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This story is dedicated to my family, and especially my four granddaughters, all who have a love of pets. Also, it is intended to demonstrate that jealousy and spite have no place in today’s world.

[image: Loretta waking]

Loretta awoke as the early sun filtered through her bedroom blinds. She sprang out of bed, grabbed her glasses and perched them on her nose. Today was going to be great. The fifth-grade class at Loretta’s new school had voted to have their annual picnic in Farmer Stacy’s field, and Loretta’s silver-coated Weimaraner pup Gloucester had been invited too. All of Loretta’s new classmates loved him, except for Chloe. Loretta’s mom said Chloe was jealous that Gloucester and Loretta were getting so much attention.

However, Loretta was determined not to let Chloe bother her today. She dressed quickly and raced downstairs into the kitchen to be greeted by Gloucester, the wettest tongue south of Niagara Falls.

“C’mon, Gloucester,” called Loretta, after she had munched on a sandwich followed by a huge glass of milk, “We’ve got to get to the field early to help set up.” 

[image: Loretta and puppy, Gloucester at school picnic children playing in background.]

Loretta packed snacks and water in her backpack and hurried out her front door. She hummed to herself as she hurried along with Gloucester trotting at her side. The weather was perfect. It was going to be a great picnic.

When the two arrived, their teacher, Mrs. Archer, was already there arranging the food and soon the field was filled with chattering, laughing fifth graders, all ooh-ing and ahh-ing at the sight of the tables laden with goodies. Well, most of Loretta’s classmates were laughing, but standing at the edge of the field was Chloe, with a red bandanna around her hair. She looked as if she’d swallowed a spoonful of vinegar.

[image: Loretta talking with Cloe, Gloucester angry.]

“I see you’ve brought that nasty animal with you,” she called spitefully to Loretta.

“I think he’s dangerous! He’s already growled at me a couple of times.

“Chloe, don’t be such a sourpuss,” admonished Mrs. Archer. “Good natured animals will only growl if you provoke them. There’s plenty of food and games to play, so stop trying to cause trouble.”

Chloe stomped off in a huff, and Loretta soon forgot the incident. All through the game, the smell of the grilling hot dogs and hamburgers made Loretta’s mouth water. At lunch, she enjoyed a delicious hamburger giggling as the juice ran down her chin.

“Gloucester’s the best towel in the world,” she said fondly, letting him lick her fingers clean, and her friends laughed at Gloucester’s special brand of clean up assistance–plates, fingers, and all. Everyone, that is, except Chloe who said “Eeew” as Gloucester licked Loretta’s face.

[image: Teacher grilling while Cloe and Loretta talking in background.]

Later, Mrs. Archer hauled a huge cooler from her car trunk and took out a large carton of delicious vanilla ice cream.

“My treat!” she called cheerfully. “Come and get it!”

Everyone scrambled to get fresh plates and then
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