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      The first thing everyone asks my Human is, “What type of dog is he?”

      My Human explains I am a Cocker Spaniel. Sometimes I have shaggy fur, which hangs in my eyes, and sometimes I have short fur my Human calls a seal coat. I once wore the Cocker skirt, which is long fur along the sides and a short cut on top, but after a bad groom where the groomer cut off some of the fur skirt but not all of it, that was the end of my Cocker skirt. Bad grooms are something I have a lot of, but that’s a story for another day.

      The second question quickly follows the first. “Is he purebred?”

      I guess everyone thinks because I am both black and tan and on the big size of an American Cocker Spaniel, I must not be purebred.

      I am very purebred.

      I come from a long linage of winning agility dogs and my father was a show dog. My mom is a black Cocker with a white chest. I have the same markings as her on my chest.  My uncle is a chocolate Cocker, which explains where I get my tan paws and bushy tan eyebrows.  I have six brothers and sisters in my litter and it was the biggest litter my mom ever had. The litter before me only had one pup. That pup stayed at the Breeder Human’s home with my mom, grandma, and uncle.  She thinks she is a very special pup because there was only one of her and she is a year older than all of us.

      But we know that our litter is the most special. We were born for magnificence.

      Every day we eat specially cooked food.  The Breeder Human holds each of us for a long time so we know we are loved. She places us in a laundry basket and potty trains us outside. People come to visit us all the time. The Humans take lots of pictures of us. They lift us and move our legs back and forth.

      In the afternoons, we roll and tumble in a large pen filled with blankets and soft toys. The pen sits outside on a deck, and we get used to outside noises and smells.  Our uncle, mother, and grandmother practice weaving between wobbling poles, balancing on teetering seesaws, and racing through canvas tunnels. We peer through the wire crates and dream of our days ahead filled with magnificence.

      I am the first dog to climb out of the sleeping box. I waddle down the long hall and stare at the pictures of my uncle, mama, and grandma. There are also pictures of other dogs I don’t know. All of the pictures have a lot of blue ribbons attached to the frames. This is what magnificence looks like. Sometimes the other dogs get into a big van and leave for a few days with the Humans. When they return, there are more ribbons on the wall. The dogs get fed special meals that smell delicious and my tummy growls with anticipation for when I will get those special meals.

      One day, we are given a test. This is the beginning of magnificence. But it’s been a bad morning for me. I got up on the wrong side of the pen. I snarled a couple of times at the other pups who got too close to my space. I hid the ball behind the Tester Human and peed on the floor. Magnificence slips out of my paws.

      After the test, we are loaded back into a crate. We tumble over each other. The Humans talk about us. They look at the videos and they decide our fate. I separate myself from my littermates and press my nose against the crate and listen.

      “The black and tan pup. He’s a little aggressive. He might not be so suited to the agility life. He should be a pet dog.”

      “Pet dog?” I ask my littermates. I am going to be a pet dog? My heart quivers and I shake. I shake and shake and shake. What is a pet dog?  How can I be a pet dog and still be magnificent?

      I ask all the dogs in my family. But no one understands the job of a pet dog. Everyone has always been an agility dog. I tuck my stubby tail between my legs and curl into the corner of the pen. The other dogs roll and tumble and play. But I don’t want to play. I am scared. I will not have ribbons by my picture in a hallway. I will not see my other littermates or family dogs at agility events. I will be off on my own as a pet dog. It is a fate worse than death. I can’t stop shaking.

      For the next couple of days, I pee outside. I eat as much as I can to fill my belly and follow all the Breeder Human’s rules. The Breeder Human gives all of us our first puppy haircut.  Everyone says I look the finest of all the dogs. My black and tan markings are striking. Maybe now someone will see how magnificent I am!

      The next morning, two of my littermates are taken away and reappear in the yard next door. We all sniff each other through the fence. In their new yard, there are lots of poles and tunnels to teach them how to be magnificent!

