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I saw his picture online and fell in love. 
His foster brought him to my house and I said, “Yes!”


 

 

PREFACE

This memoir consists mainly of texts1 exchanged both one-on-one and in a group chat between my daughter Stacy, my son Delon, and me. My daughter lives in Illinois with her husband and two twenty-something sons. My son lives with his wife and eight-year-old daughter in North Texas. In 2016 I moved to North Texas from New Jersey to be closer to my family—at least part of my family. Now I live fifteen minutes from my son. 

The texts were sent between February 2020 and April 2021. It was during this time my rescue dogs and I began our life together as a family of three. I love my two dogs and have enjoyed getting to know them. I hope you enjoy getting to know them also.

My dogs are Truman and Wyatt. Truman is probably part English and part German shorthaired pointer. He’s white and brown with brown spots and is about forty-eight pounds. He has a melodious voice when he’s talking to me. Wyatt looks like he is mostly Queensland blue heeler or Australian stumpy tail cattle dog. He’s white and black with black spots. He has a high-pitched voice when he’s playing with rocks and a deep gravelly voice when he’s talking to me. Wyatt is about forty pounds. They are both rescue dogs. They are both smart. 

And it just so happens that the time we were beginning our life together coincided with the time of COVID and several historic news events. Some of these events are referred to in the texts and I have included information about them as I understood it. For more information there are some suggested sources in the Endnotes.



CHAPTER 1

INTRODUCTIONS

For many years I lived with two dogs, Molly, a whippet, and Trixie, an Airedale terrier. I loved them both. Molly was born in 2002. She was a puppy from the only litter my daughter’s whippet Badger and my whippet Dooley had. In 2008, after Dooley died, I adopted Trixie. She was about three. Almost immediately, Trixie and I started taking classes in order to get her an AKC therapy dog title. After receiving the title and before moving to Texas, she and I regularly went to several New Jersey nursing homes to visit with the residents. When we moved to Texas in 2016, Molly had been with me for more than fourteen years and Trixie for ten plus years.

But two years after I moved to Texas, Trixie died of a heart attack. One minute she was running happily to the back door to go outside, the next minute she lay dying on the floor. Although I still missed her and I thought Molly still missed her, about four months after Trixie’s death, I started looking for a second dog to add to our family. I decided it would be a rescue dog. 

Teddy was a rescue from South Texas whose owner had almost 150 dogs on his property. When a fire broke out on the property, the hoarding, neglectful conditions in which the dogs were living were discovered and the dogs were rescued. I saw a picture of Teddy online and made plans with his foster family to bring him to my house so Molly and I could meet him. 

In person, Teddy was as cute as he was in his picture. He was about six months old and lively. He was adorable. Yes, Teddy would do. I had fallen in love! He would fill in the empty space left by Trixie’s passing. Because the meeting went well, the foster arranged to bring Teddy back the following day to be my adopted dog! So, Teddy joined with Molly and me to make a family of three again. 

As it turned out, at times it was challenging to bring a six-month-old, pointer-mix, rescue puppy into the already established family of Molly and me. Neither Molly nor I were used to such an active puppy. Most of the dogs I had before were older when I got them. And although I got Molly as a puppy, her personality or breed or both had made merging into a family easier than it was with Teddy. 

Looking back, the problems we had stemmed from the fact that I didn’t understand Teddy wanted to play. For example, I didn’t understand why he always lunged for the flopping sleeve when I was putting on a coat. Often, when we were playing outside, he grabbed onto the clothes I wore and pulled. He made holes in several outfits that way. Trying to deal with him constantly grabbing my coat sleeves and my clothes was our biggest problem at the time. Now I think in both situations he might have been trying to play. He didn’t understand that the dangling coat sleeve wasn’t dangling to tease him. Nor did he understand that I didn’t want to be mouthed and played with as a puppy playmate would be.

