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    CHAPTER 1


    My name is Eric and a piece of gilt edged, important looking paper says I am a male Pomeranian of retired champion and show dog bloodline, place and date of birth, a remote dog breeding farm, deep inside rural New South Wales, Australia on the 16th of Dec, 1997. I thought I would live and grow old in that idyllic farm with its acres of space and rolling hills. So how on earth did I end up in a concrete jungle and a city state called Singapore thousands of miles away? This is my story.


    I arrived with two other squirming, squealing siblings forcing our way out of our mother’s tiny panting body without mercy. In revenge for the pain we had caused our poor mother, Nature thrust us unceremoniously into a sudden burst of white searing light to which our half closed eyes were unaccustomed and our frantic squeals rose higher, to protest this sudden eviction from the shadowy peace and calm of our mother’s womb. And that was that, suddenly, without warning of what to expect, we were deposited into a frightening new world outside that safe haven.


    A blurry sea of faces circled around us and shrieks of “Oh look, they are gorgeous, especially this one!” pounded our ears.


    Good Gracious, did these human giants have to speak quite so loudly, protested my delicate new born ears. Indignant at this sudden intrusion into my quiet world, I filled my tiny lungs with as much air as I could and shrieked back as good as I got and a small sweaty hand reached out to gently stroke my ears. It smelt of chocolates and candy floss and, to my surprise, a great calm flooded my tiny, flushed body, from this simple gesture.


    It was as if some kind of magnetic power flowed between us and I felt loved, strangely reassured and protected. I didn’t know it then but this was my first contact of what would be a life long love affair with humans and it made me feel safe and comfortable in an increasingly perplexing world. I decided I was going to like these ungainly, loud mouthed giants after all!


    I spent the first few exciting days of my life getting to know a world that was filled with all kinds of strange sounds, sights and smells of life itself, in a curious mix of humans and animals on the farm. After the first week, I decided I liked humans a whole lot better, animals had their own hands full having to protect and fend for themselves and didn’t have a lot of time left to care about other animals, humans, on the other hand, seemed to make caring for us, animals, part of their vocation in life!


    Of course I learnt later that the care extended was not for free and had strings attached, but when I was just a week old, I could be forgiven for not knowing any of these things and having such a simple view of people, motives and life itself! To me, the farm was my home and the people who owned and ran it were my family. Later, I made up for lost time really fast by being suspicious of everything and everyone!


    I didn’t know at the time why my “family” had so many dogs and they all looked so different. I am long haired and round like a powder puff and I have all kinds of people crowding round me screaming ”Oh, look, he’s so cute” till I got sick of the word “cute.”


    But there were lots of other puppies who looked positively ugly, big bulging eyes and flat, round and knobbly faces with just two holes for noses and others who were almost hairless and thin with their tails lopped off but people seemed to want them. The family in the compartment next to ours had six of the hairless, thin puppies with no tails and yet I hear people drooling over those ghastly specimens with comments like “Look at those legs and that posture, already showing the beginnings of perfect breeding and markings!”


    Then one day a man came and took all the six puppies away in a large cage and I never saw them again. Their mother cried and whimpered for a few nights looking for them and even when she was taken away from the pens for nursing mothers, she came back to look for them several times till another family took over the place. That made my mother nervous and she started to keep us closer to her and cuddle us at night more tightly as if she was afraid that we were going to be taken from her too. She seemed to know something about the whole set up at the farm that we mercifully had no clue to.


    People always seemed to be coming and looking at us and all the other puppies and sometimes we heard disturbing conversations like “this crop of puppies are the best and suitable for export.” It was only later that I learnt that Bill, the big, ferocious looking man who owned the whole place and all of us was a dog breeder and we were mere “commodities” to him. Our births were carefully planned and matched and we were born just to be sold as domestic pets in distant places, the stronger and more fit we were, the further we had to be sent away!


    Although my two sisters and I had no shortage of admirers, I had one very special secret admirer, she was Sue, Bill’s eight year old daughter, who was not supposed to play with us but she did anyway. Everyday as soon as the bright yellow school bus dropped her off, she would dash over to our pen, red pigtails flying and spend at least an hour or so cuddling me and tickling my belly till I collapsed in a tiny heap of puppy giggles and flailing small legs. She loved all the other puppies as well but I was her favorite.


