
The author retains full copyright. CAKE.shortandsweet is printed with the author’s consent, and no profit is made.

.shortandsweet
issue 4

CAKE
a slice of madness

The Portico Library

ca
ke

sh
or

ta
nd

sw
ee

t.w
or

dp
re

ss
.c

om
fa

ce
bo

ok
.c

om
/c

ak
es

ho
rt

an
ds

w
ee

t
tw

itt
er

.c
om

/#
!/

ca
ke

sh
or

tn
sw

ee
tCAKE.shortandsweet is a non-

profit publication that aims to help 
unpublished writers get their work 
seen. We print out the best short 
stories we receive and distribute 
them to local venues. Feel free 
to take a copy home with you to 
show your friends. If you enjoyed 
this story, please take a moment 
to leave the author feedback and 
share their story with others.

august 2012

every dog has one (its day)
by Jennifer Tang

  He waits for Jennifer to get back home, running up to her 
car and sticking his head in when she opens the door. 
  “Hello!” she says cheerily, scratching at his ears and distracting 
him momentarily from his goal. “Have you been a good boy 
today?”
  Geo hears Tygrr scoff, but he’s pretty sure Jennifer’s human 
hearing can’t pick it up. He just wags his tail at her and jumps 
up to place his front paws in her lap and nose at the wheel.
  “No car ride right now, boy, I just got back. And you haven’t 
had walkies yet!” 
  Well played, sir, Geo thinks, because obviously walkies is the 
winning response to anything.

  Tygrr is not sure how exactly Geo is planning to execute his 
idea of travelling the world. But he obviously needs all the 
help he can get, because he is now wasting valuable walkies 
time to consult with two of the neighbourhood dogs.
  “See, what you really need is -”
  “And then, you -”
  Tygrr has no clue what they’re talking about, but Geo is 
wagging excitedly, nodding along to their advice. Absolutely 
no sense of propriety at all, Tygrr sighs to himself, before he 
finds himself held hostage by a wily shrub.
  Jennifer kindly helps him escape its clutches, petting him 
reassuringly all the time. He wags his tail at her, thinking he 
ought to warn her of Geo’s impending treachery.
  He’s been meaning to pick up writing; he could leave her a 
note. So that’s sorted, then. 

  The fates are remarkably kind, Geo thinks. It must be a karma 
thing, he’s always known that being nice would eventually pay 
off, despite what Tygrr said to the contrary.
  It is now 9:14pm. For all that he’s been planning for five hours, 
things are falling into place very well. Jennifer, in a baking fit, 
opened the fridge to find all the eggs gone (Geo had snuck 
them out and stashed them in his secret hidey-hole), and was 
now getting her keys to drive out to the grocery store. Geo 
follows her to the car, jumping in when she opens the door.
  “Oh, do you want to go for a car ride?”
  Yes! Geo grins at her. Its his most charming smile, the one 
with all his teeth.
  “Okay then. But move over, I can’t drive if you’re in my seat,” 
she tells him, and nudges him aside. He moves to the back, 
startled to find Tygrr already there, eyeing him balefully.
  “I’m watching you,” Tygrr says ominously.
  “I’m getting you a bell,” Geo grumbles in reply, because 
seriously, but Tygrr just ignores him and licks off traces of eggs 
from his whiskers.
  Jennifer starts the car.

  Tygrr watches from the back seat as Jennifer begins to 
reverse out of the driveway, then turns onto the main road.
  He watches as Geo carefully raises his paw to the back of her 
seat, and in one swift move, applies pressure to a spot on her 
neck that makes Jennifer suddenly slump over.
  “You better not have hurt her,” Tygrr warns, as the car trails 
to a stop, making a car behind honk at them loudly.
   “Of course not!” Geo says, offended. He hits the hazard lights. 
“She’s just resting. Now help me move her to the back.”
  Tygrr looks at Jennifer’s unconscious form and thinks of 
the note he had started writing. He feels bad that he hadn’t 
been able to finish it; all it says so far is HELLO JEN THIS IS 
TYGRR (YOUR FAVOURITE). I JUST THOUGHT YOU OUGHT TO 
KNOW, GEO IS PLA-. Too much exposition perhaps, but his 
penmanship is fairly flawless.

