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Poodle and the puddle 
...this noble dog with its pedigree (obviously, not this kind of plain dog food the poodle has never seen even on TV) and its dog's dignity (that ruches by all means cannot destroy)  rushes after the mongrel, rips the leash and the poodle's owner falls down right into a puddle. Her gloves are dirty, her hat with a veil is dirtier and my precious reader is waiting for her language to be dirtiest of them all, but let me disappoint you. Such women prefer not to speak at all instead of uttering any rude words in public. Due to the fact that our life becomes harder and harder, I'm afraid, these women will become silent in a few decades. However, this time she is not silent at all. She rises from the ground, shakes the dirt off (with no less dignity her poodle possesses) and calls for her dog. Though I love animals, it would be better for this poodle to be deaf. Her voice is awfully squeaky and nothing can make it better, even the way she nicknames her "little fluffy honey rabbit" and pleads it to "come back immediately to have a kiss of reconciliation". If I were a young decent poodle, I would never come. If my owner used the word, which is good for a badger-dog because of its length, next to a kiss, I would run away...and come back in a minute, because a pretty mongrel might cheer me up for a moment, but after having fun you always need a big bowl of home-made food and ear-scratching. And if ruches are the price for such pleasure, let them be.

The poodle comes back alone, happy and full of wild energy. The woman takes it under her arm and they go home, both pleased with each other. I follow them with my eyes and smile the way I always do when the truth of life appears before me, ingenuous and unsophisticated.                     