    Once, when my mom wasn’t looking, she even put me in the pocket of her school tunic and smuggled me into her room and just in case I missed the warmth of the puppy pen and my mom’s tight cuddles, she made a little nest out of her blankets for me to crawl inside. I think this was the origin of my lifelong penchant for crawling into soft fluffy blankets as a substitute for my mom’s safe furry paws! Anyway, that was the first time I had ever spent a night away from Tracy, my mom, and next to her, I loved Sue the most. She always smelt of chocolate and sweet candy floss and reminded me of the small sweaty hand that had stroked me reassuringly my first few hours in a bewildering world.


    When her father discovered her secret trysts with me, he got really mad and banned her from the puppy pens till she agreed to follow the rules. Snippets of their disturbing conversation still haunt me today.


    “What did I tell you about not getting too attached to any of the puppies?” Bill thundered. “It’s better for everyone this way because you know that sooner or later, they all have to go! We’re running a business here, Susan, and not a pet sanctuary!”


    “Go?” I thought to myself. “Where are we going?” God, I was so innocent and clueless in those days that I didn’t know anything! I thought life could continue, lazy and idyllic like this forever! It didn’t even occur to me that I had to be born for something!


    But Sue didn’t care what her father said, she continued her daily visits and we became so close sometimes I forgot she was a human and not a dog! I didn’t get along with my two sisters; they were competitive and could be real bitches, like their namesakes! If I wanted something, they would immediately decide they wanted it too and a fierce battle of wills would ensue, even at that tender age! I think they are the reasons I developed a lifelong phobia for other dogs and to this day, I cannot behave civilly towards another dog, there’s always this feeling that I have to compete and fight to win.


    But Sue was different; she never fought with me or competed with me for anything. Instead, she petted me, gave in to me, spoilt me silly with treats and let me do whatever I wanted! Even if she started out by objecting to something I wanted to do, I could always manipulate her till I got my way and I swear Sue is another reason why I am today an expert on manipulating humans to get what I want from them!


    But maybe she spoilt me so much because she knew that I would be hers for just a few short weeks before we would have to part forever. As I recalled, the early part of my life was filled with so many painful partings that I never recovered from the trauma of the words “Good Bye.” It just sets me off every time I hear those detestable words.


    But for the moment, a tiny Pomeranian puppy hovering on the brink of life was oblivious to everything but the swiftly passing wonderful summer days of bliss and contentment, rolling in the grass, chasing butterflies and basking in the wonder of new discoveries every day. Breezy nights were spent curled up, warm and safe in my mother’s arms or should I say paws? And caught in the magic of this golden life, I wanted it to go on forever!


    Those peaceful days were clouded only by visits from a man who came to check us and shove tablets called “vitamins” down our throats. I hated those tablets as much as I hated the rough, hairy hands touching me and a few times I pretended to swallow them but as soon as his back was turned I spitted them out with spiteful relish. My first lesson in human interaction, “pretend to do what those humans want and as soon as they turn the other way, reverse it and do what dogs want,” it makes life a lot easier because they are stronger so they always win anyway. There’s a lot of truth in the saying “If you can’t win by fair means, win by foul means then.”


    In retrospect, I think I had to pay a price for those idyllic days of doing nothing, not even having to please anyone and generally just not earning my keep, and each day, pay back time was drawing nearer, unknown to me. One day a lady came to the puppy enclosures with a notebook and pen and said to Bill, “We need 6 Pomeranians, four Terriers, two Boxers and a couple of Jack Russells, sturdy export quality only.” She wasn’t a stranger to the farm because I’d seen her around, on and off, always with a notebook and pen.


    Bill called her Betsy and I think they had a thing about each other because once or twice, I saw them holding hands when Sue and her mother weren’t around. That creep, Bill, I wanted to tell on him but nobody understood me, of course. I didn’t like Betsy’s rugged, predatory looks and one day I went up to her and relieved myself against her boots just for kicks but I was so tiny she didn’t even notice! But Sue saw what I did and later we had quite a few giggles over it!


    After the giggles, she sobered down, scratched my ears and declared solemnly, “I hate her too, Pom!” That was her name for me, just plain simple Pom.


    I wanted to ask Sue why she hated the lady so much but she didn’t want to elaborate and distracted me with a new game which I fell for immediately, of course.


