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For my beloved Grand Children


and


in memory of


Maya




Actually, it went wrong from the beginning. There were my former mistresses and masters with their naughty son, who could only do something with me at the beginning. There I was still sweet and cute. But quickly they had lost interest in me and I had to see where I stay.
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To be clear, I am still sweet and cute. Of course, you also do something for your appearance. I groom myself regularly and conscientiously. A full body scrub, daily. I prefer to clean myself in the morning sun.
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But I digress. My people became increasingly heartless and threw me out of the house. I was supposed to live on mice and rats, maybe birds or lizards. They did not put water in front of my door. Thank God there was a family next to the property who had a pond with fish. I could sneak over there and quench my thirst. Sometimes I even caught a little fish.
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The problem was that they had a dog. A big dog. A big dog, really. This dog did not like me. The dog's name was Maya.
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But since I was used to not being welcome, I didn't care too much.


I remember a funny story when I was a little older.


I was terribly thirsty and - curious as I was - I climbed over the fence to drink some water. Afterwards I wanted to rest in the sun on the edge of the pond - That was my idea. I had just dipped my little tongue into the water by the pond when this wolfhound came shooting out of the house and raced toward me, barking furiously. You can imagine the fright he gave me. Thank God the pond was between us, so I had a brief moment of advantage and was able to save myself by climbing a tree. My heart was pounding and I was very scared. I called for help quite desperately, but no one understood or heard me.
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