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The day was a cold, not to mention early, morning, and Valentine just happened to find himself in a cotton bed, complete with a blanket. And yesterday he was a street dog with no place to stay and nothing to eat. Maybe those dog catchers did have good intentions.

Valentine grinned and tipped around, careless, happy that he was free and had a place to stay, before bumping into another bed. As he looked around, Valentine gasped at the beds – there had to be at least twenty of them. What a sight! As Valentine continued rambling on with his raucous yipping, two dogs growled at him. 

Valentine cocked his head and saw the name tags on their beds: Guider and Callie. One look at Guider and Valentine got chills up his spine. A strong German Shepard, Guider chose to ignore Valentine and burrow under his pillow – but not before he growled again and gave him a dirty look. Callie, on the other hand, cocked her head and just resumed sleeping, but this time, she kept one eye open.

Rolling his eyes, Valentine huffed and was about to pounce on Guider when he felt a pop in his ear. Out of curiosity looking up, the dog spotted a vase on a wooden table.

Turns out the young pup had never seen a vessel before – at least not ones with flowers.  So, with a wag of his tail and a grin on his face, Valentine jumped on the leg of the table and aimed for the patterned tablecloth. 

Unfortunately, he missed, but it just wasn’t like him to stop trying. So once again, with double the strength and increase the energy, he leaped with a large force and his teeth tore through the fabric. 
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