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For Mary and Pitz






Pooch


Hello. My name is Pooch and I’m the most important dog in the world and anyone who says otherwise has obviously met me.


Actually, Pooch isn’t even my real name. It’s Pitz, which apparently means ‘small’. I find that slightly unnecessary given that I’m only thirty centimetres high. I don’t need to be reminded of my stature every time someone says my name.


I’m a Yorkie, or Yorkshire Terrier to use my posh breed name. And I am posh – full pedigree, so watch it. This is my story, and you’re going to love it because I’m so special and adorable and, and, well, I could go on… so I will – and handsome, and furry, and loveable and brilliant. You probably get the idea. If you don’t, go back to the start of this paragraph and read it again until you do.
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My name is Pooch and I’m the most important dog in the world.


Satisfied of my dazzling wondrousness? Right, I’ll continue. When I was a fluffy puppy, just a few weeks old, I chose to adopt a human called Katia. The warm palm of her hand was almost a perfect fit for my tiny body, and she looked like she needed a pup like me to look after her. I took her to live with me in a house on the banks of the Hudson River, close to New York City. I trained Katia to do tricks and to obey my every command. Depending on the tone of my bark, she would know if I wanted to go outside for a pee-pee, if I was hungry, if I needed a cuddle, or if there was a wicked cat in the vicinity. I’m not sure if Katia was a pedigree, but she was quite smart for a human and I was pleased at how quickly she learned to do my bidding.


Life was good with Katia. I let her drive me around in her Lexus, and I would slobber all over the heated leather seats and make stains with my wet nose on the window. Sometimes I would let her take me to work with her so I could play on the desk and distract her colleagues. She worked in Times Square, which I recommend anyone to visit because it has some interesting sniffs and there’s a particularly nice lamp post on the corner of 49th Street and Broadway if you’re ever caught short.


And on that subject, my house by the Hudson had the best outdoor bathroom a dog could wish for. There was a vast oak tree that seemed taller than the clouds. There was a lawn that stretched to the horizon. There were bushes that were alive with buzzing things. There were flower pots positioned all around the terrace and the steps that led to the river. It was always possible to find a fresh scent to enjoy whilst relieving myself.


In the spring, I made it my job to chase away the baby ducks that used to waddle in a line behind their mother. In the summer the now-enormous baby ducks got their revenge by chasing me away from the river. Autumn was a joyous cascade of leaves in which I would lose myself, and the snowy winter was my excuse for doing nothing but curl up in front of a log fire.


Though life was undeniably fun in my paradise by the Hudson, don’t think I was spoiled or lazy. I played my part and made a valuable contribution to the running of the household. Occasionally there would be pigeons that needed scaring, for example, or passers-by who needed to be frightened off. I never hesitated when circumstances required me to step up and do my bit. Despite these duties, I somehow found time to play with my expensive furry toys, and I always found the energy to wake my human up at sunrise, no matter how late she had gone to bed.


If I wanted to visit the top floor of the house, I would usually get half way up the stairs and then decide I didn’t really want to go all the way up after all. Normally, aborting my mission would require me to turn around and walk back down again, but such efforts were not for me. I found it more efficient to train my human to rescue me from such a predicament. All I had to do was to sit on a step and yap annoyingly. Hey presto, I was whisked into Katia’s arms and deposited on a sofa. Life was perfect.


Well, not quite. There was one problem in my house. A big problem. And her name was Gabriela.


Gabriela was already living in the house when I moved in, and, for reasons I’ve never understood, failed to move out after my arrival. She was one of those cat things. Tabby on top with snow white fur from the neck to the paws, honey whiskers, deep, dark, thoughtful eyes, and a tail that swished with the elegance of a movie star; a picture of purity and innocence. You know the sort – they pretend to be cute, but their paws contain razor-sharp knives that will slice you into rashers of bacon. Mmm, bacon… Where was I? Yes, the problem of cats. Cats consume food. They take up space on the couch. They compete for attention from your human. In short, cats are an abomination, and Gabriela was the worst of all of them.


Let me give you an example of the dastardly things she would do to make my life miserable. Once, I was trying to get to the front door to bark madly at a random noise that I thought I’d heard. Gabriela was lying asleep across the hallway, almost entirely blocking my path. I was forced to make a slight detour, and by the time I got to the door I’d forgotten what I was doing there! I think you get the picture. What had I done to deserve a life of cohabitation with this Mephistopheles?


I decided that the cat situation was intolerable and I needed to act. The beginnings of a plan began to formulate in my mind.
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There was one problem in my house. A big problem. And her name was Gabriela.