  Geo gets Jennifer comfortably settled in the back seat, then 
returns to the driver’s seat and turns off the hazard lights, 
signaling to cut back into traffic. It’s only when he’s turning 
the wheel that he realizes -
  “It’s a two-dog job!” he tells Tygrr. “Come help with the 
pedals.”
  “Just drive,” Tygrr says from the leg space where he is already 
pressing the gas. Geo is certain he wasn’t there two seconds 
ago.
  “How did you...?” Predictably, Tygrr doesn’t answer, but Geo 
is just happy that he has company and help, even though 
he suspects Tygrr is just there to make sure Jennifer is okay, 
which is a bit insulting because Geo is very fond of her too, 

It is 3:57 pm. Geo knows this from the digital clock blinking 
green in the kitchen. It’s taken him a long time to figure out 
how to tell time, but he had a thrill of satisfaction when 
he finally realized that 9 and 6 weren’t just funny symbols 
flipped around to mark when Jennifer usually left the house 
and came home, but actually meant something.
  Tygrr scoffed at his efforts, but nonetheless helped to 
count how many hours made a day, and also pointed out 
when feeding time was. (As if their tummy rumbles weren’t 
enough, but Tygrr can be a grumpy bastard with him so Geo 
tries to be positive about all their interactions.)
  “I’m bored,” he tells Tygrr, who is sunning himself on the 
porch. Tygrr opens one eye to look at him, then shuts it again 
in clear dismissal.
  “So find something to amuse yourself.”
  So Geo does.

  “I don’t know what you’re planning, but I’m sure that it 
will mean trouble,” Tygrr says to Geo, somewhat fatalistically, 
three hours later during walkies. “And no treats.”
  “I have no idea what you mean,” Geo replies blithely, as 
he trots down to stick his nose through the next-door 
neighbour’s gate and sniff at their new poodle. Tygrr doesn’t 
care much for her: she’s an uppity bitch, and thinks the boys 
crude lumbering louts. But Geo is ever the optimist and 
appallingly friendly to everyone. Ironic, coming from the 
golden retriever.
  Tygrr spares a glance at Jennifer, who is splitting her attention 
between them, making sure that Geo doesn’t run amok as 
he is wont to do, and also ensuring that Tygrr doesn’t get 
ensnared by tricksy bushes. When she sees him look up, she 
smiles brightly and rubs the side of his neck. He wags his tail 
at her and allows her to lead him away from a sneaky-looking 
fern.
  She really is his favourite, he hopes whatever Geo is going to 
do won’t upset her too much.

  Geo is excited, and has gone to consult the fish in the koi 
pond. 
  They aren’t the friendliest of fish and seem to be a bit scared 
of him, no matter how many times he tries to convince them 
he doesn’t care much for self-serve sashimi: Jennifer feeds 
him hand-sliced scraps or little flakes of cooked fish, what 
would he be doing trying to catch them himself? 
  “Stay up there, dog!” the red one warns as they all swim 
downward, much too far to hear him properly. 
  “I only went in once, and I’ve apologized!” Geo protests. 
It’s very unfair and hurtful that they cling onto that event, it 
was a big misunderstanding. Fish generally aren’t the best 
orators, everything they say tends to be burbly and not 
convey sarcasm properly, so really, it’s their fault for telling 
him to “bite” them.
  “Does your plan have us getting out of this pond?” the 
yellow one asks.
  “Yes!” Geo tells them excitedly.
  “We like it here. Find someone else.”

  The birds listen to him with some interest, but remind him 
that they can pretty much go wherever they please. They do 
wish him luck though, which Geo appreciates. 
  “I’m hearing things like ‘travel’ and ‘around the world’,” 
Tygrr says, making Geo jump. Sometimes, Geo suspects Tygrr 
is secretly a ninja; for all that he never seems to move, he 
would silently appear out of nowhere.
  “Are you a ninja?” he asks, though he knows it’s pointless; 
he’s asked plenty of times before and Tygrr always just gives 
him a look and ignores the question.
  “Don’t disturb the peace, young one,” Tygrr tells him. “We 
have food, treats, walks, space and lots of tummy rubs. Why 
are you trying to spoil it?”
  “I’m not!” Geo insists. “I just want to see what else is out 
there! Don’t you ever wonder?”
  “I don’t have to. I know that nothing is as good as home. 
Except the market. It’s nice.”
  “We can visit the market,” Geo offers temptingly. “When we 
get out of here.”
  Tygrr looks like he might be considering it for a moment, 
but shakes his head and looks around the garden. “This is all 
I need.”
  With that said, Tygrr sinks down to rub his belly against the 
cut grass. Geo joins in a moment later, and it is awesome.
  But he still wants to carry out his plan.

and would never hurt her. The nerve pinch he’d performed 
was guaranteed not to hurt, according to the Rottweiler 
who Geo is pretty sure was in the Black Ops, not that he’d 
ever get a confirmation on that.
  I would be awesome in the Black Ops, Geo thinks, and 
steers them towards the upcoming exit.
  