Then about six months after adopting Teddy, Molly died. She was the dog I had the longest, nearly seventeen years! I was devastated. But the puppy, who I had renamed Truman, kept me busy. After her death, I felt I needed to plan challenging activities and additional exercise opportunities for Truman, so I signed us up for a nosework course. He did well locating the target, but because he is leash-reactive he was difficult to control in class. Despite that, we finished two courses. After we finished the second course, I decided to hire a dog trainer to work with both Truman and me. She worked with us weekly for several months. She helped us greatly. But going to the dog park was another story. 
Although the trainer went with us to the dog park a few times, going to the park without her turned out to be too difficult for me alone. Once Truman was in the park and off leash, he was fine. He enjoyed playing with the other dogs. He is leash-reactive. He is not leash aggressive, nor is he overly aggressive when he plays. He does play roughly though, so he needs to play with dogs his size and with dogs who play like he does. But dogs and owners already in the park didn’t know all that about Truman. They just saw a frantically barking, wildly jumping, strange dog trying to enter the dog park. 

After a while, recognizing that Truman and I had overcome our major difficulties (except for the dog park), I decided to look for another dog to complete our family. For me it felt so much better to be part of a family of three. In addition, it would give Truman a dog at home to play with.

After adopting Truman, I had decided to volunteer at the center that had rescued him. My “job” was to play with the dogs! Occasionally, I folded towels, but mostly I played with the dogs to help socialize them. In February 2020 while at the rescue, I noticed Willie, a puppy about nine months old. When I first noticed him, he was playing with two other puppies in an observation room. He was so cute and spunky. I enjoyed watching him play. When I went back the following week, Willie was in isolation because he had come down with kennel cough. Because Truman had shots to prevent kennel cough, I believed it would be safe to play with Willie. I thought I wouldn’t bring the disease home to Truman. So, I kept that cute, spunky, isolated puppy Willie company for two hours, and again I fell in love! I thought about fostering or perhaps adopting him, but would he get along with Truman? That was essential. So, I got permission to bring Truman to the rescue the following week to meet Willie. In the meantime, I read as much as I could about Australian stumpy tail cattle dogs as well as pointers.

As we got out of the car at the rescue the following week, Truman and two large dogs in nearby outdoor pens started out-of-control barking at each other. That was not a good start. I had feared but expected it because of Truman being leash reactive. Looking around, I noticed Willie was put into a large pen on the other side of the parking area so we could meet him. Truman and I started walking toward Willie and away from the two large barking dogs. Truman settled down. Then as we approached Willie, I noticed neither Truman nor Willie barked! I was surprised. Truman and Willie were quietly observing each other. When we got to Willie’s pen, the two dogs sniffed each other. All they did was sniff each other! Each must have decided to trust the other. I also decided. I decided to foster Willie. I would bring him home with us as soon as it could be arranged. That turned out to be the following day. 

It was during the next week or so, that the Coronavirus was becoming more widely recognized in the U.S. and warnings and shut downs began. Because of that and because they were so compatible, I decided to adopt Willie rather than just foster him. It turned out to be a good decision, but I didn’t like his name. Therefore, Willie became Wyatt, and the three of us began our life together just as the COVID-19 pandemic began for real in the United States. 


CHAPTER 2

BEGINNINGS

2/26/20 Wed 7:28 a.m. 

ME: (three pictures) He is an Australian stumpy tail cattle dog and perhaps pointer mix. It has been difficult so far (trying to find a compatible dog to adopt) but maybe this foster will work out.

DELON: How’s Truman dealing?

ME: Mixed. Did I send you a picture of Wyatt?

2/29/20 Sat 9:31 a.m.

ME: Delon, wondering if your dogs have had a Bordetella shot. 

ME: Wyatt is going to be confined to my entrance hall tomorrow morning, so the garage is the way (for you) to come in.

ME: Wyatt is on medication for kennel cough. When I mentioned at the rescue that I would like to try fostering him, they agreed to it. Space would be freed up so they could use it for other dogs they heard about and want to save. I said, “OK when should I pick him up?” They said, “Tomorrow.” 

ME: I knew he was sick. I had played with him that day. I called my vet and he said if Wyatt was on medication for at least one day Truman would most likely be OK. 

ME: Also, Truman has had a Bordetella shot.

3/2/20 Mon 8:48 a.m.

ME: Delon, do you know which would be easier …. Going to the Vet at White Rock City or the one on Lovers Lane?

ME: I decided on the Lovers Lane branch. 

(It was time for the next series of Wyatt’s puppy shots, so I needed to take him to one
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