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Chapter 1 

	 

	Becky was an incredibly intelligent, friendly, and most importantly, fair Chinese Crested dog. When she was a little girl, she traveled a thousand miles from her home to find a family that would truly love her and care for her. Now, she was faithful to Andrew, Ida, and their son Paul and loved them with all her heart. Soon, she made real friends with whom she was never bored.

	It was no exaggeration to say that Becky was a fair dog. A real injustice was unfolding before her eyes, and she could not stand aside.

	“So, you met Griffon?” Mouse, Becky’s loyal friend and neighbor on the plot, listened with interest to the dog's story of recent adventures. “That means Hamster did come home after all?”

	The story was not the most pleasant one for Becky: she sincerely thought she had done something wrong. Having met Hamster, who had run away from home, in the pet store, the dog advised him to return home, only to find out that Hamster’s former owner was a rude and mean boy who did not care for him. They also had a dog, Griffon, in their house, who suffered from the boy’s neglect far more than Hamster did. Becky’s big and kind heart shrank every time she thought about how Hamster and Griffon lived in that house...

	Had she done something stupid? Were Hamster and Griffon all right? Becky now had a guilty conscience, which she confessed to her little mustachioed friend.

	“Maybe there’s something I can do to save Hamster?” Becky thought about it and then voiced the thought roaming in her head. She and her friends had to be able to come up with some clever way!
“How?” Mouse, in her squeaky voice, wondered. Despite the fact that she knew neither Hamster nor Griffon, she was ready to help her worried friend. “Are you going to Madame Heron today? Can you ask her for advice?”
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	“Oh, that’s right!” Becky jumped up and started wagging her tail. Thinking of Griffon and Hamster, she had forgotten all about her meeting with Madame Heron. Madame Heron must have been expecting her by now.

	Becky sniffed and looked around her lot in surprise — for some reason, her friend Hedgehog from the forest hadn’t come today to take a walk to the river together. They usually visited Madame Heron together: they shared news and goodies, discussed their problems, and helped each other.

	Becky hastily said goodbye to Mouse and went to Madame Heron. It was a good thing she remembered the way to the river, so she reached her friends without delay. They had already gathered near the pond, discussing the return of the ducks from the South.

	The ducks, gaggling merrily, told of their incredible adventures in faraway lands. 

	The ducks, gaggling merrily, told of their incredible adventures in faraway lands.
“Good morning!” Becky greeted everyone she knew and looked in amazement at the unfamiliar animals she hadn’t seen here before. Wow, more friends!

	“Good morning,” Heron nodded slowly and pointed her beak at the strange rodent swimming nimbly in the water. It disappeared under the water and then reappeared. It did so with such ease that it took one’s breath away. Heron hastened to explain, “It’s an otter — the mistress of the pond and the river.”

	“Hello!” Otter joyfully did another somersault in the water and waved her paw at Becky. “I’ve already heard about you from Hedgehog.”

	Becky, on the other hand, was hearing about Otter for the first time. And what kind of animal was this that swam so well?! She sniffed in surprise, catching completely unfamiliar scents and looked at the strange red rodents sitting nearby with a pile of nuts.

	“Speaking of Hedgehog,” Madame Heron thought for a moment, “Has he appeared yet?”

	“No, no, no, no,” the ducks gaggled loudly and simultaneously shook their heads.

	What a wonderful company! Becky was bouncing around the pond, chatting with the ducks, and having fun with Otter. She even forgot, for a moment, the worries of the past few days, until she heard the familiar snorting in the woods and ran toward Hedgehog.

	He was not walking alone out of the woods. Behind him was the neighbor’s Hamster, who was constantly looking around fearfully as if he were afraid of being caught at any moment by the negligent boy.

	Becky yapped happily! Hamster was fine!

	“Hi, everyone!” Hedgehog snorted tiredly as he finally came to the shore. “Meet Hamster, I met him in the woods yesterday.”
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	“Wow…” Madame Heron looked really surprised. She tilted her head slightly to the side, watching the stranger with interest. “You’ve been presenting us with some strange friends lately, Hedgehog.”

	“Yeah,” Hedgehog grunted and smiled, showing two large teeth. “I’m tired myself!”

	“We know each other!” Becky yelped, drawing Hamster’s attention to her. “How have you been?”

	“How have I been…” Hamster sat down on the grass and sighed heavily. “I ran away… I can’t stay there!”

	As if on cue, all the animals fell silent, waiting for the continuation. Hamster looked around and, feeling uncomfortable, sighed heavily again. He looked at the water, where the morning sunlight danced. Even Otter had stopped splashing in the water and stood still, letting the waves slightly rock her body on the sparkling surface.

	“Where are you going to live now?” Becky broke the tense silence. “In the woods?”

	“Mm-hmm,” Hedgehog spun around, “Learning to survive is not an easy task…”

	Hamster kept staring at the surface of the water as if he hadn’t heard Becky and Hedgehog. It was true; now he had no home at all. He also didn’t know how to get to the grocery store.

	“…and he is afraid of everything,” Hedgehog continued to reproach Hamster. “You, pets, are not adapted to our life at all.”

	“Of course,” Becky replied, confused. In her first adventure, when Becky was just a pup, she met a big, stern dog. He had no one at all, and the loneliness that hovered around Rex was something the little dog would never forget. She definitely couldn’t have done it without Andrew and Ida.

