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It had finally come. Martin Fenton had faced
the reality that he needed help for his problem. His affliction had
cost him his job at a prestigious CPA firm, and his beautiful wife
of five years had packed it in and gone east to re-join her old
boyfriend.

Martin’s answering machine was filled with
voices threatening all manner of action unless he paid his bills.
Somehow he had managed to stay one step ahead of the repro
professionals chasing the BMW.

Fortunately his brother, a successful
stockbroker, had agreed to provide him with enough brotherly love
funds to keep him from starving to death as long as he sought
help.

Now Martin sat on a brown leather couch
starring at a blue velvet upholstered chair ten feet away from him
where his analyst, Sydney, sat comfortably, starring back at
him.



Martin pulled a package of caramel creams
from his shirt pocket, ripped it open and pinched on a round
confection with his thumb and forefinger, then lifted it out
quickly and popped it into his mouth. “You’re a dog,” Martin said
as his teeth sank into the creamy center and he began chewing.

“Does that bother you?” Sydney replied
without emotion.

Martin slowly and rhythmically chewed on his
confection, looked around the professional looking office with its
subdued blue décor for a few moments, then turned to address
Sydney. “I wouldn’t say it bothers me exactly.”

“What would you say about it?” Sydney
asked.

Martin studied Sydney for a few moments,
swallowed hard, then popped another caramel cream into his mouth.
“I’d say it’s unusual.”

“In what way?”

“Well, dogs usually aren’t analysts—and
normally they can’t talk either.”

“But that doesn’t bother you?”

“I said it didn’t. I’ll admit I was a little
taken aback when Miss… .Miss….”

“Jensen,” Sydney completed the thought.

“Right. When Miss Jensen told me to go in and
have a seat and I found you sitting here and THEN YOU SAID HELLO.
That shook me for a while. But I’m okay with it now”

“Good. Let’s go from there shall we?”

“Let’s go where from where?”

“Let’s move on to your problem—what brought
you here.”

Martin leaned forward. “Okay, let’s do that.
But what if you have to go take a whiz on a fire hydrant while I’m
talking?”

“Not to worry, Martin. I don’t feel like I
have to do that. I’m certain our session can go on without
interruption.”

Martin settled back into the soft leather of
the couch again. “Say, what kind of a dog are you anyway?”
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