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Introduction

I never set out to write about dogs.

I thought I understood them already—

Their loyalty, their silence, their dependence on humans.

I believed freedom was always kinder than cages,

And that being owned was a kind of loss.

But life has a way of correcting assumptions.

What began as simple care for animals around me slowly turned into observation.

Observation became curiosity.

And curiosity led me into places most people pass by without seeing—

Garbage dumps at dawn,

Roadsides where hunger fights dignity,

Jungles where survival has rules harsher than law,

And deserts where freedom itself becomes a punishment.

I listened—not with ears alone, but with patience.

I watched how hunger reshapes behavior,

How fear teaches silence,

How companionship can both save and destroy.

Stray dogs are often romanticized as symbols of freedom.

But freedom, I learned, is not always mercy.

Sometimes it is exposure.

Sometimes it is loneliness.

Sometimes it is death arriving quietly.

This book is not written to make you pity dogs.

Nor is it written to glorify human kindness.

It is written to record what I saw,

What I felt,

And what changed inside me.

And once you truly see those stories,

You cannot look at freedom, ownership, or responsibility the same way again.

This is not a lesson I was taught.

This is a truth I learned—

By watching dogs live.

Among Those Who Cannot Speak

I am starting a story today—one I do not know whether I will ever finish.

All I know is this: whoever reads it will not walk away unchanged.

Even if the lesson is small, it will stay.

I come from Phakot, and animals have always been part of my life.

Not as a hobby, but as a presence.

From a young age, I found myself making space for them—quiet corners, shaded areas, places where they could breathe without fear.

At my home, many animals have lived under my care.

Each one had a place, not just to stay, but to belong.

I arranged those spaces slowly, learning along the way that animals do not need words to tell you how they feel.

You only have to stand near them long enough—and listen.

Where Comfort Ends, and Care Begins

Because when I think about how we live as humans,

I notice how deliberately we build our spaces.

We create rooms to sleep, places to sit, paths to walk,

Even separate corners just for our private comfort.

Everything is designed to serve us.

But when I truly looked at the lives of animals,

A quiet heaviness settled inside me.

Their world is rarely shaped with them in mind.

So I chose to respond in the only way I knew.

Inside my home, I made living spaces for animals too.

Not cages, not forgotten corners—but areas meant for rest and safety.

I keep one or two goats, two cats, pigeons, and many small birds.

Each one carries its body differently,

Moves at its own pace,

And lives its entire story without asking for attention.

Learning to Care, Learning to Listen

To care for them better, I joined communities dedicated to animals, dogs, and birds—

Places where responsibility is shared, and neglect has no excuse.

I wanted to be sure that nothing was missed, that no small need went unseen.

This has been part of my life for two years now.

And in that time, the lives of animals have slowly opened themselves to me.

I began to feel that they live with rules of their own—

Ways of resting, of warning, of trusting—

Not so different from how humans learn to live together.

Dogs, especially, taught me the most.

The more I tried to understand their feelings,

The more space I made for myself in their lives.

And once that space existed,

They began to show me things—quietly—

Things you do not learn by watching from a distance.

Even Happiness Has Teeth

Sometimes, I feel that none of them are truly happy—

Neither the dogs nor the other animals.

There is a quiet displeasure in their eyes,

A muted sadness that clings to them like dust.

I have observed many animals closely—

Dogs inside homes, dogs outside on the streets—

And strangely, both seem unhappy in their own ways.

The house dogs look dissatisfied with the lives they live,

Their bodies well-fed, their coats clean,

Yet their eyes often fixed on something beyond the walls.

And the street dogs, free under the open sky,

Seem burdened by hunger, fear, and endless survival.

It feels as if, like humans,

They too carry dissatisfaction within them—

Each life aching for what the other has.

Tired on Both Sides of the Road

The village dogs seem exhausted by their rural, metallic existence—

The sharp tools, the harsh grounds, the silent nights filled with unseen dangers.

And the city dogs appear just as weary of urban life—

Noise that never sleeps, streets that never forgive,

And kindness that comes and goes like traffic lights.

Both groups are tired.

Both feel trapped in their own ways.

The reasons are different—

I will speak of them later.

