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IT HAD BEEN 21 YEARS since Santa last came to my Master's home.

I sat here in on the porch, enjoying the first late snow of the year. And Santa came to mind.

He quit coming after the children had left one by one, every seven years or so. They visit now and then, and I almost get a cramp in my tail from wagging so hard in happiness. My tongue lolls, and I'd sit by their feet or lay there as they talked along with my Masters.

It was bliss when they visited as I missed them so much. But I always had my Masters, their parents, to pat me on the head and refill my bowls with food and water.

Every seven years, my Masters would take many days to get a smelly pine tree into its position by the window. And my Momma Master oohed and aahed over the ornaments she chose out of a big box. The one Pappa Master brought down from the tall stairs into the attic.

I almost got into see that room once. It was when I was very young and stairs were not so hard to climb. Their youngest, Molly, had me with her in her high-up room and the ladder was down from the attic. Seeing it, I started to climb and I could smell all sorts of dusty, curious things there. But about half-way up in my struggles, Molly came to scoop me up and take me down stairs, hugging me and kissing me and carrying on. All the way downstairs to the big room.

I miss Molly sometimes. Her room is still empty at the top of the house, the end of the hall.

But I don't visit there anymore as it hurts too much to climb all those stairs. I have a bed down here now, at the foot of my Master’s. There I can watch and listen and smell and protect them.

Today, I again went out the special door they had installed so many years ago. I came out to watch the first snow land.

I love the smell of snow. It's like rain, only cold and light and white. It smells like fresh rain, but different. And it stays that way for a long time before it picks up other smells.

Smells are important. They tell you a lot about a person. You can even smell when a person is coming although the big cars and trucks disguise them until the last moments. Just before they step out.

And then I rush to make sure just who they are. Almost always it's someone nice. And my head gets patted and they say how nice I am and how beautiful.

I enjoy my time with my humans even though it goes by seven times slower for them. They can hardly smell and don't see or hear like I do. They also insist on giving me baths to take away my natural scent. I do like the brushing I get afterwards. And often a treat for being such a patient and "good girl."
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