Mary


Yo! Mary here. What a beautiful day! And how gorgeous of you to be reading this. I think I’m in love with you already, dear reader. Hmm, you do smell nice. Mind you, that might not be much of a compliment considering the sort of things I enjoy sniffing: dogs’ bottoms and, well, other dogs’ bottoms… but I’m delighted to be able to tell you my story. And it starts in a hot country, far away. Well, it’s far if you don’t live there already. Anyway, I was born in Greece. A country with abundant sunshine, thousands of islands, and rather too many stray dogs.


I was one such stray. I don’t remember my parents, though I guess one of them looked a bit like a Labrador, since that’s what I sort of am, albeit blended with other breeds. Dogs tend not to live very long where I come from. The winters are tough. When the beachside restaurants close, there are no scraps. I hope it wasn’t too painful for my mum and dad when their food finally ran out.


My only dependable companion was hunger. Peina, they call it where I come from. The first part of the word sounds similar to the word ‘pain’, which is totally appropriate. There was never enough nourishment for all the strays in my town. As if this wasn’t challenging enough, it was hard for me to hunt, because I have a minor disability: I only have one eye. It means I bump into things on my blind side and there’s no point in me going to see a 3D film. Other than that, I get by just fine. Pain and hunger are all in the mind. A positive disposition enabled me to enjoy life, despite my situation. Don’t you go worrying about me!


And don’t you worry about the large scars on my neck. Sure, I’ve been treated badly. Some people are not nice to dogs, but I think that’s because they don’t understand that dogs have the same emotions as humans. Any human who doesn’t appreciate that simple fact is probably less intelligent than a dog anyway, so if I get beaten or whipped or kicked by someone, then I don’t hold it against them. It’s far better to forgive.


My earliest memory is of playing on the beach, using a stick for a toy. If there wasn’t a stick, I would play with sun-baked poo. I made a rather decent home for myself under a wheelie bin. It gave me shelter from the hot sun, and it kept some of the rain off me during thunderstorms. The wheelie bin was in the port town of Orei, at the edge of the Aegean Sea.


The fishing harbour would fill with sailing yachts in the summer. The boats were like giant, white fish, shiny and tasty-looking. Actually, I was often so ravenous that everything became tasty-looking. I developed a penchant for grass. Yummy stuff. Can’t get enough of it. Especially when it’s green and juicy, right after it’s been raining. To be honest, the grass often made me sick, but at least it suppressed those hunger pangs for an hour or two.


Things would improve when a new yacht arrived. The passengers would see me sleeping on the quayside, and they would put a bowl of water out and pieces of bread and cheese. If I was really lucky I might get a slice of ham. These yacht people were wonderful to me. I would smile at them, and they would make sure that when they left Orei, ready to sail to another island, I would have a full stomach that I hoped would see me through until the next kind-hearted people arrived. I used to dream that one of those people would invite me onto their yacht and let me sail away to a new life. Dreams were important. They were the only things I had.






Pooch


Who was that interrupting me? Revolting one-eyed stray. Yuck. We’re supposed to be talking about me. I’m the important one. Where was I? I get easily distracted because my brain is only the size of a walnut. I can’t recall what I was saying… Mmm, walnuts. Yum. Ooh, look, a teddy bear. I think I’ll play with my stuffed toy for a few minutes. It’s from Macy’s. Katia bought it for me. She said it cost the same as feeding a hungry animal for a month. I’ve never understood that comment; if you feed a hungry animal once, it’s not hungry any more. So, well … I don’t know where I’m going with this, but it’s my posh toy, and I’m going to throw it around the room and growl a bit. Yes, that seems like a plan. Go away and come back when I’ve finished.


You still there? I said go away. I’m busy. I’ll deal with you when I’ve stopped doing whatever it was I said I was going to do.


Oh, flip. Now I’ve forgotten what I wanted to do while you were away. Probably something a bit naughty, knowing me. At least that smelly stray seems to have gone quiet. Can’t stand dirty hounds. I have a bath regularly. Usually once a year, whether I need it or not.


Ah, just remembered. I was talking about the hideous monster that I had to share my home with. Not Katia, my human – I like her – I mean the furry thing with sharp claws; the cat monster. Gabriela. Evil thing. Used to goose-step around the kitchen giving orders and plotting to annexe the dining room.


I did what I could to make it clear Gabriela was not wanted in this house. I drank her water. I ate her food. I clearly marked all of my territory with legally-binding pee-pee. It is the duty of any dog to persecute any cat, and I did not ignore my responsibilities, but after a year of this intolerable situation, I decided to try a different tactic. One thing you learn when you’re a Yorkie is that if something is plainly not working, such as scratching a door to try to get it to open, it’s best to give up after about a thousand attempts. We’re quick learners, we little doggies. We know when we’re beaten, provided we’ve been failing at something for several seasons. So, I thought to myself, I have one ally in the house (Katia) and one arch enemy, who I won’t name for legal reasons (Gabriela). If I can add a second ally, perhaps that will be enough to defeat the powers of darkness that threaten my domain? It seemed, appropriately for my mentality, simple.


