
I used to spend summers at my grandparents house, way up north. Driving for hours wouldn’t have 
felt so long, if only my parents would have stopped reminding me of my (I would say charismatic) 
attitude. Well of course, look at who made me, but that’s a story for another time…another planet.  

The arrival to my Grandparents place was always so subtle and freeing. Their house was old, soiled 
charcoal blue colour, probably from around 1900 and in need of some reconstruction. It stood in the 
middle of 10 acres of land, filled with sheep, goats, chickens and (my old time favourite) 10 year old 
Spanish waterdog named Rocco - I am still wondering how they got this dog; Is he from Spain? Can 
he swim under water? I know stupid questions from a teenage dirtbag. Anyway, he was beige and 
curly, we could call him barley for all I care. You guessed right. My parents would never allow me to 
have a dog in a town apartment, much less taking care of him, because I obviously wouldn’t - maybe I 
am one of the 10% of teenagers who would actually wake up at 5 am to take their dog outside for a 
dump, ah, they will never know.  

Rocco was the only living being I could pet, caress and someone I could really talk to. You would 
think that I was talking to myself, but Rocco was a special dog. His mimics could tell me what he 
thinks or what he suggests I could do. An honest yes was lifted eyebrows, a harsh no was showing 
teeth, barking would never answer anything - it would just remind us he is happy and satisfied. He 
could pity you, yet he was never angry. 

Four summers ago, our Grandparents got that little extra percentage of retirement bonus and decided 
to buy an additional 100 chickens - I guess that leaves us without our Christmas gifts again. It was the 
first time that Rocco didn’t run to me when we’d arrived. He wasn’t even near the house. Where was 
he? Did he die? Please don’t tell me he died Grandma. ‘Rocco is on a date with Flavurosa’, Grandma 
said with her prosthetic smile. Date? There isn’t a dog around for miles!  
‘Flavurosa is one of the new chickens. She is the most beautiful chicken I have ever seen. You have to 
see her, she has a turquoise wing, matching her red beak.’ 

Grandma, she is a chicken. Rocco is a dog. What is happening? Suddenly I hear this weird sound and 
then another. Weird chicken sounds from far away. Grandma can’t stop laughing, she starts 
suffocating from laughter (having less than a pack of cigarettes a day would help maybe) - Mom 
finally helps her breathe, ‘Its Rocco’, Grandma mouths. What is happening? ‘It’s Rocco imitating 
Flavurosa. He’s learning to crow’, Grandma says finally having her breath back. 

 So let me get this straight; A dog is dating a turquoise chicken. A dog is learning to crow. I mean, if 
that isn’t love, I don’t know what is. Actually, matter to fact, I don’t know what love is, since Su still 
hasn’t replied me yet. Girls still love old fashioned jokes, right? Why hasn’t she replied?  
‘So, can I see the dog, or did he forget about all of us now?’ 
‘Dear, is there something bothering you?’  
‘Grandma no.’  
‘Dear, come sit with me outside on the porch, we’ll talk while we wait for the young 
couple to return from their date,’ said grandma while she harshly pinched my right cheek. 

Su was my best friend’s sister, who had become more spontaneous over the course of a few years. She 
was one of those red headed girls, in a pin-up girly group, standing out because she didn’t mind being 
judged when she spoke her mind. She was smart, yet sometimes she wasn’t (but neither was I) - 
strange how I can be judgmental about something that connects to me. 

A week before my holiday, Mona (her lab partner) was sick, so somebody needed to be her substitute 
lab partner - I wouldn’t mind if professor Kinnley picked me. ‘Class, who would be willing to have a 
third partner?’ Silence. ‘Ok, anyone?’ Silence. ‘What a team you guys are!’, Kinnley being sarcastic 
as always (favourite professor of all time, if we don’t count the blonde Nancy B miss Caller from the 
east).  

‘We’ll do it!’ James, my lab partner says awkwardly. Wait. Does he like her too? After an hour of 
debating whether something goes together or not (I don’t pay too much attention to 
that kind of chemistry, if you know what I mean), I realised that it might be wise to talk to Frances, 
my best friend, about any further ‘happenings’ - as I would like to call them - that will happen (well 
they might happen…might). I already wanted to invite her to the cinema, but that had to wait. Or we 



could go to the fish & chips place that I love by the beach. Yes! Until the afternoon, I’ve calculated 
exactly how long will it take (1d4h53min) before I can talk to her again. I was waiting for school to be 
done for the day so I could meet up with James. ‘You really like her? Do you reckon, she’s a real neat 
girl!,’ James being James. 

‘So,’ grandma lightning her sixth cigarette since our arrival, ‘Having problems with girls eh?’  
Girl. Singular. ‘It will change to plural in a couple of years,’ nodding her head like she knew 
everything about my future. ‘Anyways, what’s her name?’ Su. Suzie. Suzanne. ‘Lovely name boy, 
lovely. So, what did you do?’ 

‘I don’t know. We went on a date. Fish and Chips. Watched a movie. Fun. Talks. Theoretical questions 
answered with rhetorical questions. A lot of seriousness, not enough jokes. The thing is that I really 
don’t know what went wrong, also, who goes on a date a week before summer vacation? ‘Yeah, so did 
you call her after your date?’ No, I wrote her a text that contained a joke in which I was a bit sarcastic 
about our date. It was a joke in the end. I really did have a lot of fun. ‘Wait a second, you wrote her a 
text with a joke?’ Silence.  

‘Ok, boy, first drink this,’ she passes her herbal whiskey on ice to me. I have a sip (Actually two, I 
made her think it was one). ‘Have a puff,’ she passes the cigarette she is holding. I immediately 
crunch, because Mom cannot see this ‘She’s not looking hun.’ I have a puff (Yes, only one, still not a 
big fan of those). ‘Now, I know that I am a couple of generations behind, but we need to sort this out, 
so all of us can have a relaxed vacation.’ 

We had a small wedding reception for Rocco and Flavurosa that summer or as I would like to call it – 
another excuse for the whole family to get drunk on the porch for no reason. I got my share of herbal 
whiskey. Rocco has been crowing happily ever since - I wonder if Flavurosa might bark the next time 
I see her. I don’t know, she is still a damn chicken though. Who would of thought that my 
grandmother actually figured out a text for Su, that was later replied to? Grandma saved me from an 
obnoxious summer vacation. She saved me from waiting (though we should never wait for girls). She 
saved me. In the end, she didn’t know much about my generation, yet she was right about the ‘plural’. 