For now, it is enough to know this:

No matter where a dog lives,

Something in its life feels incomplete

Where Even the Wild Feels Heavy

Then I saw dogs in the forests—

and even there, they seemed unhappy with their lives.

Tall trees, deep shadows, damp earth beneath their paws,

yet their bodies stayed alert,

their eyes restless,

as if the wild itself had grown tiring.

I saw dogs in the deserts too—

the dogs of Sindh’s vast, burning lands—

where the ground scorches the feet

and the wind carries more dust than mercy.

They move slowly, ribs visible,

their tongues dry,

their eyes narrowed against a life that never softens.

Forest or desert,

green or barren,

the dissatisfaction remains.

When the Morning Began to Speak

Now I will tell these lives through the voices of the dogs themselves.

It will be a story meant to be felt, not just read.

What I learned by stepping into their lives—

By standing close to their hunger, their silence, their way of waiting—

Is something that still surprises me.

It was a summer morning.

I woke up early, the heat already awake before me.

The air felt heavy, unmoving,

As if the day itself was holding its breath.

From that morning onward,

I began to understand—and to think differently.

Not suddenly.

Not loudly.

But slowly, quietly,

With a kind of astonishment that kept returning to me again and again.

Even now,

That feeling still hasn’t left me.

Before I Fed Myself

I walked first toward the pigeons’ cage.

Every morning, this is how it is.

I freshen up later.

Breakfast comes after.

Before anything else, I go to those voiceless beings.

I look at them.

I give them grain and water.

Only after that do I eat something myself.

And believe me—

My love for these silent creatures borders on madness.

Sometimes I wake up at night,

Three... four times,

Just to check on them.

To make sure nothing is missing.

To be certain I haven’t failed them in any way.

This worry keeps me awake for nights.

There are nights I don’t sleep at all—

Only because a single thought keeps returning:

What if I missed something?

And the truth is,

Once or twice,

Over very small things,

I cried for weeks.

I will share those incidents with you.

I will—because you are reading my words with attention,

And I will also tell you about a man consumed by obsession,

A man whose entire life revolves around caring for animals.

But first,

Let me tell you these incidents.

The rest—the stories of that obsessed soul—

Will come later.

The Night Water Was Forgotten

That night, before dinner, I did what I always do.

I went to check on everyone.

The air was still warm.

The yard was quiet, holding its breath.

I moved from one shelter to another—

Placing food with careful hands.

I stopped by the pigeons’ cage first.

Grain.

Water.

Millet and rice scattered gently.

Soft wing movements.

A calm return to order.

Then the goats—

Fodder, water—

Their slow chewing sounds grounding the night.

For the dogs,

A little fatty meat and water.

They stayed close,

Heads low, eyes watching.

The chickens too—

I left food there.

Then I went inside.

I ate.

But something inside me felt unsettled.

Not hunger.

Not fullness.

Just a quiet fear—

Undefined, unnamed.

I slept.

At one in the night, I woke up.

For the first time,

I did not go back to check.

I told myself—

Everything will be fine.

Morning came.

I walked toward the shelters.

Everything looked fine.

I exhaled.

Then I reached the chickens’ cage.

The grain was there.

But the water was not.

And because there was no water,

One of the tiny chicks—

Born just days ago—

Lay still.

A sharp cry tore out of my chest.

Inside my head,

Inside my heart,

One sentence began to echo—

Loud, merciless:

You are a killer.

You killed.

That single sentence kept repeating.

For months.

I couldn’t sleep.

I cried.

I tried to reason—

Maybe it was destined.

Maybe the chick would have died anyway.

But when doubt settles into the heart,

Logic has no cure.

The answer that returned every time was the same:

No.

You killed.

I looked at the hen.

Her body was tense.

Her eyes fixed on me.

It felt as if grief and fury were breaking inside her chest.

That look sealed my guilt.

When I tried to lift the dead chick,

She attacked—

Pecking at my hands.

It felt like she was saying:

You killed my child.

Don’t touch him with those murderous hands.

With great difficulty,

I carried the chick outside.

She followed me.

Out of the cage.

Her eyes were wet.

I saw her tears

Through my guilty eyes.

Tradition says

The dead are placed high

So crows may take them.

I couldn’t even think of that.

The shock
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