Dear Mum,

Happy Birthday!

Oops, little early. Or is it little late? Eh. Well, hello anyway. I'm not gonna put much in this, as Dasha (The pain in my brain is caused by tiny rain) wrote all the important stuff. IF YOU HAVE NOT YET READ DASHA'S LETTER STOP EATING..... ER, READING NOW!

I like emoticons :) and beer. It's quite nice and nice and quiet here. SARCASM. It isn't quiet here. The cat keeps making me suffer and Dasha screams a lot. AAARGH!!! MY EARS!!!! AAARGH!!! THERE IT IS AGAIN!! AAARGH!!! NOT AGAIN!!! Okay, I'm plugging my ears now.

......

......

......

Aaah, much better. The cat's called Барсик, as you should remember. He's grown in size, fur, eyes (VERY big eyes) and violence. I've got three scratches on my hand to show it. AAARGH!!! WHY AM I SUFFERING!?!?!?

