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	Before I tell you about myself, I would like to introduce myself. My people tell me this is proper.

	Very well, then. My name is Rascal. I am Puss. Of the breed Maine Coon. When I grow up, I want to be a lion. I eat a lot so I can grow up real fast. I was born March 10th, and at the beginning of my stories, I'm 10 weeks and 2 days old. In larger units that's 2 ½ months. 

	I am everything that my mistress did not want: tomcat, pedigree cat, longhaired. Now she has me. But she still loves me very much.
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One day, when she came to the neighbour's hairdresser's shop to have her fur trimmed on her head, I was simply taken from my sleeping place and put on her lap. I was just 4 weeks old. 

	My mum of course did not put up with this and pulled me vehemently from her at my neck fur.

	I have no brothers or sisters. Mama had too little milk, so I was left alone and so I was raised by human hand with the bottle. And with ham. I am the first litter of Mama. I already share sausage with the others. But with ham I become a lion. 

	If I only hear the refrigerator door, I run to it and see if I can kill a piece of ham.

	Mama finally accepted my mistress after all. I had no other friends my age. And I became too much for her at some point.

	After I got to know my mistress, she visited me often. We always played together for a long time. 
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And I love labels!
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I also guarded the new litter.
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With a lot of persistence. 
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And I love this cardboard box!            
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Still pretty boring, though, my new friends. But I always play father, mother and child with them. I am the mother.
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I love treats, too! I have to eat a lot if I want to become a lion. 

	Do I look a little like a lion?
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I am Rascal the lion, the future king of cats! Ruler Rascal! Roar!

	 


I also visited my future home once. There I also met my new dog and played ball with him.
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Assira, that is my dog's name, is very nice and a good ballplayer.

	And there are labels, boxes and blankets here too.
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But it still took until the move. I forgot all about it. Until one day my story begins .....

	 


Sunday, May 22nd. 

	
 

	(Age: 73 days or 10 weeks and 2 days)

	 

	 


It is Sunday and my people have the day off.  No fur that fell from human heads I could play with and no one in the salon I can climb up. Even Django the dog stopped guarding the house. I annoyed mom, chased dad away from the house, watched the guinea pigs, guarded the new litter of the other cat, played with the turtle. Then the doorbell rang and I immediately went along to see who was coming. And I couldn't believe it, my new mistress took me in her arms and just walked out of the house with me and dragged me away. I remembered the way home very well. It is exactly the neighbor's house.

	First I met my new dog Assira. She came right down the stairs and sniffed me out. To be on the safe side, I hissed at her three times, but I didn't do it.

	Then I was introduced to my new master. He doesn't like cats. He likes me. I was allowed to take a nap on him after the long journey.
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	But I recovered quickly and immediately explored my new home. Think you can stand it here. I'm the main cat here and don't have to fight with other cats for my food all the time. Because it can be quite idle to assert oneself all the time just to get fed. They never wanted to give me any of the cat milk. I've got a whole bowl here. Just for me. And a bowl of food just for me. I've already taken the dog's bowl. First I can eat from the dog food, when my mistress takes me and carries me to my eating place, then the dog can. Although I could also plaster the big dog bowl. 

	Because the dog is so greedy, I am fed on the kitchen worktop in an own corner. You already had a cat. It was 20.5 years old. So they knew all this.

	Mistress works pretty well. I say "meow" when I'm standing in the kitchen, and she comes and lifts me up. When I've finished eating, I say "meow" again and I'm lifted down. It's really high. 

	I don't dare jump down yet. 
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	I inspected everything and followed my mistress at every turn. She's got an office and a computer, but I'm not supposed to walk around on that. Maybe when I grow up. So I'll just crawl into her lap and watch. Or I'll sleep on an open folder or in a filing basket or storage box.

	I inherited a lot of toys from my previous cat. And two baskets and two scratching posts. Of course also the feeding bowls and a lot of food. I am quite rich.
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