lapier

Next mgrnin Sam took the garbage® out
to the bin’. It was one of his jobs before
he went to school. He glanced across the
fence.'"” What he saw made him stand as
still as a post'’. Then a crinkly feeling of
excitement ran all over him. He dashed
back™ inside.

“Mum! Guess what? Mum!” he yelled'
at the top of his voice®.
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