I decided to adopt a second human.
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Part of my property portfolio.


There were plenty to choose from. Normally I frightened them away with my fierce, high-pitched yapping, but I started to consider the possibility of allowing them to remain. First I thought about the garbage men. There were about four of them, and they came to the house every week to take away bags of stuff. And, yes, I had thought of persuading Gabriela into one of those bags, but she would never fall for it. Anyway, the idea of all four garbage men moving in with me and Katia was appealing. They could form a team to protect me from the cat. They would have endless energy to throw balls for me. They could also fetch the balls for me, because I was too important for all that silly running around nonsense. Katia’s bed was large enough for her to be able to share it with most of the bin men, and if any of them didn’t fit in it, they could sleep on the sofa or in the spare room.


I also considered the mailman. He came to the house every day, and every day I would scare him off. It usually took him a full twenty-four hours to recover from the fright I gave him before he would dare to come again. He wouldn’t fit in Katia’s bed if it was already full of garbage men, but he probably wouldn’t mind curling up on the rug by the fire. It was nice down there.


All I needed to do, I decided, was to cease being territorially defensive with these people, and they would stay. If I welcomed them, they would move in and be my friend. My plan was perfect. It could not fail.


But then it snowed, and everything changed.


I don’t know where she found him. Maybe he was a snowman. Maybe he was lost in the snow and she picked him up in the comfy car that I let her drive me around in. Whatever it was, he walked into my home on a cold December morning and I knew I’d found my second human. How did I know? Because we had everything in common (except for intelligence and social sophistication – he was way beneath me on those scores). He picked up my favourite toy rope and threw it for me. I barked excitedly and waited for him to fetch it. He fetched it. And then he did it again. This was my favourite game, making humans throw and fetch things for me, and it turned out that this was his favourite, too. We were instantly best friends. I didn’t leave his side all day. The bond we shared was based on common interests and a mutual sense of joy in playing dumb doggy games. Perhaps his brain was also the size of a walnut? But even if it wasn’t as big as mine, we were meant to be together from the start. His name was Stewart and he stayed for Christmas. He was the best present a dog could wish for. Apart from a chew. Or a bone. Or a sausage. Or anything remotely edible, for that matter. Or anything squeaky.


And the good news kept coming. Stewart was allergic to cats. Couldn’t stand the monsters. He forged an instant dislike to Gabriela.


I had found my ally. My life of deprivation and neglect was about to get better. Next morning, I slipped out the door and ran away down the street for no reason whatsoever. Stewart noticed I was missing and chased after me, quickly catching me up on the pavement beside the busy road. As cars and trucks thundered past, barely inches away and completely unaware of my presence, he swept me up into his arms and carried me home to safety. From then on I was convinced he was the right human to join my family and I decided to adopt him forever.


Just days later he vanished. Packed a bag and went. I wondered if it was something I had said. Was I not waking him early enough in the mornings? I always tried to get him up at dawn. Sometimes earlier. Any sooner and it would have been the night before. Did I not pee on the floor enough for him? He seemed to relish the experience of mopping up my mess. He loved it so much he would clean my pee-pee within seconds of it leaking onto the doormat or the rug. I tried my best to give him the opportunity to clean up after me as often as possible, but there’s only so much a small dog can produce, and I had to save some of it for registering my real estate every day.






Brando


Oh no, the sun is out. It’s looking at me in a funny way. I don’t like it. What’s that noise? Sounds like a child. Help me! Children frighten me. I don’t like the way they move unpredictably and bounce balls around. In fact, I think kids are the most terrifying things on the planet. Apart from everything else. I think the whole world is out to get me. Life is a big conspiracy against helpless Beagles like me. I think I’d better hide in my doggy bed until all the scary sounds and lights and shadows have gone away. My name’s Brando, and, what’s that? Oh, I’ve just been told that I’m not part of this story yet. Apparently, I don’t have any part to play until much later. Phew, that’s a relief. I was finding all this communication a bit stressful. I’ll hide under a blankie until I’m needed. Bye.
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My name’s Brando and I think the whole world is out to get me.






Pooch


What on earth was that? Another interruption? I will not tolerate this! There is so much I need to tell you about me, and there really isn’t time for these stray mutts to butt in with their irrelevant rants. And now I’ve totally forgotten where I am and what my name is… Hang on, it will come back to me. Let me just go and pee on a doormat. I’ll be right back.


