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To all my friends, canine and otherwise, 

who helped me find my way to fame and fortune. 

May the big D. in the sky shower you with eternal blessings! 
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

Yesterday the girl child brought home Matt, a cat with an attitude as long as his tail! The master gave him the luxury suite in the tool shed; and get this, he has his own bathroom! Shucks, when they brought me home, they stuck me outside, and I have to “go” in the great outdoors! And what’s worse, when I try to be friendly; he pokes his fluffy head out the window and hisses at me! The nerve! This is so unfair! I demand equal rights! Or at the very least, I want to replace Matt!

Disgusted in Diablo

Dear Disgusted,

You have every right to feel maligned, but alas such is life as the feline sees it. Matt is not a mutt, and his job probably involves a search & destroy mission that requires him to be indoors. And though we canines can seek a better living condition, who wants to poop in a box? 

Your true task as a canine is to be a loyal guardian of your master. So demonstrate this by doing your job to the best of your ability without complaint. At day’s end, you will be rewarded by a grateful master.

Sparky
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Hooters and Tweeters
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I was born with the biggest ears in the world. They drag on the ground when I walk. They are such a hindrance that I step on them when I try to run and chase the birds. I heard that there is an operation that can reduce and re-shape my big floppy ears and make them into trim, smart-looking amplifiers. What would you advise? 

Amplified in Anchorage

Dear Amplified,

You don’t mention your breed, but actually that is not too important. What IS important is how you feel about yourself. Beauty is in the eyes of the beholder, and if you behold yourself as not so nice, then you must do something about that image, and you have two options.

You could try to convince your master that you urgently need corrective surgery. This will not be easy because in order to do this, you may need a dog-human translator. 

On the other paw, you could change your personal perspective. This involves dedication, drive and determination to accept yourself for what you are. By far, this is the least painful, yet the most rewarding and the most difficult of the two choices. So think long and hard on this before you decide. Best of luck.

Sparky
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I’m a pound dog. All my life I have dreamed of running and jumping on the outside, and I thought my prayers were answered when this human family adopted me. When we got home, they assigned me to guard the yard. Well, I’m not stupid. I did what they told me to do and more! But yesterday they brought me back to the pound! They said I was undisciplined and uncultured! And what hurts most is they called me a THIEF! 

I don’t understand. How was I to know the steaks on the patio table weren’t mine! I thought they were a prize for a job well-done. Now I’m back behind bars on a diet of pellets and water. Will I ever be adopted again? I feel like such a failure!

Rejected in Rochester

Dear Rejected,

Don’t feel too bad. You didn’t do anything wrong. You did what comes naturally. Steaks are hard to resist on anybody’s plate. It’s like the old Canine Proverb: A plate unguarded is a plate rewarded! Those humans should have been more careful. 

But don’t despair. You’ll get another chance. Meanwhile, look on the bright side: You got a bit of freedom; you got some steaks; and you learned a valuable lesson in the human-canine relationship. 

Sparky
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I was born and raised on the beach, and I love the sand and the surf and the sun, but my big problem is the salt. No matter how much I swim, I can’t get rid of it, and my fur is stiff and spiky and itchy - a real chick deterrent! What can I do to make my fur soft so the gals will like me? I’m serious.

Spiked in Santa Clara

Dear Spiked,

Some humans use shampoo, but since you live on the beach, you probably don’t have access to any. So find a river and jump in. Swim around for a few minutes then roll in the grass to dry off. Rivers use fresh water, so a splash bath should help remove the salt and curb the itchiness. If you do this at least once a week, your fur should soften up.

Good luck and happy surfing! 

Sparky

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

P.H.D.

[image: ]


[image: pasted-image.pdf]

DEAR DR. MUTT,

I am so proud of myself! I just earned my PHD (Pretty High Dog)! The master and the mistress used to spend their afternoons on the patio, but they built a deck with a spiral staircase that leads up to the roof. Now they spend most of their time up in the clouds watching the sun set and the stars rise. At first I thought they had built the deck to get away from me, but I was wrong because they encouraged me to come up.

Once I learned how to climb up and down those stairs, it was a piece of cake, and PUPPY, what a view from the top! I dragged up my mat and pull guard duty 24 / 7 on the roof. Now, I only go down for meals. Life is good, and I love it!  

Decked in El Dorado

Dear Decked,

Your higher education has given you a new perspective on life. We canines can do whatever we set our minds to do. We are a force to contend with, and humans would do well to emulate us. Congratulations, your master and mistress should be proud.

Sparky
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I am a French Poodle, and my family heritage goes back to the Sun King himself. I am proud of this. But sometimes it is hard to be a poodle so I have prepared myself in the Art of War, and last weekend I was put to the test. 

The mistress and I were strolling in the park, minding our own business as we usually do. However, as we crossed Le Petit Pont, there was a pack of scruffy hounds milling about. 

To protect the mistress, I barked that they should fear for their lives because my paws are weapons, and I only wear a top knot to fight better. But this made things worse. They surrounded us and barked such obscenities at me that it frightened the mistress. To my everlasting shame, she whisked me up and carried me away. Their guffaws haunt me during every waking moment. I get so angry it’s enough to uncurl my hair.

I am not a sissy, Dr. Mutt. And I really do have a black belt!

Irritated in Indianapolis

Dear Irritated,

Sometimes fate plays little tricks on us for our own good. There is no shame in walking away from an unfair fight. Let’s face it. Even though you have a black belt and no doubt you would have fought courageously, you were outnumbered and your mistress probably knew this. She obviously loves you very much and cares about your well-being. Try to forget about the riff-raff and enjoy yourself. 

Sparky
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DEAR DR. MUTT,

I am a young hound of mixed heritage. I was adopted a couple of months ago, and now I share the back yard with a grumpy old dog who won’t give me the time of day! I’ve tried everything to get her to play. I run. I jump. I bark. What’s with this gal? All she does is growl, nip and sleep. Am I condemned to a life of loneliness and playing by myself?

Lonely in Los Rios

Dear Lonely, 

Though you didn’t say how old your yard mate is, it sounds like she is quite advanced in canine years. In other words, she is an old dog and set in her ways. Despite this, you can learn a great deal from her. Watch her carefully. Do what she does. But most importantly, ask her for her advice. Let her know you value her opinion. You’re young; she’s old. You’re inexperienced; she’s street-wise. Her stories can help you, and you’ll bond into a loving friendship. Life does not have to be lonely.


Sparky



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image057.png





d2d_images/image011.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image016.png





d2d_images/image020.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image022.png





d2d_images/image049.png





d2d_images/image047.png
® 0

V5l





d2d_images/image048.png