      That afternoon, someone arrives for my sister. The Human picks her up and holds her close. She coos at her and tells her she will be a magnificent agility dog. I sit very still. One by one my littermates leave for their magnificent lives. No one comes for me.

      Maybe a pet dog means no one wanted me at all! I whimper.

      But before I can go into a howl, a Human walks toward the pen. Her eyes glow and she smiles. I sniff. She smells like food and comfort and love. Lots of love.

      My Human picks me up and holds me close to her chest. I remember her smell from when the Humans came to visit us. The day she visited, she liked my sister, but I knew my sister was already spoken for. That day, I snuggled deep into the Human’s palm and tried to tell her I loved her. It must have worked because here she is—lifting me out and hugging me close!

      My Human talks to my Breeder Human and takes a bag full of goodies for me. She carries me outside and places me in the back seat of a car. I have never been in a car before and it smells like adventure and excitement. There is a mid-sized Human in the back seat. My Human explains this is someone she is mentoring. I don’t know what mentoring means, but I think it sounds like something nice. My Human must be a nice person to have this extra Human with her.

      Suddenly, the car moves and speeds up. Everything spins around me. My stomach lurches and my breakfast lands all over the seat.

      I shake and shake. I am sure I will never stop shaking. Someone let me out of this car.  Whimpers and howls come out of me and I barely know it’s me.

      The Human stops the car and turns to look at me. “It’s okay. First car rides make all dogs throw up.”

      I lay my head on the seat and close my eyes.

      The small Human rubs my fur. I am really glad she is riding with me. Everything swirls and dances around me. I stop whimpering and howling but I can’t stop shaking. I hope the car ride is over soon and I don’t have to take very many of these in my new life.

      It seems to take a long time, but eventually, the car stops. My Human lifts me out of the back seat. She carries me to a front porch and opens a door. An animal with a long tail and ears steps outside. Her tail swishes as she arches her back. She rubs against my Human.

      Who is this strange fascinating animal? I try to sniff her. But she moves away, and I can’t get close.

      “This is Cleo, the cat,” my Human says. “She lives here too.”

      The cat has the same colors as mine—black, tan, and white—but they look different on her. Tan, black and white fur swirls all over her body. The Human calls her calico. Cleo smells fun but she is very standoffish. Every time I try to get close to her to sniff her, she dances away like it’s a game. I lean down on my front paws and growl and bark at her. I want to be best buddies and hope we sleep on top of each other in the same pen.

      “Has the Human given you a name?” Cleo purrs.

      “No.” I paw the ground. I don’t want to tell Cleo I have a name. The Breeder Human gave me a name. She said I had a little bit of an attitude. It wasn’t my fault I snapped sometimes at the other pups in my litter. I just liked my space and they got too close and I had to tell them.

      “Do you know what a pet dog is?” I ask Cleo.

      Cleo winds among the porch posts. She still won’t come near me.  “No,” she purrs. “But it doesn’t sound good. I am not a pet cat. I am a cat.”

      I sit down and lay my head between my paws. I’m supposed to be magnificent but how can I be magnificent as a pet dog? I don’t even know what a pet dog is supposed to do!

      Cleo hops off the porch and rolls around in the grass. I want to join her and lunge toward her, but my Human captures me before I can leap off the porch.

      “Stormy!”  My Human says in a bright and cheery voice.

      Stormy? I cock my head. What is a stormy?

      The Human pets me. “I had another Cocker Spaniel. On the day she died, there was a big storm. On the way home from the veterinarian a rainbow came out. Your name will be the link between my two dogs.”

      The Human’s voice is sad. I know what happens at those final veterinarian appointments. All dogs know those final vet appointments are where we say our forever goodbyes to our Humans. I lean against my Human. I don’t want to say goodbye to her for a long, long time.

      “Stormy.” She rubs behind my ears. I press against her fingers.

      Stormy.

