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Barbara Brand, born 1965, married and a mom of two adult sons. Due to work, she moved from Germany to California with her family.


Since she is back again in Germany, she lives with her husband and the dogs Candy and Jack close to Munich. Next to working in a real estate company, she writes children books and short stories for therapy.


Jack, born in 2011 in Ecuador, moved from California to Germany and lives with his family close to Munich. He feels quite good here and really likes Bavarian beer gardens.
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1. A New Home [image: ]



My name is Jack, I’m a five-year-old Jack Russell Terrier. For a dog that is more or less being an adult, but luckily us dogs never have to truly grow up. I was born in Ecuador, which is in South America and far far away from Germany. My three siblings1 and I were born in an orphanage2. I cannot remember them though, and I cannot remember my mother either. For us dogs, this is normal; we don’t usually stay together as a family for very long.


In order to tell you my story, I have to start back to before I was born though. A year before I was born, my current family moved from Germany to California. California is far away from both Germany and Ecuador, in the very West of the United States of America. My human family is made up of Mom, Dad, and Alex, their son and my best friend in the world. In Germany, Dad worked for an American company. He was told that he would have to move to America and continue to work from there. As far as I know, this was a pretty big deal. It was far away from their home and it became almost impossible, to just visit relatives or invite friends over. For them it had to be as if they started over entirely and have to relearn and relive everything. Mom and Dad were excited for the opportunity of living in a new culture and to gain new experience3.


Alex, however, was in tenth grade of a German school and did not look forward to moving. He told me later, how scared he was of the changes. Suddenly he was expected to attend a school, at which everyone only spoke English. He would have new subjects and would not know a single person.


Alex was happy in Germany. He had many friends and was the captain of his football team. He loved the village he lived in, where everyone knew everyone, and he never thought that he would have to give up all of this. However, Alex did not have a choice and had to move to California with his family. All the grown-ups told him how much of an opportunity this was and how lucky he was, something he truly disagreed with. He was dreading the day that was inevitably4 getting closer.


More and more boxes were filled with their belongings and all of his toys were packed up as well. Eventually, Mum suggested that he should have a farewell party5 with all of his friends. At first, Alex was not sure whether he should have a party but eventually he agreed.


Many of his friends attended the party and told him how much they would all miss him. He received hundreds of hugs and his friends gave him a photo album of all their memories. Everyone promised him that they would come to California to visit him, that they would always write him, and think about him all the time. He had to go to school one last time, turn in his schoolbooks, and walk home one last time, a trip he had done countless times in the years before, without ever thinking about it.


Of course Alex was curious and excited about how everything would be in his new home. They told him the weather would always be nice, the Pacific Ocean would be right under his nose, and that the people would always be friendly. They would have a McDonald’s at every corner and an endless supply of burgers and French fries. Nevertheless, he felt lost.


Eventually, the day had come. They had to get into the car and drive to the airport. The flight to their new home took eleven hours and felt endless. Tired and jetlagged, they arrived and took a look at their new house.


The weather was in fact incredible and the house was big, the streets wide, and the cars were bigger than anything they had seen in Germany. In their backyard, hummingbirds 6 flew around beautiful plants they had never seen before. Alex had a few days to get used to the new surroundings before the biggest day arrived: his first day at the new school. He had to walk across the schoolyard and find Mrs. Black, who would show him his new class. He did not sleep a second the night before and was too afraid of his big day that he could not even eat his breakfast. Pale as a ghost and with wobbly knees, Alex walked from the parking lot towards the school and tried to get a sense of orientation. He eventually found Mrs. Black and she was so friendly and kind that he started to feel a little better. Mrs. Black took him to his new classroom and introduced7 him to everyone.


Everyone was incredibly nice. They were all curious and excited to have a new classmate from Germany. Alex was happy. It had not been nearly as intimidating8 as he thought it would be. His classmates were friendly and took great care to explain everything to him. He did not understand all of what the others were saying and mostly nodded, trying to understand what he had to do. His first day of school was over in no time and when Mom picked him up from school, he was relieved and happy. Everyone was happy. The worst part was over, life would go on for him, and he would be able to make new friends. He slept like a rock that night.


Apparently9, Alex handled the change quite well. Of course, a few things did not go as planned in the beginning, but that did not matter too much. Many things were very different in California compared to Germany. Their home was far away from school and there was no bus where the family lived. Mom had to drive Alex to school every morning and pick him up after school. Once Alex was at home, he was alone. All his classmates lived far away and on the weekends, it was impossible to meet with them. He also was not close enough with them to ask them to meet on the weekends Mom realized that although Alex was doing well and tried to master everything, he was often alone and low-spirited10. Then she had an idea. She read about me on the Internet and found out that I needed a new family. You can’t imagine how cute I was as a puppy. Although my family already had one dog, Candy, she was old and too focused on Mom. Of course she liked Alex but once Mom entered the room, Candy no longer paid any attention to Alex. Mom thought that having his own friend would help him through the lonesome hours. She thought it would be a good idea to find someone, who, just like Alex, had to start over from scratch11 in a new country.
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Hence Mom sent an email to Ecuador and told the people there that she wanted to adopt me.


It took a long time until we were able to find a way to bring me to my new family. Another lady, who at the time had to fly from Ecuador to California, offered to take me with her. We then booked a flight for me from one continent to another. You have to look at a map and see how far it is from Ecuador to California. One could never walk that or ride there by bike. Not even I could walk that far.


I was just taken away from my siblings and my dog mom and put in a box. I was sitting in the box and had no idea what was going to happen to me. The people at the airport put me into the belly of the airplane. Since I was still a baby, I managed to fall asleep rather quickly. The plane had to land once on the way to California and I was let out of my box to drink some water and go to the bathroom. The journey then continued in another plane.


My new human mother and my new human brother, Alex, waited for me at the airport in Los Angeles. It took a very long time until my box was taken out of my plane and brought towards them, who couldn’t hide 12 their excitement. Suddenly, Mom and Alex heard how all the people at the airport started talking in high-pitched voices and kept saying: ‘Oooooh no, how cute! What a cute puppy!’ ‘Cute’ was the word I would hear by far the most often from then on.


Once my new family saw me in real life and no longer just on pictures, they could not believe how lucky they were and started to talk in high-pitched voices as well. They were incredibly proud because all the people were standing in a crowd around me and wanted to take a look at me. From this moment I knew one thing: I can wrap all the people on this earth around my pretty white paws in no time.





1 (noun) Geschwister


2 (noun) Waisenhaus


3 neue Erfahrungen sammeln


4 (adjective) zwangsläufig


5 (noun) Abschiedsfeier


6 (noun) Kolibri


7 (verb) imd./etw. vorstellen


8 (adjective) einschüchternd


9 (adjective) offenbar


10 (verb) niedergeschlagen sein


11 (verb) mit etwas von vorne anfangen


12 (verb) verbergen





[image: ]2. My Best Friend Alex


Friendship is something special. Sometimes it takes a while until you are truly friends with someone. That is how it was with my new doggy-sister Candy. It took a few weeks until she accepted me. Nowadays she is still in charge between the two of us, but we have a good time together and play all the time. We also like to go hunting together.
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