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      AUTHOR’S NOTE


      LATHER. RINSE. REPEAT.

      


      You know what happens.


      You’re cruising along in life, enjoying a simple everyday pleasure, say, a good cup of hot coffee from some fast-food place.

         Then, out of the blue, you have your intelligence completely insulted by some amazing warning label that makes you wonder

         what the hell kind of planet you live on, where people need to be told stunningly obvious things like “not for use with crotch”

         or “really, it’s amazingly hot, don’t try to hold this with your crotch” or even “look, it’s just not worth it, your car almost

         certainly has a cup holder, or at least you could stuff the cup between the parking brake and the seat, but not, for the love

         of God, on your crotch; I mean c’mon, don’t be a hero, it’s too hot to drink now anyway, be reasonable.”

      


      Warning labels. The real yardstick of society. Not soap, not our jails, not that genome thing that ordinary people pretend

         to understand but don’t. Warning labels. The real thing anthropologists will judge us by, the way you judge ancient people

         who used to toss perfectly good virgins into perfectly upset volcanos rather than just take their virgins with them and go

         find a place to live where maybe the volcano is just sort of off in the distance.

      


      Well, I’m here to warn you that you’re reading a humorous, exaggerated sort of diary—written by a dog. It’s a parody, a satire,

         a bit of a spoof on what a dog might think and write about. If he could. Though, not yet, since we’re being careful, you’re

         actually reading the warning label that leads up to it all.

      


      Anyway, I’m here to tell you once again, in case the cover didn’t do it for you, that you’re reading fiction.


      What you’re about to read is not in any way to be construed as a precise factual account. Sure, you’re a little disappointed

         since you thought you’d stumbled across a rich vein of gossip, what with a pet keeping a diary about its life with a celebrity.

         “Hey, gadzooks, what a find!” you said out loud in the bookstore, startling those around you, but the clubs in this book are

         made up, the events described after this point are simply not real, there is no Amenorrhea magazine, and, as far as I know, the Dalai Lama and Paris have never conversed.

      


      Now that you’ve been warned, go ahead and read. And enjoy.


   

      FOR MARY MCGUIRE
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      PREFACE


      You know me.


      I’m very easy to spot these days; I’m that freaky little thing in any recent photo of Paris Hilton, clinging to her side against

         the supernova glow of her publicity.

      


      No, you’re picturing younger Hilton sister Nicky . . . I understand your mistake, but that’s not me. I’m on the other side,

         the one that looks like a fuzzy rodent-flavored bouillon cube that you might get a reasonably large rat from if you added

         enough water to it.

      


      No, no, that’s Nicole Richie you’re thinking of now.


      Look, I’m the dog.


      Yes, that’s me. Tink Hilton: Fashion Accessory To The Heiress.


      Pretty apt term that, accessory, since my owner’s barely there sense of fashion always makes me feel like I’m involved in some sort of decency crime. If

         mentally mumbled phrases wore out from use like vinyl records do, by now my personal copy of “man, you’re lucky that you’re

         pretty” would have more snaps and pops in it than Barbara Walters’s spine when she farts.

      


      But I digress. I’m not here to mock my owner’s fashion sense. Well, not on every page.


      No, I’m here to tell you about My Paris Hilton Year.


      I’ve kept a journal, see.


      You would, too, if you found yourself in my gaudy pink high-label dog booties (I’m guessing they’re Louis Vuitton), found

         yourself held near more celebrity faces than Botox, found yourself passed around more social events than herpes.

      


      I know what you’re thinking: many of you reading this might dislike Paris Hilton. You possibly find her plastic, spoiled,

         vapid, and long ago pampered out of any sense of reality by an amazing fairy-tale-of-a-life. You boggle at how one who essentially

         does nothing can receive so much press and easy praise for what seems like not much more than just showing up half dressed

         and fully inconvenienced.

      


      You’re not necessarily wrong. But if that’s all there was, you wouldn’t have read this far. As a cultural phenomenon, just

         like the old cliché goes, you love her because you hate her.

      


      Why?


      Damned if I know. I’m a teacup Chihuahua, not a psychologist. I figure people out mostly by how their crotch smells—who knows

         why you do what you do. I'm still trying to figure out why you all watch Jay Leno.

      


      Nevertheless, worthy or not, a cultural icon Paris unavoidably is, and I should know since I have been physically closer to

         Paris than anyone else during what has been her most publicized, and likely the most interesting, time in her life: the year

         between my arrival on Halloween 2002 and the sex-tape incident of November 2003, which irrevocably changed the way much of

         the world sees her.

      


      It was during this time, probably while you were foolishly wasting time with some sort of menial job or child rearing, when

         the name Paris Hilton suddenly went from the outer periphery of the tabloid universe to a mantra repeated by the celebrity news circuit, not unlike

         a shark attack victim washed up on a beach, rocking back and forth and gibbering something about a big fish.

      


      This, I point out, all happened while a war was going on.


      That’s celebrity.


      Since I was there for most of it, I have tried to put everything down while it was happening . . . no mean feat when you lack

         discrete digits or the ability to stop people from just picking you up and stuffing you into a handbag whenever the hell they

         please. The whole world is my Winona Ryder.

      


      Unfortunately, I then sent all of these carefully collected notes from the field to some barely literate weblogger with a

         name even goofier than mine to collate and edit into a collected work, which he claims he can get published as a book.

      


      Actually, I sent my stuff to a lot of webloggers—I think that’s the real talent pool these days . . . also, none of them have

         jobs and will say yes to anything—but let me tell you it’s not easy to get someone to publish a journal written by a dog—no

         matter how famous.

      


      All he did was ask me for money, and if I could get him some of the Olsen twins’ underwear.


      The Internet. It just lets anyone on it, doesn’t it.


      I’ll be very surprised if anyone ever gets to see any of this.


      If you do, I hope you enjoy it.


      —Tinkerbell Hilton


   

      NOV. 01 | 02


      I’ve been Paris Hilton’s dog for just under twenty-four hours now. I’ve been on both coasts, two airplanes, and three parties

         that you weren’t invited to. Since yesterday. Afternoon.

      


      Paris is like the United States Army of slack . . . Paris Hilton will kill more time by 7 a.m. than most people will, ever.

      


      I’m coming to you now live from a limo somewhere between here and Rodeo Drive, where I’ve been informed we will “get me looking

         right” for the film premiere we have scheduled for this evening. Discovering she didn’t bring her credit card, Paris has wondered

         aloud if the five thousand in loose cash she has on her will be enough for “the dog stuff.”

      


      I have to say, for an animal that’s been so forcefully bred behind the genetic eight ball that taking a shit requires me to

         stand on my tippy toes, this is shaping up to be quite a life.
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