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Listen, I'm not the kind of dog you feed from a can. Get it? There's a reason that I'm here doing this book signing today, and not being left at home waiting for master to return from work. It's self belief. Say it after me, bitches, and guy dogs too – I see a few of you here also – self belief! That's right, bark it loud, sister and brothers!

I wasn't always a star. Believe it or not I used to be a regular, lousy, small town poodle. Did some time in shelters even. Rejected for no longer being cute. That's when I started to become smart. I'd watch all the others fawning, trying to get adopted. Adopted into what? The same pleaser servitude shit? I knew there were better things waiting for me.

When I finally busted out of my cage, I headed straight to the petty cash box and took all the bills. Believe me, there's nothing petty about cash. Cash is queen, and don't let anyone try to tell you otherwise. If they love you, get it in money. Fuck being a good dog. Get paid, stash it, and hoard, that's the only belief system you'll ever need.

The first place I stopped, I paid for a first class shampoo and a fluff dry and pink rinse. Let's see who's cute enough now, right? Invest in your appearance, because nobody else will unless you do first. Nobody wants to walk with a loser. I knew I was on my way. There was a derelict building being demolished near the shelter, and I holed up there for a bit.

In between cadging food in the alleys behind restaurants and stores, I worked on my personal power. There was a good-sized piece of a broken mirror in my corner of the squat and I spent hours repeating my mantras. I'm worth it. I'm the greatest. I deserve the best. I'm going places. While chanting and amping up my power, I worked on my poses, pouts and stares.

When the net came down over me, I decided to manifest that it was all part of a higher plan, and went with it. What are the odds that someone in Paris would subscribe to a street dog rescue site all the way over here? On the plane, I tried to get them to upgrade me to first class, but they just looked at me like I was just whining like a scared pet. They said not to be nervous.

I wouldn't have chosen the 1st arrondissement myself, just because it's a bit of a yawn, but it was a good starting point. After yapping non-stop for a week, day and night, my new paramour decided that rescue dogs weren't his thing after all, and when they came to take me away, I bit the animal control officer and bolted down the sidewalk, across the street into the Tuileries where I hid in some bushes.  

I'm no dumb poodle, and had stuffed as much of my adopter's money as I could fit into my coat, and was soon living more as I deserved. I spent my days cruising the banks of the Seine and hanging out in parks, sitting up proper on the benches, and accepting tributes of treats, licks of ice cream cones, and even the occasional waft of perfume from my admirers.

As my fandom grew, someone created an Instagram account for me and the photos and followers started to ramp up big time. I was becoming one monetizable little pooch. People would tag me constantly, grabbing selfies. I had a small knitted beret that I kept by my side, and fans would drop money into it. I was getting rich. I was getting what I'm worth.

I needed a retinue, as my business affairs began to get more complex. I had been bunking with a few winos who slept under a bridge, and had appreciated their protection and sharing, though to be fair they were mostly just good times for me. I wouldn't be staying. One of them, though, was an MBA exchange student who'd crapped out of school and decided to stay here. He knew money. I was set.

As a manager, he was a good guy, investing my money in appropriate projects, and it was his idea to write this book. Thank goodness for him too, because he knows how to work the levers of business and get things done. Now my role is largely symbolic and inspirational, and of course events like this. He's here, by the way. I'll let you guess which one he is.

But I do bark on, and so I'll stop here, and remind you that books are available for purchase, and I will happily paw print any that you care to bring up to the desk here. I look forward to meeting you all, and I hope I have left you uplifted and with a better sense of your own personal canine power. Also, though I can't divulge any secrets, I have been told that a Paris Poodle film is in the works. Bark on!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

King of Scotland


[image: ]


Hmmph, a genealogy kit, thought Ben, as he drew his gift at the old folks drop-in centre lunch. Cool. That was the last thing he figured he'd ever get up to. At least it wasn't a box of Covid test kits as he had first thought. There comes a point when you've reached into the bag and grabbed something that it becomes awkward to release it and grab something else, so he finished pulling up the greenish box and said his thank yous to the gathering. Inside, he was kind of tickled for real, too.

He'd never known much about where he'd come from. They used to say he was the bastard son of a bastard, and was even a bit of a bastard himself. He'd never had very good friends or family that way. Still, he'd been called worse. Had he thought much about it, which he hadn't, he might have spent more time wondering who his father and his father's people had been. The kit would give him some insights perhaps.

When he got home, he read the instructions, waited his thirty minutes, then horked up some fresh saliva into the tube. He reckoned he'd spat in worse places. Being a bit superstitious about the whole thing, he sealed the phial up in the prepaid mailer and walked it down to the mailbox on the corner, thinking the fresher the better. The mail would be picked up at five and his spit would be on the way to Ireland of all places.

While he waited the estimated several weeks, he allowed himself to have some fun fantasies. He imagined a whole line of cousins or half-brothers from his father's sides. Half-sisters too, he guessed, though that might be weird. Like incest or folk dancing. But a mystery half-brother, that could be cool. Maybe they could be like friends or something. Maybe there would be some answers as to who his father had been.

A few weeks later, his results came via an email notice. He'd long since signed onto the website and had a look around. When he got the email he was excited to have a look inside. The first thing he noticed was his estimated ethnicity. It said he was twenty-nine percent Irish, which was a complete shock. But then he thought about how he had sent his sample to Ireland. He pictured them emptying everyone's spit juice into one big vat and then jerking off into it for fun, making everyone a wee bit Irish. Well, whatever.

The rest of him though, the entirety, was Scottish, which again blew Ben away. He'd had no tendencies that way as far as he knew. Sure, he had always been frugal and had loved to drink more than a little in his youth, but he felt those were unhelpful stereotypes. As far as he had known his parents were from New Brunswick, period, end of story. Presumably, their ancestors had come from somewhere before arriving in Canada. He
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