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	This book is dedicated to Brooke — my husband’s daughter, who, ten years ago, wrote her very first book and proudly shared it with the whole family. Without even knowing it, she became the spark that inspired me to write my own stories.

	To Georgie Boy, her dog — the first dog I ever dared to pet, and the one who began my path toward trust and acceptance.

	And finally, to Bella — not last in importance, but last because she is the conclusion of it all. Her life with us was a gift, and her voice is the heart of this book.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	


About the Book
 

	If dogs wrote memoirs, this is probably how they’d sound. Muffled, raw, with pauses heavy enough to hold the unsayable. Not about fur and leashes, but about fear, loyalty, and survival. About how silence can be a voice too if you know how to listen.

	More than just a dog’s story or a bunch of memories, this is a mirror — a little crooked, covered in fur, sometimes raspy, but brutally honest. The kind of mirror where a teenager suddenly sees themselves. Or the quiet kid in the corner who looks like they’re ignoring everything, but actually hears it all. This book is for the ones who live “in between.” Between adult rules and childhood trust. Between the bite and the hug. Between giving up and holding on — tail or no tail.

	Bella wasn’t a hero, a stuffed toy, or a warm blanket. She was a shelter dog, pulled from the streets, from crates, from those kinds of places where you don’t really live — you just survive. She knew what it felt like to be invisible, and what it felt like to suddenly be seen. To be picked up, not because of promises or plans, but because there was nowhere else to go.

	Through Bella’s voice — part dog, part human — run the connections. Between how teens get pushed into being “adults,” and how dogs get forced into being “easy.” Between the way we’re told to be “good,” and what happens when all you want is to just be yourself. She notices. She doesn’t judge or preach; she just tells it straight. In barks, in smells, in memories that don’t fade.

	Why 15+? Because that’s the age when you feel way more than you can actually say. When everything is raw and real, but no one seems to believe you. When the world demands that you act grown-up, but never gives you time to figure out who you really are. This book isn’t a guide or comfort food. It’s a confession from inside the kennel, from the silence between words. So someone out there might finally get that even if you’re bruised, bent, or scarred — you still matter. You’re still alive.

	There’s irony and sarcasm, because without them you don’t survive. There’s dirt under the claws, because life isn’t clean. There’s a voice that doesn’t ask permission, because it’s done being polite. This isn’t crying. It’s growling.

	Bella: Beyond the Bark is about those who didn’t break, the resilient ones who stayed. Not heroes. Not the lucky ones. They lived long enough to finally speak. So that you — with your bark, your scars, your messy, stubborn heart — could finally be heard.

	 


Bella: Beyond the Bark

	 

	If you’re holding this book — or any book, really — it already means one thing: you read. And if you read, it means you can think. And where thought begins, control ends. It’s harder to hear a mind that questions. Harder to make someone live only by someone else’s rules, chasing only what can be bought. Reading makes us inconvenient for the culture of consumption, because suddenly we’re choosing not just things, but meanings. That’s why culture matters: it keeps us human, preventing us from turning into a silent herd.

	This isn’t a story meant to make you go “Aww.” There’s no fluffy fur, no floppy ears, no picture-perfect cover shot. This is a view from the ground up, where you hear everything but are heard by no one. It’s a story about survival. About fear that stops shaking you, because shaking is useless. About hope you bury like a bone — deeper, farther — so no one can dig it up and take it away.

	Yes, I had a tail. But if you think that makes me “different,” you’re not looking closely enough. 

	We’re far too alike. The only real difference is the language: you speak in words, we speak in silence. 

	 

	We don’t argue with the ones holding the leash — not because we agree, but because we’ve long known there’s no point. But we see. And someday we speak, if not with our voices, then with a book like this.

	You might think this is a story for teenagers. And in some ways, it is. Because teenagers live in between: too old to cry without shame, too young to hide everything behind “I’m fine.” Stuck between shouting and silence. Between “it hurts” and “whatever.” Adults rush to discipline them or fear their honesty. Their feelings get written off as “it’s just a phase,” and their silence gets called moodiness. They bother adults the same way dogs do: too alive to ignore, too complex to fully understand. But really, this book isn’t just for them. It’s for anyone still capable of feeling, because feelings have no age limit.

	It’s for adults who once lost something important in themselves and kept walking with that emptiness. For parents who tell their children “don’t be silly” only because no one ever helped them survive their own hurt. For those who don’t know how to hug, because they were never hugged. For those who want to help but don’t know how, because they were never taught to listen to silence. 

	 

	This book isn’t a manual or a guide, but a story told from the silence. If you listen closely, you might find a chance—not to save others, but to save yourself.

	This isn’t a diary of self-pity, nor is it a sweet, sentimental “feel-good” story. These are observations — sharp, honest, sometimes prickly. There’s pain, because without it there’s nothing to tell.

