Test File Before
No. This story is not to be confused or associated with the Mythological “Leda and the Swan”. It is a story about Ariel the dog, and the swan that was not Zeus, and it has no overtones of promiscuity in it. We students do not encourage promiscuity unless when we assume that C permits.
Ariel was a King Charles Cavalier, the first of many in Apollo. The cavaliers are beautiful clean sweet and whatever and lovable as babies. However, Ariel developed a phobia of children under 15 years of age. When a child approached it, Ariel would become as vicious as a trapped wolf, and no scolding would calm him down. So, its first owner, who had two children, found a new master for him, a Student. 
The cavaliers accept anyone as a master, but the new master could not manage to take care of Ariel. So, NewMaster found a Mercurial way to get rid of Ariel. NewMaster asked Noah if he could take care of Ariel for a week, as he had a business trip. At the end of the week, he got another week-long trip, and so on. He simply refused to take Ariel back, and Noah became Ariel’s New Master. I must admit that I still bear some hard feelings toward that Student, although I did forgive him long ago. Transformation of feelings is not always easy.
Anyhow, Ariel became my Cavalier, and Noah actually does like dog pets. Once, Ariel took me by surprise. He asked me to wash him too. While I was taking a shower, Ariel tried to jump into the bathtub. I helped him in and he really enjoyed it. I just did not like his instinctive water-off shaking in the living room.
What about the Swan? At that time of the story, we had a large pond named “Swan Lake”, you guessed, it had several swans swimming in it peacefully, together with their signets. Really an idyllic sight. It is located just beside the Apollo Festival Hall, later dedicated to Sir Michel Goodwin, the late Orchestra Conductor. The Swan was one of those who swam in the pond.
One day I had to be at the Festival Hall and Ariel accompanied me. For some reason one of the swans, probably a male, decided to mark his territory in an aggressive bullying manner, and angry swans can even break a human arm. To my surprise, noticing the swan, Ariel took off toward it, barking ferociously, and the swan just fled away in panic. And what if the swan had attacked back? But it did not happen that way, and Ariel became the hero of the day and a great brave hero in this story.
When I had to resume working in the Bay Area, Ariel could not come along. A musician friend of mine, Susan Willoughby, took care of him. During weekends, I would come to pick him up. Ariel will come out from his hiding under the bed and follow me to my place. On Sunday afternoon, when I had to drive back to the Bay Area, I would take him to Susan, and he was happy to stay there. He was permitted to share Susan’s bed with Susan at the same time.
Ariel did not live too long. His heart failed him. The first owner cremated his body and held a Memorial Ceremony for our Hero Ariel.
And what about the Swan? 
He deserves to be remembered too, 
but only in this little story.