      I have a name.
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      The first night in my new home, my Human places me in a wire crate. It’s much smaller than the one I’ve slept in with my littermates. But there is a soft cushion I don’t have to share with my brothers and sisters who always took up too much space. My Human sits on the couch with a book and I try to keep an eye on her, but I’m very sleepy. It’s been a big day and my eyes close. My Human’s smell drifts around me and I feel safe.

      A few hours later, the cat swishes by and flicks her tail against my crate. My eyes fly open. There are no warm littermates for me to snuggle against, it is very dark, and I can’t smell my Human. I whimper as the fear overtakes me. I howl and cry.

      My Human rushes into the room and flips on a switch. The room floods with light.  She is holding a big pillow cushion and some blankets. It looks so warm and comfortable.

      “Stormy?” She peers into my crate.

      I smell her and stop crying, but I still whimper. I want out of here. I want to snuggle against her. I want to press myself against her so I know she is there. She doesn’t understand how big this loneliness is in me.  I’ve never felt something this horrible. I want out of the crate. I stand up on my hind legs and paw at the cage. “Please,” I cry. “Please let me out.”

      “I knew this might happen tonight.” My Human spreads out her pillow and blanket on the floor next to me.

      I lie down with my nose at the crate door and stick my paw through the bars.  I want her to take me out. I can sleep beside her on the big cushion pillow. I give her my best pleading look and whimper just a bit. “Take me out, please.”

      But my Human doesn’t understand me. She sticks her hand into my crate and rubs my fur. It’s better than nothing and after a long time, I close my eyes. I keep my paw on the outside of the crate bars. My Human continues to pet me until I fall asleep.

      I wake up a couple of times and the room is dark again. I feel lonely, but I smell her. My Human is beside me, lying alongside my crate. It’s not as good as sleeping next to her, curled up alongside her, but the big feeling of emptiness and sadness doesn’t come back.

      Soon, the morning light streams through the windows. I wake up and shake myself off.  Cleo is staring at me from across the room. She smirks and struts to my Human. Cleo kneads her paws in my Human’s hair for a long time. When my Human opens her eyes, Cleo dashes out of the room.

      My Human sits up and groans. She rubs her back. My Human should get a soft cushion. I feel great!

      I wiggle and wiggle. My stomach growls as I place my front paws on the ground and stick my rear end up in a nice stretch. The Human laughs and lifts the latch of the crate door.

      I tumble out and dash around the room in a game of chase with Cleo. She never lets me capture her, but I come close a couple of times before she dashes onto the couch and sticks her paw into me. Cleo has sharp claws on the end of her paw. I yelp.

      My Human rushes over and checks me. “Cleo!” she scolds.

      Cleo smirks at me before she swishes out of the room.

      “Stormy,” my Human says in a very sweet voice. “Breakfast.” She kneels by a food and water bowl not far from my crate. I waddle over to the bowls. I’m glad my Human has set my bowls near my bed! How nice of her!

      My ears drop into the water bowl and she lifts them out for me. My face fits into the food bowl and I eat fast. I always ate fast with my littermates!

      The food tastes different. It’s not all liquid and soft food. It’s crunchy and I chew hard. After I finish every bite, my stomach feels a little bit ouchy. I sniff for a good poop spot.

      “No, Stormy.” My Human carries me to the door where we came in last night. She places me in the grass.

      I get a little distracted by the smells. I smell Cleo and birds and squirrels.

      “Do your business, Stormy.” My Human touches the grass.

      I know what she means. My Breeder Human taught us to do our business.

      After I poop, my Human claps her hands and in a high-pitched, excited voice tells me I am a good dog!

      I strut toward her. Of course I am! I am going to be magnificent!

      I want to explore the grass, but my Human scoops me up and places me back inside the house. There are lots of other rooms and stairs, but she takes me to the room with my pen and food bowls. The room is blocked off with chairs and Cleo jumps over all of them to get in and out of the room.

      “I want to learn how to jump like you,” I tell Cleo.

      She leaps over a chair cushion. “I can’t teach you,” Cleo says. “Only cats jump.”

      I know that’s not true. My family knew how to leap over poles in agility. Cleo doesn’t know everything.