	“And my burrow is cramped,” Hedgehog grumbled again. “Say, Heron, maybe you have a place here for him?”

	“I?” Madame Heron was surprised and curved her long white neck in a strange way. “What would a rodent do in water…?”

	“Can you swim? Or build something?” Otter swam to the shore and climbed onto dry land, shaking off her stiff, dark fur. “Maybe I could get you a job and a place to live.”

	“No, I can’t,” Hamster shook his head in frustration and scratched his furry sides with his paws. “I can’t do anything at all…”

	“Oh, you… pets,” snorted Otter. “Then excuse me, but I do not need an extra mouth here! There’s too much work to do!”

	“What if the squirrels take him to their place?” Hedgehog voiced his next idea aloud, but the two redheaded friends immediately shook their muzzles vigorously from side to side. They did it so actively that they almost spit out all the treats they had stuffed in their cheeks.

	“We’re full; the squirrel kits were born recently. We’re stockpiling nuts at the moment. We can shelter him only in the winter,” said one of the squirrels.

	“Well…” Hedgehog looked sadly at Becky, whose tail was wagging. He had already resigned himself to the idea of living with Hamster forever. “You have no place for him, either, right?”

	“Well…” Becky sat down and thought about it. “Actually, you know… I do have a place…”

	Becky really wanted to spend more time at the river because her family wouldn’t be home until late today, but helping Hamster was a top priority.

	“Let’s go!” The dog wagged her tail invitingly on the ground and nodded to a frustrated Hamster. “Get on and grab my fur… Ouch! Not so hard.”

	 

	


Chapter 2 

	 

	Becky wasn’t sure she was making a wise decision. But there was definitely a place in her fair, faithful heart for this furry little fellow. So when Hamster climbed onto her warm back and took hold of her blond locks with his little fingers, she just turned to the others and said goodbye.

	Yes, maybe the idea only sounded good in her head. Although what she came up with couldn’t be called a perfect home, it was definitely better than a cold burrow or the water.

	She led Hamster to a strange little box. Andrew called it “the grill locker,” and he’d only used it once in all the time she’d known about it, so Becky wasn’t worried that someone might find Hamster and kick him out. There was no wind blowing in there, and the door was conveniently broken, so it couldn’t close all the way. This meant her new friend could easily get out of the shelter on his own when necessary.

	“So, what do you think?” Becky showed the makeshift house and wagged her tail as the sadness on Hamster’s muzzle melted into genuine delight.
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	“That’s awesome! Thank you!” Hamster hugged the dog’s leg — he couldn’t reach higher because of his small size.

	“I’ll get you something soft,” Becky said, knowing that sleeping on a soft bed was a real pleasure. She had experienced that firsthand.

	The dog chose her warm sweater, which she used to love, to furnish Hamster’s house. But for the sake of her friend, she was willing to make that sacrifice and more! After dragging the sweater into Hamster’s new house, she brought him some meat rings in her mouth. It was a good thing Ida always left her some snacks before leaving.

	In this way, Hamster, albeit not immediately, found a new home — safe from a negligent owner and the forest that frightened him with its strangeness. Becky felt relieved: Hamster lived in the grill locker, no one kicked anyone out, and no one quarreled with anyone. Life should have gone on peacefully, if not for one incident.

	It all started when Becky, yawning widely and opening her eyes, did not hear the familiar singing of the robin in the morning. It had happened before, but today Becky somehow felt with her canine heart that something was definitely wrong. As Hamster, who had been furnishing his new home with all sorts of roots and twigs for a week, explained to her, he had found the robin this morning at the roots of the apple tree. The bird was not feeling well, so he and Mouse had moved her nest, which she had made for her future offspring, under the raspberry bushes. However, they had absolutely no idea how to treat her, so they waited for Becky to wake up.

	The dog didn’t know how to help in such a situation either. When she felt sick, her owners would take her by car to the doctor. He prescribed some incredibly unpalatable medicine, but Becky always recovered quickly after that.
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	“And how do we get those medicines?” Hamster muttered anxiously, looking towards the sleeping bird. “The doctor is far away; we won’t be able to reach him.”

	“I don’t know,” Becky sighed sadly. “I could try to pretend to be sick…”

	“Yeah, that would do!” Hamster jumped joyfully. “You’ll get the medicine this way, and we’ll give it to the robin.”

	There was nothing difficult about this plan for Becky: as soon as she refused to eat once or twice, Ida immediately sounded the alarm.

	“Keep an eye on her, I’ll get the pills as fast as I can,” Becky assured her friends and headed home. She had to concentrate on how to get to the doctor without raising suspicion.

	Becky was lucky. As soon as she entered the house, Ida was pouring food into a bowl. Ah, how delicious those beautiful pieces of meat smelled! Unbelievable! Becky really wanted to eat at least a couple of those… But the dog restrained herself as best she could, only sniffing them before dramatically turning away from the food.

	“Becky, darling, what happened?” Ida asked gently as soon as she noticed the strange behavior of the dog. Becky just lay down next to the bowl, sadly turning her head away from her favorite food. This was not a good sign. “Are you feeling okay?”

	A mother’s
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