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Let those sleeping dogs lie!

TO MOM, WHO TOOK GOOD care of all us little mutts and did the best she could to provide us with a good home and education. Without her loving care, I would probably be an HSD (homeless street dog), or as the French might say, “un chien des rues sans abri.” Merci, Maman!

STM, C.T.
Foreword

Most people think that the world is going to the dogs, and they are probably right. However, if we must live a dog’s life, we might as well enjoy it; and that is precisely the attitude my dog Dr. Mutt has.

Sparky, nicknamed for his sharp wit and bright sense of humor, is a seasoned mutt with years of experience in the ways of the world, which just happens to be canine.

He earned his dogtorate at the Canal Zone Canine College and did his internship as a canine therapist for the pet population near the Corozal Vet Clinic in the Republic of Panama. Now that he is semi-retired from chasing garbage trucks, he spends his time answering letters primarily from disgruntled canines who seek his advice. He calls his letters Lessons in Assertiveness, but Sparky’s wisdom is universal, humorous, and even touching - no bones about it!

Sparky has graciously allowed me to edit these letters and to include them in this special collection. May they help you to come out of the doghouse and enjoy life as you should!

P.V.A.
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I’m a Fox Terrier, and I have a major problem. My master insists I take a bath every week! I don’t mind the bath part. That feels good. It’s the shampoo I can’t stand. It reeks of strawberries and roses! Whenever we take our walks, all the dogs on my block make fun of me. They sniff and sneeze, and no girl dog will so much as give me the time of day. 

I need help fast. What can I do?

Stinky in Seattle

Dear Stinky,

Have you tried making a break for it at bath time? As soon as you see your master coming with the rope and the hose, run and hide and don’t come out until dinnertime. This might buy you a week. 

Another thing you could try is to lie down and refuse to get up when he calls you, and don’t get up no matter what. If lying down doesn’t work, you could shake like the dickens as soon as he wets your fur. Or you could jump out of the tub and rub yourself all over the sofa before he gets a chance to dry you. This way, the whole family will know what that shampoo smells like. 

Whatever you do, don’t give up hope. Eventually he’ll get the message.

Sparky
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Changing Your Diet

[image: ]


[image: pasted-image.pdf]

DEAR DR. MUTT,

Help! I need a change of diet! Everyday I get the same old slop. When I agreed to leave the pound, they promised me I’d eat like a king. In fact, they even named me King.

Well, I have not had a king’s ration, let me tell you! All I get is this purple stuff out of a can. I’ve watched them when they serve me. Their lips curl, and their nostrils flare wide. Got the picture? I only eat it because there’s nothing else, and I don’t want to starve. 

It’s been a week, and I can’t stand it anymore. I’d settle for a bone once in a while. What can I do?

Deceived in Detroit

Dear Deceived,

Here are some strategies to let them know how you feel: 

First, don’t hurry when they call you. Next, circle around the bowl a couple of times and sniff it a bit. Then WALK AWAY. This is difficult because you’re hungry, but do not eat it!

Drink lots of water that night. The next day, eat the slop, and the following day eat just a little bit.

Keep doing this for a while, and when you get too skinny, they’ll bring you to the vet. He’ll recommend a stable diet, and they may even spring for a steak once in a while because vet bills are more expensive than steaks.

Good luck,

Sparky
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Going for a Walk

[image: ]


[image: pasted-image.pdf]

DEAR SPARKY,

I have a major problem. I live in a high rise, and my master works outside. Since he’s a workaholic, sometimes he comes in real late and forgets to take me out.

Now I’m nothing special, but I need to get outside at least once a day, if you know what I mean. 

Sometimes when he works extra late, I have accidents and he goes berserk. What can a poor mutt do? I’m all ears.

Motionless in Minnesota

Dear Motionless,

Well, first and foremost, you and your master need to talk. It’s downright unhealthy to hold it all day long, much less half the night. Surely, he understands this.

If you’re sure he really loves you, I say forget about accidents. Take the offensive. Go on the kitchen floor. If that doesn’t get his attention, go on the couch. If that fails, go on his bed. Pretty soon he’ll be home early every day. It should work like a charm.

Good luck,

Sparky
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Equal Rights
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

It’s a well-accepted fact that we canines are man’s best friends. We’re there when they need us. We bark when prowlers approach. We attack on command. We fetch and carry. I know they feed us and bathe us and teach us tricks, but it’s the old “You scratch my back, and I’ll scratch yours” idea, and I think we got the wrong end of the stick! If we’re such good buddies, why aren’t we on a first name basis? This really bugs me. If I have to call him Master, I want him to call me Mister Spot.

And another thing, why should I have to lick his boots? I resent that.

Bugged in Birmingham

Dear Bugged,

The problem lies in our basic canine-human relationship. Humans enjoy power. We canines, on the other hand, enjoy the good life. We don’t get overly preoccupied about much unless, of course, somebody steps on our turf. 

If you’re really unhappy in your situation, you could try running away. However, I must warn you, it’s a cold world out there. 

Imagine a life of chasing garbage trucks and eating on the street. Think about it. Do you really need to be called Mister Spot? What difference does it make as long as you have a loving home? 

If you know you’re doing a good job, then be content. Trust me, that power game is not all that it’s cracked up to be.

Sparky
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Greedy Partners
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I have a major problem with the woman who shares my turf. She’s bossy, pushy, and greedy. She doesn’t like to share! 

Our relationship began about five years ago. I was a homeless vagabond, literally abandoned by an abusive master. I roamed the streets for days until I spotted this cute little number with a snappy bark. She let me stay, and one night has turned into five years. 

I admit we cuddle a bit on stormy nights, but that’s not the problem. What bothers me is that if I’m two minutes late for dinner, she wipes my dish clean! And lately she snaps at me while I’m eating! I can’t take it anymore! She’s a born fighter, and I’m not. What can I do? Help me, please.

Desperate in Denver

Dear Desperate,

First of all, get hold of yourself. Reflect on your past behavior. Keep a journal of your daily activities for a month, and note her reactions. Circle the negative ones and see if there is a pattern. 

This should give you some insight on how to handle her moods. Maybe she doesn’t like your daily jaunts. About her eating your dinner, try hanging around until after dinnertime and then going for your walk. Invite her to go along. You may be pleasantly surprised.

Good luck,

Sparky
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Riff-raff & Ruffles
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I’m fed up. I’m from a long line of French poodles. According to my aunts we have always been pampered, but I’m sick of it. We have a standing weekly appointment at Sarah’s Salon on 44th and Carlyle, and my mistress insists we keep it. But just once I’d like to skip out and run free. I want to cut loose. I want to feel the wind in my fur without these tight little ribbons and bows. 

We live in the penthouse of the Watts Building, and on sunny mornings we dine on the balcony. Groups of young dogs, some much younger than I, roam the streets. They appear to be having a grand time sniffing wherever they please. 

Today one rather rakish fellow barked at me. Of course, I blushingly barked back, but my aunts were furious at his audacity and forbade me to answer him again. He didn’t wait long because there was a girl in the group, and she nudged him away. 

What torture! When I mentioned how I feel to my aunts, they said these dogs are riff-raff and beneath my station and that I am destined for a grand life. Well, I don’t feel grand. I feel trapped by tradition and haute couture. What can I do?

Rebellious in Rochester

Dear Rebellious,

First of all, don’t despair. Look at the facts and work from there. You feel trapped. Since you live in a high-rise
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