  It is about an hour later when Geo glances at the rear-
view mirror and sees flashing blue lights. “Dangnabbit, it’s 
the man!” 
  Tygrr steps on the gas.
  “No, stay cool! Stay cool!” Geo tells him, and signals to pull 
over as the lights and the sirens get closer. Tygrr hits the 
brakes and they roll to a stop. Geo winds down the window 
and waits.
  “We’ve been getting reports of a dog...oh.” The policeman 
stops when he finally looks up from his scanner. “Um.” 
  Geo gives him his best smile, with even more teeth. The 
man steps back.
  “Here!” Tygrr passes him a small piece of plastic; Jennifer’s 
driving license with Geo’s face carefully applied on the 
photo. Geo offers it to the very anxious looking cop.
  “Um,” he says again, and peers at it without getting too 
close. He looks from the photo to Geo’s face and back again. 
“Well. This looks to be...in order...”
  He gives them a nervous smile and nods, backing away and 
returning to his vehicle. Geo can hear him cancelling any 
orders to follow up on their car.
  “That was close,” he says to Tygrr, as they resume their 
drive. 

  “I feel like waffles!” Geo says. “Where can we get good 
waffles?”
  “We just passed a diner,” Tygrr says, checking the map on 
Jennifer’s phone. Geo isn’t sure how Tygrr manages with the 
fiddly little buttons; he always keys in the wrong thing when 
he tries.
  “Do you feel like waffles?” Geo asks. Tygrr considers this.
  “No, but maybe pancakes.”
  Geo throws the gear into reverse, checking the rearview 
mirror as they edge their way backwards on the highway. A 
few cars honk at them, but stop when Geo frowns at them 
in return. Geo hears a car skid and scrape against a divider, 
but he stays focused on keeping them on their path. Safety 
first, after all. 
  Just as they pull into the diner’s parking lot, Jennifer stirs.

  “Mmrrmmph,” Jennifer mumbles, turning on her side and 
promptly falling over the seat. She startles, hitting her head 
on the back of the passenger’s seat as she sits up. “Aah! 
What!”
  Geo beams at her while Tygrr composes another note in his 
head. It begins, SORRY.
  “Where are we?” Jennifer asks them, less of a question than 
a panicked yelp. She looks out and sees the diner, then turns 
and reads the road sign. “You drove us over state lines?”
  Tygrr hands her phone over, and she stares at it. “You want 
waffles and pancakes?”
  “Seriously, how do you type on that thing?” Geo asks Tygrr, 
who just shrugs.
  “You drove us over two state lines for waffles and pancakes?” 
Jennifer sounds distressed. Geo thinks waffles would help. 
  “You. Are. Crazy! Crazy dogs! Both of you!” That is definitely 
distress in her voice and flailing arms. “I can make that at 
home! Why did we have to come this far?”
  But she climbs back up onto the seat and lets Geo stick his 
head under her palm to be petted. Tygrr scoffs at him, but 
ninjas his way into the backseat while Geo isn’t looking and 
Jennifer pats him as well.
  “Crazy dogs,” she says again, but calmer now. She looks out 
at the diner. “Well, I suppose since we’re already here.”



The Siege
by Brinda Banerjee

http://modscheherzade.wordpress.com

Dog Days
by Sarah Grace Logan

http://sarahgracelogan.wordpress.com

My Naniji is on her deathbed at ninety six. I sit beside 
her, sleepless after my sixteen hour flight from New York 
to Delhi. “It’s so hot,” she whispers. I hold the tumbler of 
water to her dry lips but she whimpers and closes tired 
eyes, and I realize she is too weak to raise her head. The 
water must be spooned into her mouth. I nod and begin 
to remember another white hot summer day in my 
childhood home in Jaisalmer, when I was ten. 

  On 14th May 1982 I, Shashi Kumar, finally woke to the 
harsh truths of life. 