    I know I am an orange Pomeranian, whatever that is, simply because everyone tells me that but although the events of the next few days didn’t really connect to make sense in my simple puppy mind at that point of time, the lady’s visit and her request for “sturdy, export quality puppies” had somehow made me feel uneasy and sent a chill down my little spine. Besides Sue seemed affected by it too and now she came to play with me more often.


    I asked my mom, Tracy, about it but like Sue, she too clamped up and refused to talk about anything! God, can you imagine how frustrating that was for a little puppy, curious to know what was happening in his world?


    Two days after the lady’s visit, a few of us were selected, put into cages and driven some distance to a place where a man in white poked some needles into us. Although it was not exactly painful, it felt right and necessary to scream and squeal with pain, just to protest and make a point. I was so tiny I fitted into the palm of the man’s big, red, hairy palm and when he stroked my face with a stout finger that didn’t smell very nice, some strong antiseptic, I think, my nose twitched furiously and I screamed even louder.


    After the “session”, we were taken back to the farm and returned to our respective mothers. The trip had tired my sisters and me out and we snuggled happily into our mother’s welcoming paws, sucking hungrily on her nipples and feeling her life sustaining milk flow into us and luring us into a deep sleep. I trusted everyone and I never wanted my life or anything to change. I don’t know what I would have done if I knew that this was to be my last night with my mother and my two siblings together, as a family, and soon, I would be put through the most painful parting of all, the forced separation of child from mother.


    For a dog, sadly, most partings are final, there is no such thing as “See you in a month or even a year’s time!” and once I left her, I would never see Tracy, my birth mother or Sue, my beloved friend and playmate again. I didn’t have much of a choice, someone made the decision and I was just taken away from the people I loved without any consideration for my feelings. Little wonder that for the rest of my life I would have this phobia of being parted from my loved ones even for a few hours because I am mortally afraid that I will never see them again.


    The next day they let our mother feed and groom us as she usually did in the mornings but they kept us indoors and didn’t let us scamper around in the yard. I saw Sue coming round to see us but her school bus arrived just then and she scrambled off to jump onto it. That was the last time I would ever see her and I think no one told her that we were being taken away that day so she probably thought she would see me when she got back from school, as usual. Sometimes, in a somber moment, I wonder what she did when she came back from school that day and found me gone.


    A couple of hours later, we were again loaded into cages and although I wasn’t happy about it because it disrupted my day, I wasn’t overly concerned because I expected to be back by the end of the day as before. But my mother protested at being separated from her puppies by howling her loudest but she was no match for her human masters and could do nothing, they simply took us away from her.


    I was so tiny I could hardly stand up on my hind legs but I did, gripping the edge of the steel bars of the cage with my tiny front paws and heaving myself up to look at my mother standing at the door of our pen. The last I saw of her was that of any anxious mother, head erect, ears back, straining to look for us and nose twitching for our familiar smells and as the van moved off, I saw her running after us till someone scooped her up and carried her back to the pen.


    “Don’t fret, Mom, I’m just being taken somewhere for the day,” I shouted out to her. “I’ll be back before you know it, like before!”


    I think she heard me because I fancied her eyes filled with tears and her fierce barking died down to a mournful whimper.


    There was nothing more I could do because I was in no position to control my own fate so I just had to wait till they had done everything they wanted to me and let me go back to the farm and my mother. So I lay down in the corner of the cage and let the gentle bumping of the van lure me into sleep. The whining of the other puppies soon stopped as one by one all of us succumbed to the therapeutic rocking of the vehicle that was carrying us away from our home.


    A metallic squeaking of bolts being pushed back woke us up and like an orchestra, the whining and squealing started up again. Two men were moving our cages out of the van and I watched with horror as we were loaded onto a kind of conveyor belt moving us through some dark tunnel into an unknown destination. I was terrified of the dark even at that time and even though I didn’t want to draw unwanted attention to myself, I simply could not control the howls of protest that rose from my little lungs, gathered speed at my throat and were emitted in an enormous explosion! I discovered that I had very vociferous voice chords that belied my size and in later life that would be both my curse and my asset. When I get excited, I just can’t control myself, my voice chords seem to run away by themselves to great majestic heights and there’s not a thing I can do about it, even if I wanted to!