	I am Bella, once a dog. But this book isn’t really about me—it’s about you. About people as I saw them — through the eyes of a creature who stayed silent too long but felt everything. I knew: the hand that pets can strike, the word that warms can vanish, and the gaze that holds love can look away. I’m not a metaphor. I am a voice for those who live beside you, yet remain unseen.

	I was already eight when they pulled me out of the shelter. Eight years old — and not a single day truly mine. People came and went. Cages. Boxes. Street corners. I existed, but I didn’t live. My life until then was only a rough draft. And then real life began. It lasted exactly 5 years, 1 month, and 3 days—or 1,861 days, if you want the math.

	And every one of those days was mine. With my family. With sofas, pillows, walks, and the smells that are still etched into me. Those were the days I finally belonged — not “fit in,” not “good enough.” Belonged. Days worth more than all the years before.

	I left in 2018. And it wasn’t some heroic finale. We weren’t fighting for glory, just for breath — just for one more life in this world not to end in loneliness. My last moments were quiet. Robert — steady, solid. Lana — trembling, but there. He said nothing, but stayed. She was afraid, but held on. And in that silence I knew that none of it was wasted.

	Then came the quiet. And with it — a strange new breath. I came back as a puppy again: clumsy, soft, ridiculous. People think that means it all started over. But I remember. I remember the taste of rusty water. The scuttle of rats in the dark. The cold. The empty bowl. I remember how 
I died. And how I didn’t give up.

	I carry more memories than any dog should. Because memory doesn’t live just in the mind. It’s in the body, in the smells, in the reflexes. In the way you flinch at the sound of a bowl. In the way you still glance at the door, even in the safest home.

	And no — this isn’t some esoteric story about reincarnation. No candles, no crystals, no chanting. This is just what happens sometimes. Life hits pause — and then, unexpectedly, picks up from another line. I never believed in rebirth. Now 
I do. But not as a “new beginning.” More like a continuation — a little funnier, a little brighter, but still mine. 

	And if you ever read “Voices Within” by Lana, you already know those cracks where the light sneaks through the dark. If not — that’s fine. You’re hearing my version now. The human story was told already. This one’s told by a dog. Louder, maybe messier, but honest. So don’t look here for a moral. I don’t have one. I only have a story: mine. A story about how I merely existed—and how, finally, I lived.

	And maybe that’s all you really need to know.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Author’s Note

	(because some things deserve their own page)

	 

	The animal shelter in this story isn’t just a random place. It’s real — and kind of legendary.

	It started way back in 1928 (yeah, before TikTok, iPhones, or even TV), thanks to a woman named Irene Castle. She wasn’t just anybody — she was a famous dancer and actress. But instead of spending her life on red carpets, she built a home for animals who had nothing.

	She named it Orphans of the Storm, after an old silent film about two sisters trying to survive in a harsh world. And just like that, a safe space for abandoned dogs and cats was born.

	Then came the fire. (Because, of course, something caught fire in the 1930s.) Irene never gave up. She rebuilt, and then rebuilt again.

	Other strong, determined women stepped in and carried on what she started. One added cat lounges. Another built walking trails. Someone even made it possible to adopt a dog and take a nature walk with them first — no awkward small talk required.

	Fast forward to today, Orphans of the Storm is still going strong, having found homes for over 150,000 animals.

	It now stretches across 9 acres of green space, with indoor and outdoor dog runs, cozy cat rooms, and some of the kindest humans you’ll ever meet — the kind who remember every name and every goodbye.

	And here’s the part that actually matters:

	I didn’t just write about this place. I lived it.
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	This book isn’t about the shelter.

	But that’s exactly where our “forever” began. That’s where we first met Bella. And from that moment, everything changed.

	We brought her home in December 2012. 
In the shelter, Bella had already become a local legend: the office star, the pride of the staff, 

the favorite of the volunteers, the school kids on field trips, even the delivery guys who stopped by for a minute. Somehow, everyone who came through the door always seemed to have a treat in their pocket just for her. And of course, she never said no.

	She was loved so much, she ended up a little spoiled. She walked with royal dignity, carried herself like a queen… and yes, she had the extra pounds to prove it. But that wasn’t indulgence — it was earned. She carried every ounce of that weight like it was a medal.

	And when she came home with us, she brought more than what could fit on four paws. 

	She brought warmth, confidence, the quiet ability to be important without even trying. Bella filled space not just with her body, but with her heart.

	She lived with us until January 5, 2018. And when she left, she carried a piece of each of us with her. A space that can never be filled with anything except memory.

	This book is about her. Not in the background or on the sidelines.

	Bella is the main character.

	Her gaze, her story, her silence that somehow always spoke louder than words — it’s all here, in every chapter.