That’s better. Hope someone will clean that up soon. Don’t want the house to stink. Right, what was I saying? I was probably talking about me, wasn’t I? Seems fairly likely. So, me. Yes. I’m an important little hound, and I managed to acquire two humans to be my pets, but then my new human, Stewart, disappeared after a just a week. It was a new year, and things were back as they were before he arrived, just me and Katia against the forces of evil, otherwise known as Gabriela.


With Stewart gone, I thought about the garbage men and the mailman again. Perhaps I had made a mistake by not getting them to move in with Katia, but I could fix that. It wouldn’t be hard to get them on my side. I tried not barking at them when they visited, but somehow I couldn’t bring myself to stay silent. The fearsome yaps leapt involuntarily from my jaws. Something inside me no longer wanted any other humans. I missed Stewart, and there was nothing I could do to bring him back.


Meanwhile, the cat-induced terrorism continued. She would sleep on my favourite bit of the couch. She would play with my toys. She even drank from my water bowl. The cruelty I suffered was beyond words. My only reprieve was to go to work with Katia. Gabriela was never invited to the office. She never got to ride in the car. I enjoyed rubbing my adorable scent on the soft front seat as we made the forty-minute commute to Times Square, before spending the day distracting film editors and sound technicians and movie stars from doing whatever they were supposed to be doing. I would sit on people’s desks, tread on their keyboards and walk across their control panels, ruining their work. They loved it. And I wasn’t even supposed to be there. The doorman was meant to turn away any dogs, but because I’m so petite and insignificant I could sneak into the building by hiding in Katia’s handbag.
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Spending the day distracting film editors and sound technicians and movie stars from doing whatever they were supposed to be doing.


But, inevitably, those blissful, cat-free hours in the office would end, and Katia would chauffeur me home to the waiting claws of the jealous cat. Gabriela would be simmering with hate, having spent the entire day plotting her evil schemes. I needed help. I needed Stewart to come back.


Finally he returned, jet-lagged and carrying a suitcase. Life was good once more. It was like we were a proper family, with me at the head. I really enjoyed having two pet humans. And when Katia was at work, Stewart played with me. He made sure the cat remained where she belonged: as far away as possible. At last, everything was perfect.


And then he disappeared again! Just packed up his suitcase one morning and left. I felt guilty at letting him escape, and wondered how he would cope without me. Perhaps I should have put a lead on him? Humans need to be restrained and, with hindsight, I realised the mistake I had made in letting him run free. His absence made me feel depressed for a full twenty minutes until I forgot all about him. And despite my limited memory capacity, the joy I felt when he returned a week later was overwhelming. I was so excited I had to pee on the doormat. This routine of him visiting for a few days with his suitcase, and then going away for a week or two, became the norm. I thought further about trying to find another human or two to replace him, and was quite tempted by a team of sweaty tree surgeons who came to trim the oak in my garden, but I decided that I could cope with Stewart on a part-time basis. At least it gave me occasional reprieve from co-existing with my miserable feline foe.


The visits from Stewart continued like this for about eighteen months, which is about ten years in the proper canine timescale, then things started to change. Boxes appeared. A ‘For Sale’ sign hung from a post in front of the house. Katia held garage sales. She started selling her furniture and belongings. I hoped she might get an offer to buy the cat, but Gabriela was understandably not a tempting prospect at any price. The ‘For Sale’ sign was replaced with ‘Sold’. Finally, Katia and Stewart trapped Gabriela in a laundry bag, loaded the screaming and hissing beast into the car along with some boxes, then put me in my travel bag.


So, with absolutely no warning, we drove away from my beautiful home, never to return. Well, no warning other than numerous visits from estate agents and potential house buyers, and weeks of packing and preparation, and the day before when a whole load of muscly removal men took everything away. So, you can understand that it all came as a bit of a shock when we moved out of my riverside home and tried to squeeze everything into a small apartment in Jane Street, New York.


We were two floors up in this apartment, which is a lot for my little legs, but fortunately there was an elevator to carry me. Her name was Katia. Whenever she took me out to pee in Jane Street I hoped to bump into Jane and make friends with her, but no-one ever took any notice of me. People were always busy, pushing past, looking stressed, unwilling to stop and talk to a Yorkie. Even when I wore my new, bright red harness with matching red human lead, no-one showed any interest in cuddling me.


Stewart came and went, as before, but when I took him for walkies further afield than Jane Street, things improved. Especially in an area called Greenwich Village. Here I attracted the kind of attention I deserve. Lots of very friendly men would look at me in my red harness as I walked Stewart on his red lead, and they would all want to get to know me and Stewart. I toyed with the notion that they were more interested in him than in me, but I know that’s impossible.
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