    I howled till we came out of the dark tunnel onto a huge room bustling with people. Someone came over to remove our cage and I was transferred to another smaller cage with my two other siblings. I was relieved because if I was going to have to make a trip somewhere, it was better to do that with puppies from home rather than strangers. That is the problem with us dogs, we never really know where we are being taken and we cannot fight what people do to us, we just have to trust our human handlers to be kind and humane to us and not to take advantage of our weak situation.


    But in this case, I didn’t have complaints, we were well taken care of, given plenty of fresh water and food and even allowed to stretch our tiny legs in a penned off area of the room. I was fastidious about cleanliness even back then and having held my bladder the whole trip, was near bursting point. So I took the chance to relieve myself in a far corner of the pen so that I had the space to move as far away from my own mess as possible after that.


    It was after we were re loaded into our cage where a water drinking fountain had been installed and the floor was laid out with new clean sheets and a corner tray for us to relieve ourselves that the terrifying thought dawned on me that perhaps I had been wrong. Was it possible that we were being prepared for a long journey somewhere and not going back to our mother waiting at the farm? Was it?


    A panic button had been pushed and terrified now; I pushed my face against the glass panels of the cage to see what was going on around me. Someone was putting our cage along with a few other cages of yelping puppies onto a trolley car and moving us across a wide open concrete space to what appeared to me to be a huge metal bird. It was white in color with a red tail and had wings like the birds I had seen at the farm only this bird was so big it looked like the whole world to me! Of course I didn’t know then that we were being loaded onto a plane which would take me away from my mother and the country I was born, never to return again. The rocking motion of the trolley car was beginning to make me sick and I missed my mom and the comfort of home so much I began to cry.


    I don’t know whether they put anything in the milk they gave us before we left the pen but thankfully a pleasant kind of euphoria began to numb my senses and I barely remembered being literally fed into a huge mouth at the bottom of the big white bird. This and a hazy impression of lots of other animals, mostly dogs of various shapes and sizes, being in this room inside the belly of the white bird and a strange purring noise which seemed to grow louder by the minute was the last thing I recalled before succumbing to a strange kind of inertia and drifting mercifully into a deep sleep. After that, there was nothing but the silent and comfortable peace of oblivion.


    I continued to sleep as the big white bird thundered down the runway and lifted off with a shuddering metallic retraction of wheels, leaving behind the land of my birth that I would never see again.

  


  
    
CHAPTER 2


    A heavy thumping sound followed by the impact of a hard landing woke me up and, unprepared for the sudden movements, I was thrown against the side of the cage as I tried to get up. The temperature in the room was comfortable but I was shivering because the noise that followed the thumping was very loud and it pierced through my ears like a violent shot of light. Terrified, all the dogs started to howl in unison and it was only when the noise had died down a little to a slow humming that I realized I was howling too, the loudest voice in the whole orchestra!


    I was so frightened that my bladder which had filled while I was sleeping, threatened to spill over but with a supreme effort, I managed to control it. Even in such potentially life threatening circumstances, I wasn’t going to start peeing randomly all over like my sisters, it was disgusting. My retired show dog mom’s words on this subject floated all around me and were a comforting distraction from the harsh reality of my present situation, “Remember, my puppies, once you start a disgusting habit, you never shake it off and it stays with you forever!”


    With the difficulty of a post drugged body still in shock, I dragged myself to the tray at the far corner of the cage and relieved myself. God, it felt so good to release at least that tension but my heart was still thumping and I couldn’t stop trembling. A big question was dancing in front of my eyes, where were we and what was going to happen to us? Suddenly, I wanted the safety of my mother and feel the comforting beat of her heart against my ears so badly that I began to cry, the small bleating wails and whines that I learnt later moved the human heart to my advantage much better and faster than all the threatening growls put together. I had always been carefree and happy at the farm so this was the first time I was crying, not the mindless fussing around but real gut wrenching sobs.


    The big white bird grinded to a halt with a kind of shrill screeching as if it were in pain and there was nothing we could do but wait to see how and when we could get out of this. There was a sudden silence as if the scores of animals held prisoners in that big room were holding their breath in one single joint effort. It was surreal and awesome how so many very young animals could keep that still, as if suspended in time


    But we didn’t have to wait long before the door groaned open slowly, breaking that magical moment and throwing all of us into noisy pandemonium again as we scrambled instinctively to get out. Several men leapt inside and started moving our cages as the open door blasted in a strong wave of hot air. But I didn’t care about the sudden nauseating heat and humidity because I could see sunlight and a bit of sky at last.