	 

	Part of this book is hers. Part of it is ours. And part of it is a quiet, enduring gratitude to that place we call a shelter. For us, it became something else entirely: the place of meeting. The moment where “someone else’s” became “our own.”

	 

	 

	Family Chronicle of Tails

	 

	In 2014, Jett Lee joined us — a tiny chihuahua the size of a burrito, but with the personality of a biker. He was six. He loved being on the road. Slept like royalty in hotel beds, claimed the best spot in the car, and staged protests every time a suitcase appeared. Airports were his personal enemies, but adventures — his element. He was small, but he took up a lot of space — both on the pillow and in our lives.

	What made Jett unusual wasn’t just his cool, but the way he accepted everyone we later dragged into the house — dogs, cats, even people. No jealousy, no fuss, just this quiet, unspoken agreement: if they’re yours, they’re mine too. For a chihuahua, that’s almost saintly.

	He lived with us until 2023. The last two years were a fight — his liver giving up, his body betraying him little by little. But he carried it with a kind of quiet bravery, squeezing out every bit of extra time with us.

	And then one day he let go and crossed the Rainbow Bridge. Not with drama, not with noise — just the way he had lived: small in size, but impossibly big in presence.

	In 2018 came Yoda — a four years old Boston terrier with ears so big they seemed to have their own weather forecast system. One ear like a radar, always on duty. We gave him his name ourselves because he really did look like the wise Yoda from Star Wars: calm, steady, watchful. He went through eye surgery, faced illness with a quiet courage. But in 2025, neurological problems began, and this time he couldn’t fight them off. He left us quietly. Just as he lived. No fuss. Simply — peacefully.  Some dogs bark their way into your soul. Yoda just walked in. And stayed.

	2019. At first, I had my eye on a tiny two-kilogram chihuahua — a pocket-sized shadow whose bark sounded more like a whisper. The kind of dog that says, “Take me, I’ll fit in your pocket and disappear when you’ve had enough.” But she was already reserved. Someone else needed her more, I guess. And then there was Lexi — howling like a fire truck, bouncing around her kennel like she was trying to break back into the Caucasus mountains. I mean literally squeezing herself out under the bars. I was afraid to approach. Not just ‘oh, she’s a little scary’ — I mean I was heart-slamming-into-your-stomach afraid. But the shelter worker — a tired woman with a face that looked like she herself had been caged for ten years — said, “Take her in your arms.” I immediately refused, “No.” Yet she just repeated the command, “Take her,” and placed Lexi so there was no running away. And there I was... holding this scruffy siren in my arms, and she… hugged me with her little dog paws around my neck. Like a person. No whining, no trembling. She simply hugged me. Not begging, not fighting, but simply present. And in that second, my husband, without waiting for my approval or some divine sign, simply turned and said, “I’ll go fill out the paperwork.” And that’s how one year old Lexi joined the family — a miniature papillon weighing 5.5lbs but with the heart of a lion. To this day, she patrols the house like there’s a debtor waiting at the door. She’s six now.

	And in 2022, Mia arrived. She was already nine. Another chihuahua — though don’t tell her that. She’s absolutely convinced she was born a German shepherd. 

	Barks by the book, guards like special forces, and looks like a cartoon character while doing it. She even has her own chapter in Voices Within: Life Before and After.

	Oh, and then there’s Henry. Not from a shelter — he came as a bonus with a painting I bought from a woman in 2015. I came for the canvas, and there he was — a cat on the couch, staring with those tired eyes, hissing at everyone. The woman told me that his owner had died, he was nine years old, and nobody wanted him because everyone was afraid of him. Honestly, so were we at first. But it turned out that was just his thing — the “demonstrative hiss.” Ten years later, Henry is nineteen and still hisses at everyone. But now it’s a family trademark.

	Almost all of them came from Orphans of the Storm.

	This book isn’t just memories. It’s a story of mutual rescue: how we thought we were rescuing them, but in the end, they rescued us. A story of love that arrives quietly, stays stubbornly, and reshapes your life forever.
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Chapter 1. 
The First Break

	 

	I think I remember not the feeling itself, but its imprint — the softness, the damp warmth, like being wrapped in something alive, with no edges, no gaps, no exit. Inside — one shared body, one shared breath, one shared rhythm. There were many of us, but we were like a single being, 
one ocean where every drop dissolved into the rest and had no idea what “I” or “they” meant. Everything happened effortlessly: breathing, existing, floating in that quiet warmth where even time had no beginning nor end. There was no loneliness there, no fear, no choices. We were before all that. Before names, before words, before pain. And if you’ve ever fallen asleep in a moving car and felt the world carry you without asking for anything in return — it was just like that, only deeper, heavier, with meaning I couldn’t yet understand, as if it belonged not just to me, but to the memory of all living things.