  Naniji sits upright in her wicker armchair on the 
verandah with a stone face, gimlet eyes trained on my 
tree, hands resting on her stick.  
  Everything had been going my way this summer. Today 
began just as usual but things went awry in between. 
My cousin Shibu and I had taken to sleeping outside on 
the verandah due to the extreme heat. Shibu’s mother, 
who is my Mamiji, made up our beds as always – laying 
our cotton mattresses on the rattan mats on the roof 
and tucking a sheet neatly in. She’d strung up the 
mosquito nets over our two mattresses, tying the ends 
to the window shutters looking onto the verandah and 
weighting them to the ledge with a couple of bricks. I 
loved to lie there under the night sky, watching the 
brilliant stars. Sometimes Shibu’s father, my Mamaji 
would join us and he’d point out the constellations to us 
until we fell asleep. Yesterday he showed us Sirius, the 
dog star that is visible in the clear summer sky. 
  Earlier this morning, Shibu and I sat, freshly washed, the 
picture of innocence at the large dining table. Naniji and 
Nanaji sat at either end; Mamaji next to Nanaji with his 
nose in the newspaper. Mamiji served us all breakfast – 
eggs and double roti, or alu paratha and curd, or halwa 
and puri, washed down with cool tumblers of creamy 
milk. After breakfast we were free to play until lunch 
time. 
  Shibu’s elder sister, Deepa, was really the reason for 
all the trouble today. The whole house including Naniji 
had been agog all morning with preparations for the visit 
from Deepa’s latest suitors. The groom-to-be’s entire 
family was expected for lunch. Mamiji rushed around 
looking harried while Naniji yelled at the cook and the 
servants, getting the elaborate midday meal prepared. 
Mamaji had made at least two trips to the market with 
the servant boy to fetch the fresh green vegetables and 
other supplies. Then Mamiji sent him again to fetch 
cream and jaggery for the sweets. Naniji’s special pressed 
cottage cheese sweets were being prepared.
  We found Deepa curled on a chair in the library 
weeping. I decided she was worried the groom might 
not like her. Silly girl. I pulled her hair that she wore in a 
long plait down her slender back, and told her to smile 
at the groom and everything would be alright. She grew 
angry and slapped us both before driving us from the 
cavernous library. 

  I jumped, pulled out of my reflections by Naniji calling 
to Motilal the gardener, “Make the hole deep Motilal!” 
I glared at her, how could she plan to bury me, a poor 
orphan, her daughter’s only child?! If only my mother 
were there. From my perch up on the tree the hole 
Motilal was digging looked very formidable. The tension 
felt foreign – I was used to living carefree; climbing trees, 
mooching lichis and mangoes from Naniji’s orchards; 
playing the fool with our sleepy school masters. Charming 
people with my mischief had always worked, until now. 

  The guests arrived. They sat in the big stuffy drawing 
room, talking the way grown-ups will. The hours 
stretched and hunger chewed my insides. I found myself 
in the deserted pantry – even the maids were peering 
through the drawing room doors to catch a glimpse of 
Deepa’s suitor. They said he was good looking. I paused 

Jack always called them the God Days when we 
reminisced. 
  “Remember the God Days,” he’d say, sharing a wistful 
smile with his cider. The glass would shudder, rocking 
away from his loose-fingered grasp, and settling itself 
upright at last with a final, indignant shake. 
   “The long, lazy Dog Days,” I’d reply.
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for a moment while I was stuffing my face, to wonder 
what Deepa thought of him.

  I peered down from my peepul branch. Motilal was 
sitting by the edge of the hole, smoking a beedi. My eyes 
flashed over to the verandah. Naniji’s head was drooping. 
Her eyes closed. Could it be that the heat of the Jaisalmer 
summer afternoon had finally got the better of Naniji? 
Would I be able to make my escape?

  The meal went by fast with everyone chewing and talking 
constantly. I kept my eyes on my plate, I had no appetite 
by that time. Mamiji noticed but luckily her attention 
was diverted by the guests. When the meal ended it 
was time to serve the highly anticipated dessert. I knew 
the sweets were good – from first-hand experience. The 
scream from the pantry told the whole story. Our guests 
were embarrassed by the uproar that followed, and the 
shouting between the servants, Mamiji and Naniji. They 
left soon after, making their excuses and thanking Naniji 
effusively for her hospitality, assuring her they hated 
sweets anyway and were all diabetic to the last person. 
  Naniji was apoplectic. I’ve never had a poker face. 
Mamiji saw my guilty look, put two and two together 
and blurted that I must have eaten the sweets. I thought 
Naniji would explode and I ran for my life into the back 
gardens, clambering up the first tree I could find. I stayed 
put while she stormed at the foot of the tree, shaking her 
cane at me. Finally she turned to Motilal and spluttered, 
“Motilal dig a hole here right now. I will sit over there and 
as soon as that scamp comes down from the tree, you 
will catch him and bury him here in the hole. I have had 
enough of his pranks. This is final.” 
  And so the siege began. 

