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Hello Peggy’s Dear Reader Chum, Peggy here. Gosh, it’s so so so SO lovely to meet you. The pleasure is all yours. Tee hee hee. No, but I hope you do find it a pleasure to meet me because, if nothing else, just LOOK HOW BEAUTIFUL I AM!


Whilst my tall lady owner Miranda is having a nap – I usually like to snuggle near her but she is dribbling and emitting some quite unnerving smells (and I usually like smells) so I have moved away – I thought I would say hi and tell you how really really really REALLY excited I am about Peggy and Me coming out. A book, all about me. BRILLIANT. I can’t think why there hasn’t been one before frankly. I will say it again – just look how beautiful I am. Like a cloud breathed by angels. I just say it how I see it.


Although in Peggy and Me I write to you from time to time when Miranda is doing strange human things like having bubble baths, and making bubble beards, whilst singing along to someone called Michael Buble; or staring at an empty fridge and nibbling a remaining piece of cheese like a giant mouse; or trying to do the dances from Strictly (mortifying); Peggy and Me is mainly Miranda’s writing.


Do you know my lovely tall lady owner Miranda by the way? And she really is lovely, I can promise you that. I love her so so so so SO much. I just want to be near her at all times. That’s very much my job. Even if she moves rooms in the house, I will follow her, see whether she is settling in a new room, or just boiling a kettle (she loves a thing called ‘tea’) and then going back to the initial room – I am like a guard dog really in that respect. Kind of like her security. And I will bark, a lot, if the door bell goes or if someone I think seems strange approaches. She always tells me off for barking which I JUST DO NOT understand. I am protecting her. I would die for her, I love her that much. She gives me cuddles, and nice food, and treats, frankfurters being the favourite, but I also love a rawhide bone – though I take exception at the Kong. Do you know about The Kong? It’s a small plastic cone shaped thing with a hole at the top and dog owners put some food in it, so we have to awkwardly lick it out and it takes FOREVER. They think it’s to stop us getting bored, but when you are an intelligent breed like I am, I find this deeply insulting. And how would Miranda like it if I got a big plastic cone and squished her roast chicken with all the trimmings in it so she had to lick it out. She would go MAD.
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