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Love at first bite
Walking in the park one morning I hardly met anyone except for dog-owners. They all walked past me, but suddenly the appearance of a woman on the wrong side of thirty caught my eye. 
She was dressed in a full-length coat which was almost sweeping the asphalt. On her head there was a veiled bonnet and on her hands – a pair of gloves. On a leash with her this lady had a poodle stuffed into some ruche garment. 

I noticed a stray dog trotting by – and wondered why the lady stayed perfectly calm as her poodle bolted off the leash and went at the dog, jumping op on its back and snapping at the scruff of its neck. Frightened and stunned by the attack, the dog went down – but I could not have predicted what happened next. The lady sighed and uttered: “Oh, Minnie, do you like this stray thing so much? We`re taking it with us, then.” She turned to me: 
“Jenna Grayfield. Nice to meet you. Look what a great company I have waiting for me at home.” And she handed me a picture. 
“Mrs. Grayfield”, I asked her tentatively, “are all these dogs yours?” “Why, of course, dear”, answered she with a soft smile. “Mine and my husband’s. We`ve got a nice villa in the suburbs not far from here. It is such a pity you don`t have a dog.”

I frowned, not quite getting it. Seeing my confusion, the lady explained: “You know, dear, me and Minnie… we were living all alone for such a long time. Just the two of us in that big house – oh, that was a horrible, horrible time. Minnie, my clever girl, started picking on some dogs – and soon we became good friends with their owners.” 
I stood silent. Surely, there was no point asking her how she got acquainted with her husband.
