
Her golden fur is now purple, 
red, and black.

She wags her tail when she sees me, 
and colour sprays around the room.

She has put her own signature on three 
of my mother’s paintings.  

I take my player 
out of my pocket.   

As I dial, Brad 
pops up on the 
screen.  

‘Should I hide?’

Brad shakes his 
head.  

I start 

scrubbing.  