  I was reminded of the Moghul invaders staking out the 
Rajput kings here in Rajasthan centuries ago; I felt much 
like my ancestors must have felt trapped inside their fort. 
But there was hope. Mamiji, who had been wringing her 
hands and trying to soothe Naniji, beckoned urgently. I 
slithered down. Smiling, Motilal threw away the beedi and 
began to fill up the hole. I ran past my sleeping Naniji into 
Mamiji’s protective embrace. She would hide me away 
from Naniji until the incident was forgotten and things 
got back to normal. Thank god for the sultry summer 
afternoons and the extreme heat that lulled the enemy 
into somnolence.  

  I smile and wipe Naniji’s wizened forehead with an iced 
cloth and a gentle hand. Deepa is still happily married, 
and the time Naniji nearly buried me is still recounted 
at family gatherings. Suddenly I am overcome with 
exhaustion. I tell myself it is from the flight, laying my 
head down on Naniji’s pillow. I wake to Mamiji’s hand on 
my shoulder. “I think she was just waiting for you to get 
here. She’s gone, beta.”

  The preacher was new and his sermons were short. 
Jack and I never discussed the hand we’d had in Father 
Joseph’s passing earlier that year. How were we to 
know about his heart condition? The new preacher 
was young, but not what you’d call enthusiastic. More 
nervous really, especially of us, though we couldn’t 
fathom why.
  As soon as God’s wisdom had finished flowing over us, 
we’d run down the hill to the shoreline and wash off 
the goodness in the freezing cold water. After the cold 
of the church and the cold of the sea we’d be shivering, 
but the sun soon warmed us. When it refused, we’d 
run and run from one end of the cove to the other. No 
matter the weather we’d sprawl in the sand together, 
and our fingers would meet in between us. 
  “Father Cyril saw us today,” Jack whispered. “Does that 
mean God saw?”
  “God sees everything, stupid,” I muttered, rolling over 
to him. “I don’t care, he’s not real anyway.” I didn’t have 
much conviction then, the tyrannical rants of my parents 
had taught me of an all-seeing and vengeful God, but I 
chose not to care. Just as well Jack’s education was less 
abrasive; he didn’t have the constitution to stand up to 
an angry all-powerful being. As it was, he was happy 
wrapped in the cotton-soft lie that God would love him 
whatever he did.

  For me, those days weren’t about God. I had other 
things on my mind. 
  The night that changed me was the night the carnival 
came. Buttered popcorn, candyfloss sticking to his 
cheek, and the damp night smell of grass underneath 
us. We couldn’t help ourselves.
  My cousin Bren saw us, and ran straight to tell my 
father. He whipped me like a dog, beating me again and 
again until I fainted and my mother screamed. I lay on 
my stomach later, trying to get comfortable. Between 
the fierce burn from the lashes and the sultry heat 
outside I could barely close my eyes, let alone rest. A 
rustling stirred me in the middle of the night as I drifted 
in a feverish doze. With difficulty, I pushed myself up, 
whimpering as the movement opened the wounds 
on my back and thighs again. As I sat up, a white face 
appeared at my open window.
  I smiled. “Jack.”
  “Lie down,” he whispered, holding up his mother’s 
carpet beater.
  I eyed him nervously. “I’ve been thrashed once tonight 
already.”
  He grinned. “We heard the screams two streets away. 
Lie down.” I did as I was told. Jack propped himself on 
the windowsill, and used the carpet beater to fan my 
poor, burning back. It felt like bliss, the cool air soothing 
the fever on my skin. 
  “Does it help?” he asked. I nodded. “Go to sleep 
now.”

  Jack’s glass shudders again, and I catch it before it 
topples. “Let’s get home,” I say, helping him off the 
stool. His hands are shaking as he reaches for his jacket, 
and I help him into it. 
  “Give him a kiss, grandpa!” one of the local kids yells at 
me. I’ve mostly grown out of fighting. Jack lays a hand 
on my back, over the old scars. 