	Somewhere outside, something stirred — sounds, muffled and distant, as if heard through water. Two, maybe three voices. Sometimes a soft whisper, almost gentle, like a hand brushing against the dark. Sometimes a sharp shout, tearing the air apart like claws. Sometimes an argument, each sound biting like teeth, leaving marks we couldn’t see but somehow felt. We could hear it, but we couldn’t understand. That was another world, somewhere beyond this soft darkness. A world we hadn’t stepped into yet, one we knew nothing about. And still, I believed — truly believed — it would be just as warm, only with eyes, with hands, with quiet words that would wrap around us like fabric. I thought we’d be picked up, held close, called by our names. That’s the myth we all carry, I think, even before we have a word for “myth.” That on the other side of the darkness there will be arms, and the arms will be kind.

	But instead, it ended suddenly, violently, as if someone tore you out of a dream, stripped off your skin, and left you naked under a blinding, merciless light. They pulled us out — rough, fast, without any care. Like something unwanted. Like we were in the way. There were no hands holding us. No “welcome.” Only cold floors, blinding lights, loud alien-like sounds, and that feeling you can’t yet name but recognize instantly that we weren’t wanted here. The air itself felt like a shove. It scraped the inside of my throat and told me, in a language older than speech, to earn it or disappear.

	Some were gone right away. Back then, I didn’t know where. Now I do. Now I know where puppies go. They don’t go to a “better place” like people like to say. They get hidden. Given away. Dumped. Because they’re sick. Because they’re weak. Because there’s no time, no money, no patience. Or simply because no one thinks of them as something that can feel. Just a body. A squeak. Not feelings — just noise. And I keep wondering: does this happen to human babies too? Can they also be “unnoticed,” “given away,” erased from life as if they never existed? 

	If it all begins the same way — warm, close, synchronized breathing — then when does it break, and who decides who stays and who disappears? I didn’t have the word for ‘injustice’ yet, but I had a body, and bodies know when something sacred has been mishandled.

	Sometimes, nobody stays. But the three of us were left. Why — I don’t know. Maybe we hadn’t gotten sick yet. Maybe someone couldn’t be bothered to carry more. Or maybe they needed an alibi, “Look, three survived, so it wasn’t all of them.” We were pushed aside, but not erased. We remained. But we were no longer one body. Fear cuts through us faster than any knife. We stopped hearing each other, stopped breathing in sync. Only squeals, shrieks, jerking paws, and the cold you couldn’t press against for warmth. We didn’t yet know how to understand, but we could already feel: it wasn’t supposed to start like this. We were learning the first rule of the louder world — closeness is a luxury, safety is a rumor, and you shouldn’t count on either.

	I thought I was born the moment I opened my eyes. But that wasn’t birth. Birth happened later, the moment I realized something was wrong. 
I thought it would be warm, but it was sharp and strange. 

	In that gap between expectation and reality, something inside me spoke for the first time: I can feel. That was the real birth — not of my body, but of myself.

	Hunger — that’s what I remember most. Not the kind that whines and begs, but the quiet kind that doesn’t ask, it just takes, slowly erasing you from life. I was weak, too slow to reach the milk, unable to push my way through. Nobody helped. We just laid there in the corner, slow and fading, like we were already being erased, line by line. My mom was there, and I pressed into her not for food, but for her warmth, for her closeness. Maybe she tried to nudge us closer together. Maybe she knew there were only three of us left. The milk came slow and heavy, like sadness that refuses to leave.

	I was tricolored — black, white, brown. For beagles, that’s considered beautiful, “proper” coloring. And I think maybe that’s what saved me. Not my fight to live, not my strength, but the pattern on my fur. Maybe I matched what someone wanted to see, like something in a store window. Sometimes I think the ones who survive aren’t the strongest — they’re just the ones who fit in. And maybe, that’s not just about dogs.

	You learn to be convenient. So you won’t get thrown away. So no one calls you “too loud,” “too weird,” “too sensitive,” “too much.” 
You watch, trying to figure out who they pick here and who gets to stay. And you think — maybe if I’m quieter, brighter, or if I paint the right spots on myself — then I’ll be kept.

	But in trying so hard to “fit in,” it’s easy to lose yourself. The real you. The one who remembers how it was before fear, before comparing yourself to others, before you became scared of being “wrong.” The one who once breathed in the same rhythm with others and knew they belonged to something whole. Even now, it feels like you’re alone.

	If you’re reading this — you’ve already stayed. You’re already here. Which means something in you held on. 

	 

	Not because you were stronger, but because you didn’t disappear. That’s already a victory. Staying is a skill too. Not loudly, not heroically. Just staying. And listening — to yourself, to those nearby, to the world inside. Even if it’s quiet. Especially if you still feel that somewhere, somehow, things went wrong a long time ago.
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