      My Human sits on the floor and I sniff everything in the room. I try to sniff under the couch and chair, but I don’t fit very well. Instead, I find a hiding place behind a chair. I lie on my belly and wait while my Human tries to find me.

      After a while, my Human lets me explore other rooms. I try to go up the stairs because I can smell her up there. There are a lot of her smells up the stairs. But she blocks the stairs with those chairs. Cleo hops over the chairs and sticks her paw out through the banister.

      “This is off-limits to you,” Cleo purrs at me.

      I don’t think it’s fair Cleo can go wherever she wants. I growl at her and she swipes her paw at me. I jump back. I don’t want to get her claws caught in my head.

      Cleo hops down the stairs. I follow her to a box with a lot of what looks like sand. She poops in the sandbox and everything smells so good. Cleo covers up her poop with the sand, but I can still smell it. As soon as she hops out, I stick my nose in the sandbox. I open my mouth to eat what Cleo has left, but my Human picks me up and shuts the door to the great treat sandbox.

      “No, Stormy,” she says. Her voice is firm and strong.

      I obey her because I don’t want to get in trouble on my first day.

      But my Human can’t keep the door closed forever. Cleo won’t be able to get to her sandbox.

      I will get some of Cleo’s treats soon!
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      It is a long day of play and fun with Cleo. I take many trips outside to sniff the grass and “do my business.” When it gets dark, my Human turns on a light and fills my food bowl. I enjoy the crunchy morsels as much as I did at breakfast and lunch.

      Afterward, my Human takes me outside. This time she leads me to a different door than the one I have been using all day. We pass through a room that smells like food, food, and more food. I want to sniff everywhere, but she picks me up and carries me out the door.

      Three big steps lead off a deck. A big grassy space is at the end of the steps, and I know that’s where I am supposed to poop and pee. But those steps seem really big.

      Suddenly, there is lots of little dog barking from behind a fence in the back of the yard.

      I barely think about the three steps and tumble down them. I race to the big fence and bark and bark and bark. I know they are little dogs by the size and tone of their voice. Even as a puppy, I am bigger than them!

      The Human laughs and claps her hands. I keep barking. I am magnificent! This is my job! I want those little dogs to know this is my house, my yard, and my Human. It’s my job to tell those little dogs that I live here!

      A female voice calls to the three small dogs and they give one last bark. I bark back at them.

      “Do your business, Stormy,” my Human calls from the top of the stairs. She claps her hands and laughs. “You are a good dog!”

      “Woof.” I bark at her in response. I have been so busy barking I have forgotten my job outside. I sniff around the grass and find a good spot.

      When I am finished, I push my back legs against the grass and it flies in the air. My Human laughs and picks me up. She takes me back up the stairs and into the house. But she doesn’t set me down to run around. Instead, she carries me to my crate and places me inside. She shuts the door. “Good night, Stormy.”

      My Human takes her place on the couch with her book. I close my eyes. I know when I wake up she will be on the floor beside me, just like last night.

      But when I wake up a few hours later, I can’t smell her. The lonely feeling is inside me again. It feels deep and awful. I whimper for my Human, but she doesn’t come.

      I howl.

      I howl and howl and howl.

      But my Human doesn’t come to me. Did something happen to my Human? Why doesn’t she come sleep on the floor with me?

      Cleo waltzes by my crate. “Shhh…” she purrs. “Our Human sleeps upstairs. She can’t sleep on the floor every night. You must be a big dog and sleep by yourself.”

      “Sleep by myself?” I howl. “I can’t sleep by myself. I am so lonely. Where do you sleep?” I don’t want to sleep with Cleo, but she would be better than sleeping by myself!

      “Dogs sleep in their crates.” Cleo swishes her tail. “I sleep on our Human’s bed.”

      Cleo sleeps on our Human’s bed and I have to sleep by myself? She sleeps upstairs where it smells like my Human and I sleep alone?  I howl even louder.

      I miss my littermates. I miss their warm bodies. I do not want to be in this crate by myself!