    At that moment that was all I wanted, to be able to see anything outside the four walls of the rooms and enclosed spaces we had lived in for days. I had been, till now, a child of nature and space and the confines of the cage was starting to send fierce claustrophobic waves through my body and working me up to a massive hysteria. I had this rising urge to scream and scream my lungs, my guts and everything out, I could see them all spilling out of my body and floating around me, God, had I gone insane?


    More movements and shifting around along endless stretches of conveyor belts and back to the four walls of another room where someone took me out of the cage and examined me all over, forcing open my mouth and shining a light into my eyes. It was disgusting and a violation of my dignity so I just had to express my displeasure by sinking my tiny but razor sharp teeth into my tormentor’s intrusive fingers. The yelp of pain and expletive that followed satisfied my wicked need to punish someone for everything I was going through and calmed me down for the moment. But the events of the next few days showed me that no matter what I did, in the end the humans always won because they were stronger, they controlled the world and its life forms and they could punish me back, tenfold.


    Most of the dogs that had travelled together were separated at this point and I saw my two sisters being loaded into a separate vehicle and driven away, the last faces of family and familiarity taken away from me! I cried again as I watched the van carrying my sisters kicking up dust and disappearing into the distance.


    Then it was my turn to be loaded into a shining new black jeep together with five other puppies and I saw my much improved mode of conveyance as a sign that things were going to get better for me and I waited excitedly for the journey to end.


    When it did, I discovered that my next stop didn’t have any knight in shining armor to greet me, instead a big sign read “Waggys, Pet Shop and Grooming Center” and the person who came out to receive our cages was a stick thin youth with the most unhappy face I had ever seen who walked with an interesting sway of the hips and most certainly hated the job he was doing. My heart sank because my destination looked like exchanging one hell for another and I was right, I was still confined to a cage in the pet shop except that the cage became even smaller and the handling much rougher.


    I spent the first day in denial of my new life at the pet shop but by the second day, I began to accept the reality that the small cage I was sharing with two other nervous homesick puppies was my new home for the moment and by the third day, I also accepted the fact that I was being put on display for the people who came to look us over, make comments and then left, sometimes with another puppy.


    I hated my two whinny cage mates but the stupid effeminate young man who minded the shop had warned us about fighting so I decided to restrain myself and tow the line. The best bet I had was for someone to “buy” me out of the pet shop and being aggressive would not help at all, I had heard enough by now to know that everyone wanted only sweet natured, placid and cute puppies so I had to keep my filthy temper under wraps, for the moment, anyway.


    On the fourth day, a family almost took me but the woman in the group objected “Pomeranians are too noisy! Let’s get a beagle instead.”


    By the fifth day I was desperate to get out of that cage and my days were beginning to take on a meaningless routine of trying to look cute to make anyone take me away from the detestable pet shop where we were handled like commodities and put on display. And the cold, sad nights shivering in the dark, dreaming of another life running free on a farm where I had a mother and a friend called Sue. I knew I had to stop thinking about them because the odds were very high that I would never see them again but I couldn’t, I just couldn’t. One night I was so sad I curled up in a corner of the cage, tears streaming down my face and wished myself dead. If I had any means of killing myself that night, I think I would have done that!


    Humans are not sensitive to the feelings of us dogs or maybe it’s not their fault, they just don’t know that we can hurt emotionally too. Look at Bill and all those dog traders, they just took us away from our mothers without a thought about how that caused us pain, no one stopped to think that we too can miss our families and, at seven weeks old, we were just babies and needed the warmth and caress of a mother. As I crouched uncomfortably in that dark cage trying to ignore the faint aroma of urine in the air, and waited for morning to come to look cute and beg someone to rescue me from life in a cage, I thought wistfully of the contentment I had taken for granted, of sucking on my mother’s nipples and feeling her warm wet tongue as she groomed me with fastidious care. I probably got my future obsession with cleanliness from her.


    I woke to another listless day of watching and waiting and hoping that today would be THE day. I wanted to give up, to let go, become mad and be put down because I couldn’t stand another day in that filthy small cage any more but I didn’t because we are all survivors and hopeless believers in miracles, yes, even we dogs believe in such clichés as the light at the end of the tunnel and all that inspiration stuff!


