A few thoughts
Hey there folks!
By the end of November, my mother, the Kofi’s and I made our long-awaited trip to New York City. During the last days, Nikki and I made a few more corrections to the story, and now we look through the numerous photos we made to pick out the best ones. A friend of Nikki will take a look at them afterwards to make corrections, but this will take a while. And we prefer not to publish our newest entry without them.
While I listen to some classic songs from the 80s, I want to tell you a few things that happened here lately.
I want to begin with Christmas. It was the second time Nikki and I celebrated it as a couple. I don’t want to spoiler too much, but during our time in the Big Apple, I found a Christmas present which made Nikki very happy. For my mom, we found a new set of Egyptian cotton bedding set. She's wanted to change hers for a long time, but never had the heart to spend that much money on herself, she said. For Mr. and Mrs. Kofi, we found a special album of their favorite musical songs, and a set of special knives. The gift Nikki's parents gave us all was really great. They invited all of us to a long weekend at a spa during New Year's Eve. It was so relaxing. The warm water, the massages, I even got a manicure and pedicure. We watched a large fireworks display while sitting in an outdoor whirlpool, it was fantastic. Nothing better than beginning a new year with your best friends and the love of your life.
The main reason for spa was, well, me. During our trip to the big city, I had several, how should I call them, sightings of something that wasn’t there. Mrs. Kofi meant it was the stress, and so she proposed a stay at the spa mom and her went to as Mr. Kofi, Nikki and I went camping with Mikey and his father.
Next to presents we gave our parents, Nikki and I wrote a little letter, which we read together:
To our dear parents:
You gave us life, you raised us up. 
You protected us, gave us safety, no matter what.
You were there to aid us, was it a broken heart or just simple cuts.
You accompanied us in sadness and joy, and you more than once saved our butts.
We want to say thank you for everything. Without your support, we would have never made it so far. We would have never been able to stay together, if you wouldn’t always stand right behind us.
We know that we don’t say it not nearly often enough, and, so please believe us if we say it,
Coming from the deepest depths of our hearts, 
Thank You
I still begin to cry while reading that, I am sorry. Sometimes I am really too emotional. I am so happy to have a mother like mine. And that Nikki’s parents are so supportive as well. Especially her father. If you had told me that about two years ago, I wouldn’t have believed you a single word. I was so afraid of him. But during the time he became a supporter, yes, a protector for Nikki and me. Mom sometimes says that she is happy for him being a father-like figure for me. You know, an example for what a good man should be. We are really lucky to have parents like that.
In January, we had two unexpected visitors. My grandparents, or, my father’s parents, to be exact. You know, the story of us Anthropomorphs is pretty young. There aren’t many generations yet, and my grandparents aren’t as old as you might think. They are now in their late 50s. So yes, they are some of the first Anthropomorphs. I can’t say how happy I am that the fight for equal right didn’t take such a long time for us. If my history books are accurate, it took no longer than two or three years. Here you have to know that the first of species were not naturally born. They were born in tubes. My grandparents once told me that they belong to those who were born in such a way. As soon as they were ready for it, they were sold to some rich humans as servants, and that was also the place where they met for the first time. The fell in love at a young age, and even before my father was born, what was 1979, the Anthropomorphs were granted with equal rights. It is still strange for me that they are both so religious. How they can believe in something like a God who creates everything, will always be a mystery for me. 
But ok, that is not our topic here.
It was early in the morning on the 8th of January, as the bell rang. Like usual, Nikki was at our place over the weekend. It was her who opened the door. Of course, she didn’t know them. She first thought they were Jehovah's Witnesses or something like that. My girl already wanted to close the door again, as mom came to the door and see what is wrong. 
Long story short, it was a terrible day for us. Full of false claims, such as that Mom was to blame for my father's death. They also said again and again, that it is because of them, that we are living in this house. It was a gift to my father, as he and mom got married. Gladly, Nikki called for her parent, and the cavalry arrived minutes later. Mr. Kofi nearly exploded, after my grandparents insulted my mother again and again. Only after he threatened to kick them out, they finally stopped. After that it got a little calmer, but we were all glad when they finally left. I guess that I don’t have to explain why I don’t like it to visit them.
A happier thing to talk about is, that I began to practice with Nikki’s theater group. 
Raphael is a nice guy, and the rest of the group is very friendly, too. They currently prepare for “A Midsummer Night’s Dream”.  And as Nikki put it in our entry about her first big play, Raphael asked me to play Puck. I guess because I am the smallest of them. But it sure is a lot of fun, even if learning these texts is really hard work. 
Well, that should be it for now. 
We all hope that you are fine out there.
Take care, and stay safe
Nikki and Balto