      I cry and cry but my Human doesn’t come for me. I cry until I am so tired I can’t cry anymore and fall asleep.

      When the morning light appears, Cleo sits on the table. She smirks at me and swishes her tail.

      “I want out.” I place my paws in front of me and raise my back end in the air. It feels good to stretch.

      “Howl,” Cleo says. “It’s morning. Our Human will get you.”

      I howl. This time I don’t have to cry for long. My Human appears, her face bright and cheerful. She isn’t rubbing her back this morning.

      I am so happy to see her. I do a little wiggle dance. She doesn’t know how long the night can be! I wiggle and jump around in my crate. She opens my crate and I tumble outside.

      I know I need to go outside to do my business. I run to the back door. I’m getting used to the hardwood floor and only slip a little.  My Human opens the door, and I tumble down the stairs and find my spot to pee. It’s quiet this morning, except for the birds. They are very noisy, and I bark at them.

      After I am finished, I follow my Human back into the room with my crate and food bowls. I eat while she removes the towel where I had a bit of an accident last night. I was so scared in my howling that a little pee leaked out of me. But my Human doesn’t scold me, she just places the towel in the big machine by Cleo’s sandbox.

      Cleo hops inside her sandbox. I sniff and lick my lips. I can’t wait for a tasty treat. But when I try to waddle over to the sandbox, my Human grabs me. I lick her nose. “It’s okay. We can make a deal. No sandbox treat, but tonight you could bring your pillow and sleep with me.”

      I think she hears my deal because she says, “Oh, Stormy, you are so cute!” and gives me a big hug.

      I am cute. I wiggle and lick her face again.

      But I am also part of the Human’s pack. She just needs to learn we sleep together.  I will find a way to sleep in the Human’s bed just like Cleo!
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      It takes a few more nights for me to stop crying for my Human. My Human buys me a big porcupine stuffed animal and I pretend it is one of my littermates. Sometimes Cleo sleeps on the couch next to my crate. She pretends she isn’t watching me, but when I wake up in the middle of the night, her eyes stare at me in the darkness.

      I am glad my crate is enclosed. I don’t want Cloe sleeping in my crate with me, no matter how lonely I get. Her claws might get me in my sleep.

      Every morning is the same routine. I love routine. Cleo prances by my crate as soon as the light comes into the room. I do my stretch and then whine, making sure my whine gets louder and louder until my Human appears. After breakfast, Cleo and I chase each other. I slide on the slippery floor and sometimes end up on my rear end. Cleo hides behind furniture, and as I dash by, her paw swipes me. She keeps her claws shielded inside her fur.

      One morning, Cleo sits down in front of me. Her tail swishes around her. She stares at me. “You don’t have a tail.”

      “Yes, I do.” I run around in circles and try to see my tail.

      “No,” Cleo says. “It’s gone.”

      My tail is gone? I whimper.

      “Stormy?” My Human says. “What’s wrong?” She bends to look into my eyes. I blink at her.

      “My tail is gone. Someone has stolen my tail.” I bark in high-pitched tones. I can’t be magnificent without a tail. I creep under the chair and lie down on my stomach.

      “Stormy?” My Human’s face appears under the chair. “Are you sick? Do we need to go to the vet?”

      I have visited the vet twice for shots. She is a young girl and I lick her face while she pokes me. I don’t think the vet took my tail.

      I stand up and look at my Human. “Where is my tail?”

      My Human studies me. “I don’t know what you want.”

      Cleo struts by and swishes her tail. My Human pets her and rubs her hand down her back and along her tail. This makes Cleo purr.

      I stare at Cleo’s tail. I stare and stare and stare. I look at my Human. “I don’t have a tail!”

      Light flashes across my Human’s eyes. “Oh!” She says. “You need to out.” She stands up and walks to the door. I don’t follow her. I don’t want to go out. I want to know where is my tail?

      My Human frowns at me and shuts the door.

      I continue to stare at my Human. Where is my tail?

