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	I am Rascal. Puss. For a while, I thought my name was "Who's there?" because my people always cried out in delight, "Who's there?" whenever they saw me. And they saw me very often. I was pretty angry about a stupid name. But now I know that my name is Rascal, and I am reassured. I like Rascal much better than "Who's there?" I'd hate to be called that.

	Yesterday I turned three months old and didn't get a birthday party with cake and paper hats because mistress says that you only have a birthday once a year and not every month. I think that's pretty stupid. I don't even know how long a year is. And a year sounds pretty long. But in the evening at least I managed to bite off her bread in an unobserved short moment. Not like cake, but better than nothing.

	I have two people, a dog, a billion toy mice and balls, a basket everywhere, and I have acquired a few more that shouldn't be mine, and scratching trees with dangling toys on them, and I am busy all day long clearing the houseplants of their leaves so that I always have something new to hunt, and I follow mistress absolutely at every turn, which is quite exhausting with her eternal back and forth. But then I cuddle up to the dog and we take a nap together.

	Oh yes, and I am quite busy with eating, because I still have to grow. Because when I grow up, I want to be a lion. 

	Master once decided that he had a cat hair allergy, so mistress told him that he was only allergic to the nonsense I do all the time. But he got used to it in the meantime and he loves me very much.
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Saturday, June 11th.

	 

	(Age: 93 days or 13 weeks and 1 day)

	 

	 

	



	

It's been quite a busy day today. The dog still has no toilet in the house and in the morning mistress always goes out with him. I want to go out with him and I'm not allowed. That´s so mean. She's always dragging me back upstairs. But I'm adamant. I won't give up. Most of the time, though, I just end up with the door slammed in my face. Then it's waiting. 

	So that I don't miss the return of the two of them, I wait outside the door until they finally come back. Mistress was really happy when she saw me outside the door. But she also felt sorry for me. Well, maybe she'll finally take me with her.

	In the evening she put on her hunting outfit again. She always says she has to earn cat food and dog treats and smeared camouflage paint on her face. She was packed when she left and I thought she had a chance to come along. But then she took me, carried me to my feeding place and poured cat milk into my bowl. I couldn't resist and drank from the bottle. I could die for cat milk.

	Of course, then I missed her leaving. But then master left with Assira, my dog, and I finally snuck out into the hallway. He hasn't had as much practice as mistress. Unfortunately, he took me and put me back in. So I waited outside the door until they came back.

	Waiting is pretty boring.

	But I found something else really great. 

	Mistress trash at the office.
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She keeps throwing stuff in there. Exciting stuff. Snippets of paper, paper in pieces, crumpled and uncrumpled, foil from envelopes, which she tears off there. So I snuck in there and played in the trash, eagerly. I fell over with it once. 

	But mistress put it back so I couldn't get it all out and distribute it around our apartment.
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She said to master, "I hope she doesn't throw me away accidentally. But at least then I'd be able to play uninhibited. But he said that it would be noticeable when the paper bag fidgeted. 

	That calmed her down and let me continue playing in the trash.
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Maybe I should become a garbageman instead of a lion later?

	I'll think about it.

	Anyway, master and I were still pretty well entertained until mistress came back. Because a moth got lost and I tried to catch him. However, such a moth has wings, which is quite impractical. If it's there, it's gone again. Master says a butterfly is like me. You think it's here, and it's there. Me, too. I did not capture the butterfly. It just swam away to the balcony door. But master said another one was bound to come along. I'm looking forward to it. So will he. He had to laugh a lot when I fell down a few times while trying to catch it.
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