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1.-...’Si-apoi am fost trei

Ce frumos miroase ...

Burtica mea ficea zgomot.

Mi-e tare foame!

Hmmm ... Acolo trebuie si fie ceva bun!
Trebuie sd vad!

Trebuie s gust!

Mirosul venea dinspre o masind gri opritd langd soseaua
zgomotoasa.
Rotile altor masini suierau pe 1angd mine, dar foamea era mai
puternica decét frica.

Am luat-o la fugd spre masina.

Langd masind stateau un bdiat si o fata.
Miroseau diferit de ceilalti.

Nu a graba.

Nu a suparare.

Miroseau ... a ceva cald si bun.

M-au privit si au inceput sd scoatd sunete blande.
Oamenii fac asta cand sunt bucurosi.

M-am apropiat.

Hmmm ... Nu miroase a mancare.

Atunci ce e mirosul asta?

Am intins nasul spre baiat.

El si-a pus mana pe capul meu.

Am incremenit.

Nu mai simtisem asa ceva pand atunci.

Mana lui era calda si se misca incet pe dupa urechi.
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1. ... And Then There Were Three of Us

It smells so good ...

My tummy was growling.

I’'m so hungry!

Hmmm ... There must be something tasty over there!
I must see!

I must have a taste!

The smell was coming from a grey car parked by the noisy
street.
The wheels of other cars whizzed past me, but my hunger
was stronger than my fear.

I'ran toward the car.

By the car stood a boy and a girl.

They smelled different from others.

No rush.

No anger.

They smelled ... of something warm and nice.

They looked at me and started making soft sounds.
People do that when they’re happy.

I got closer.

Hmmm ... It doesn’t smell like food.

Then what is this smell?

I stretched my nose toward the boy.

He put his hand on my head.
[ froze.

I’d never felt anything like that before.
His hand was warm and it was moving slowly behind my ears.

- s



Férd s vreau, coada mea a‘inceput sa batd aerul.

Au schimbat intre ei sunete scurte.

Fata a scos un ,,Da!” ascutit si fericit.

Nu stiam ce inseamna ,,Da”, dar suna ca atunci cand soarele
iese dintre nori.

Deodata, pamantul a disparut.

Doud brate m-au ridicat.

Lumea s-a invartit.

Inima imi bétea atat de tare incat o auzeam in urechi.
Ce se intampla?

Unde ¢ josul?

Am vrut sd ma zbat, dar bratele nu ma strangeau tare.
Doar ma tineau cu grija.

Pieptul baiatului vibra.

Scotea un sunet linistit, ca un mardit bland, fard pericol.

Burtica mea era mare si grea.

Nu de la méncare — stiam cum e cind burtica e plind de
mancare.

Asta era altceva.

Ma durea uneori.

Nu intelegeam de ce.

Apoi am simtit din nou ceva sub ldbute.

Nu asfalt rece.

Ceva moale.

O patura.

Miros de ceva curat.

Miros de ei ...

Usa s-a inchis cu un pocnet si lumea a inceput iar sa se miste,
dar fara sa fug eu.
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Without realizing it, my tail started wagging.

They exchanged short sounds.

The girl let out a sharp and happy “Yes!”

I didn’t know what “Yes” meant, but it sounded like sunshine
bursting through the clouds.

Suddenly, the ground disappeared.

A pair of arms lifted me up.

The world started spinning.

My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.
What’s happening?

Where is the ground?

I tried to squirm, but the arms weren’t holding me tight.
They were just holding me gently.

The boy’s chest was vibrating.

It was making a soft sound, like a gentle, harmless growl.

My tummy felt big and heavy.

Not from food — I knew what a full tummy felt like.
This was something different.

Sometimes it hurt.

I didn’t understand why.

Then I felt something under my paws again.
Not cold asphalt.

Something soft.

A blanket.

The smell of something fresh.

Their smell ...

The door clicked shut, and the world started moving again,
but T wasn’t running.
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M=am lipit'de pétura. I snuggled against the blanket.

Fata s-a agezat langd mine. The girl sat down next to me.
Maina ei a ramas pe spatele meu tot drumul. Her hand stayed on my back the whole ride.

Nu stiam unde mergem. I didn’t know where we were going.

Dar pentru prima dati simturile mele nu-mi mai spuneau But for the first time my senses didn’t say “run.”
,fugl”. They said “stay.”

Spuneau ,,ramai”.
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