      “Our Human can’t understand you.” Cleo lies down on the rug and rolls onto her back.

      I sit down. I feel my tail. It is back there. Why does Cleo say I don’t have a tail? When I get excited, I can feel it wiggle. “I have a tail,” I tell Cleo. I turn around so my back is to her.

      “You don’t have a tail. I’ll show you.”

      Cleo leaps up a few of the steps. “Are you coming?”

      My Human reads her book and doesn’t notice Cleo and me on the stairs.

      The stairs are big, but I can do it. It takes a couple of attempts to get up the first two stairs. My legs are short and the stairs are tall. I tumble down to the bottom but then learn how to move fast and push myself to the next step.

      Cleo waits for me at the top. “Come on,” she swishes her tail. “You are taking a long time.”

      I grunt and keep doing my two steps and a roll. Cleo doesn’t know how hard this is with small legs. I hope my legs grow soon and I can bound up the stairs like Cleo.

      At the top of the stairs, there is a slippery floor. Cleo waits for me in the doorway of a room with carpet. I don’t need her to tell me this is our Human’s room. I smell our Human all around me. It’s comforting to be in her room. There is a big bed in the middle of the room. This is where she sleeps! This is where I should sleep! I place my paws on the bed and try to jump up. My legs are way too short and I roll to the ground in a tumble.

      “You can’t get up there,” Cleo says. “And you shouldn’t.” She swishes her tail. “I told you, that is our Human’s bed and I sleep with her. You sleep downstairs in your crate.”

      Cleo is very bossy. I am not sure I like her.

      “Come over here,” Cleo says. “I will show you that your tail is missing.”

      I waddle to Cleo and stop at a tall piece of what looks like glass. But instead of staring out at grass and birds, I am staring at myself.  I lie down on the floor and place my paws against the glass. The Me looking back does the same thing. I move my paws, and the Me looking back’s paws move. It’s a game. There are two of Me. I move and jump and let out a little bark. The Me looking back does the same.

      There are two of Me and we are both magnificent! This is such a fun piece of glass that Cleo showed me.

      “No tail.” Cleo swishes her tail.

      I stop the game with the Me looking back and turn around. I turn to the right. I turn to the left. Cleo is right. I have a small stub where my tail should be, but there is no tail.

      I howl. I howl and howl. My tail is gone. Someone took my tail! I howl louder than I do at night alone in my crate. Where is my tail? I want a tail like Cleo!

      Cleo dashes out of the room. “You are too loud!”

      I howl louder.

      My Human runs up the stairs and into the room. “Stormy!” She picks me up and holds me close to her. “It’s okay. Did you get lost? I am here.”

      She carries me out of the room and down the stairs. I snuggle up against her. This is a much better way to come down the stairs than using my short legs. I forget about my missing tail.

      In the living room, my Human sits down on the couch and pets me. “I’m right here.”

      I sniff at the couch cushions. They smell like popcorn. I find a small kernel tucked between two cushions and snarf it up. When I am finished sniffing the couch cushions, I place my head on my human’s leg. “Where is my tail?”

      “You are so cute,” my Human says.

      I am cute, but I am missing my tail. My Human doesn’t understand me.

      Cleo hops on the table and swishes her tail.

      I growl at her.

      “No, Stormy,” my Human says. “You can’t growl at Cleo. She is your friend.”

      Cleo smirks and swishes her tail around her back and forth. She leaps off the couch and heads toward her sandbox. Cleo is not my friend. Cleo has a tail and I do not.
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      For many sleeps, the nights and days are the same. I sleep in my crate. My stuffed porcupine keeps me company when I am lonely for my littermates. Cleo visits in the night and stares at me from her table perch. Our Human doesn’t like her on the table, but in the night she does what she wants. In the morning, Cleo swishes her tail against my crate.

      “Wake up,” she purrs. “Wake up.”

      I wake and whine for our Human.

      When my Human opens my crate, I always sniff Cleo’s tail. I want a tail like Cleo.