    It must be the start of some holidays because a lot of people came to the shop that day and every time the doorbell rang indicating a customer, I stood up, pasted my tiny paws against the bars of the cage and tried to look winsome, screaming, “Look how cute I am! Take me home! I can dance, I can entertain you!”


    But it didn’t seem to work and the more I hollered for attention and dance to show off my entertaining skills, the more people shook their heads and said, “Pomeranians! Too yappy!”


    By late afternoon, I was exhausted and resigned to another night in the cage when the door bell rang and a little girl dashed in and pasted her face against my cage.


    I glared at her and snapped, “Go away! You don’t want me, yes, yes, I know, Pomeranians are too noisy! Just go away and leave me alone!”


    I felt the nasty impulse to sink my teeth into that perky little nose that was just inches away but I managed to control myself.


    “Mommy,” the little girl shrieked. “Here’s a Pomeranian, just like Eric! Please, can I have him? “


    Her mother came over and peered a little uncertainly into my cage and by now I had thrown my moods to the wind and inspired by hope, had taken up my dance and song routine again. When I get excited, I just can’t help myself, the dance and song just comes naturally!


    “Isn’t it a little too fast, Tanya?” the mother said.” Eric just left us three days ago; perhaps we should look at a few more shops and leave the decision over the weekend?”


    My heart sank because I knew that if they left the shop, they would never come back. There were, after all, many other pet shops they could browse through and the little girl would forget about me. Frantically, I pawed at the finger that was stroking me and looked at the girl called Tanya with appealing eyes that were filled with genuine tears at the prospect of another day in the cage. That did it, she was well and truly hooked and then she winked at me and proceeded to do her own version of the dance and song number.


    “No, mom, I don’t want to wait till next week or go to any other shop. I want this one, he’s exactly like Eric! Remember, you promised I could choose Eric No.2 and I choose him!”


    Embarrassed by her noisy tantrum that was attracting the attention of the other customers, Tanya’s mother nodded hastily and my heart sang with joy, it was going to happen at last! I didn’t know who the heck Eric was but he had saved my life literally! Another day in the cage and I could have gone berserk!


    It was only later that I found out that Eric had been their last Pomeranian, a sickly pathetic old dog with the nature and temperament of an angel who had died just days before they got me. They missed him so much they had come looking for a replacement but they hadn’t bargained on ending up so quickly with me!


    Sometimes, when my human mother, Jennifer, gets exasperated with me, especially when I go a little overboard with the dance and song number, she will try to catch me in mid dance and sigh, “Why can’t you be a little bit more like old Eric? He was so sweet and such an angel!”


    That really gets me and I stop dancing for a moment to blow out the gloriously Pomeranian broad chest I am so proud of and hiss, “I can’t be sweet and angelic, woman! I am a man!”


    But then Jennifer cuffs me playfully and squeezes the life out of me in her special bear hug, commenting laughingly on my retarded sense of humor and I know that she loves me to bits, dance and song and all. And heck, I throw all manly pride to the wind to go all soft and cuddly with her. In her own way, Jennifer really knows how to get me!


    The bored looking geek who attended to the shop and hardly cast us a second look most of the time except to yell at us to shut up when there weren’t any customers around, came over, fully attentive, now that a potential sale was brewing.


    “This one is a perfect male, just came in from Australia a few days ago. Perfect markings and posture, champion and show dog bloodline too,” he gushed, removing me from the cage and placing me into the willing arms of the little girl we both knew was a very crucial player in this deal.


    The girl reminded me of Sue and I stuck out my tongue and showered her with soft, wet puppy kisses. That did it, I had bought her over and I knew triumphantly that when they walked out of the shop, I would be walking with them! My ordeal in that smelly cage was almost over!


    Jennifer was a little more cautious and asked about my color, they wanted an orange Pomeranian exactly like their old dog, she explained and I was dark tan and no where near orange at all.


    “Oh that’s ok,” the geek explained. “Orange Pomeranians are born black and tan and the color gradually changes to orange as they grow. Look at what his papers say, red Pomeranian.”


    Thankfully, Jennifer accepted that explanation and anyway, the little girl called Tanya was holding on to me so tightly there was nothing she could do.


    They moved to the counter to negotiate the price for me and pay up in exchange for my papers which proved my pure pedigree bloodline and just in case, because there was still time for them to change their minds, I continued to butter Tanya, my savior, up with lots of wet, loving kisses.
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