      “You can’t have my tail,” she hisses. “Get your own.”

      I don’t know how to get my own tail.

      During the day, I run around my grassy area and leap off a stone wall. I enjoy barking at the dogs behind the fence. “My yard,” I tell them. “My yard.” Sometimes their Human yells and they stop barking.  My Human never yells at me.

      One day, my Human clips a long leash to my collar. I am so excited. We are going for a walk. Cleo walks up and down our driveway all the time. I lie by the door and watch her. She jumps into the blackberry bushes, and sometimes she is gone for hours. I can smell worry on my Human when Cleo has been gone a very long time.

      My Human walks me down the driveway. I bite at the leash, but it doesn’t come off. When we get to the sidewalk, two big dogs come out of their house and charge toward me. I sit down and howl. I am so scared. They want to eat me!

      My Human picks me up and holds me close. “It’s okay, Stormy.” She walks me down the driveway and to my safe grassy area.

      I tremble. I don’t want to take any more walks like Cleo.

      In the yard, Cleo rolls in the grass. “Those dogs aren’t scary,” she says. “They live behind the fence. The raccoons are scary.” She bats at a fly in the air. “The raccoons roam everywhere.”

      “Do they have tails?” I ask.

      “Of course,” Cleo purrs. “And sharp teeth and big claws. They eat puppies.”

      “And cats?” I ask her.

      “Yes.” Cleo dashes under the deck. She sticks her paw through the small space and bats at me.

      I hope they never eat Cleo.

      A few sleeps later, my Human places me in the back seat of the car. The car movement doesn’t make me sick anymore. I have been in the car a couple of other times to go to a place that smells like medicine and animal fear. I get shots and treats for being a good dog.

      This drive takes longer.  I am so excited to see where we are going. I stand up on the seat and place my paws on the window.

      She brakes suddenly.

      Thud.

      I fall onto the floor of the back seat. Things spin and I can’t quite get back on the seat.

      My Human gets out and opens the back door. “Stormy? Are you okay?”

      I shake myself off. I feel a little fuzzy.

      My Human kisses my head in that way she does, lifts me out of the car, and clips my leash to my collar. I am nervous with the leash on my collar. I don’t want to go for a walk. But I don’t smell any big scary dogs. I pull on the leash, and it stretches to a grassy area. There are so many good smells! I add my pee mark to the other pees on the grassy area. I want everyone to know I have been here too!

      I stretch the leash out as far out as I can go. I can get pretty far away from my Human on this leash.

      “No! No!” A Human rushes out of a building and hands my Human a different leash. I can tell my Human is being scolded for something, but I’m not sure what. The tone in the Human’s voice is not friendly. She doesn’t even pet me. It’s like she doesn’t notice me. How can that be? I am magnificent! Everyone notices me!

      My Human unclips the long leash and clips on the shorter leash. I can’t stretch as far, so I tug hard. The leash snaps me back. But it’s the stern Human on the other end. She tells my Human something. The way the leash is pulled tight, I am forced to stand at attention by my Human. I don’t like this game very much.

      We walk up a large hill to a big barn. I try to stay by her side. There are lots of other humans and puppies of all sizes and shapes in the barn. I’m a little nervous and stick close to my Human’s legs. What is this place? Who are all these other puppies?

      Suddenly, all the humans unclip leashes, and puppies bound everywhere. A few sniff me. Everyone has a tail. I get even more nervous. I stand in between my human’s legs. She will protect me.

      But I am wrong.

      A large puppy bounds out of the shadows. He races to me. His jaws clamp on my neck. I howl in the loudest tone I can. It’s much louder than the cry I used the second night calling for my Human. My cry is full of fear and panic. Everyone in the barn freezes. The stern Human yanks the dog away from me by the scruff of his neck.  I shake and shake. I want to go home. I don’t want to be here. My littermates never charged me. Cleo doesn’t charge me. I bet Cleo would scratch that dog and defend me!

      The mean puppy is removed from the barn, and the other puppies run and
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