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			FOR OUR BEST FRIEND, SAGE

		

	
		
			This is a true story. Well, most of it.

			My name is Indiana. I am a Miniature Dachshund, although I don’t feel very miniature. People always think that I am so petite, but take a good look at me. I am certainly not “miniature.” I have felt larger than life since the day I was born.
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			Come on in! I want to tell you my story.

		

	
		
			 

			I was born on a hot summer night, in an old red barn out in the middle of nowhere. My birth parents were both rodeo dogs and traveled everywhere with their beloved pet horses. They weren’t around much, so I spent the first few weeks of my life in the barn with my littermates, a small group of chickens, and a retired show horse named Old Thunderbolt. I didn’t fit in with anyone in the barn except Old Thunderbolt (she was just my size!), so I followed her everywhere.

			“You can’t stay with me forever, little one,” Thunderbolt told me one day over hay.

			“Why not?” I asked.
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			 “Because you have a family somewhere out there that is waiting to meet you. You’ll see,” she said.

			Sure enough, she was right. There was a family out there that was waiting for me.

			When I was exactly eight weeks old, a nice couple came to the barn to visit. I took one look at them and knew that they were mine. Then I showed them that they were mine by sitting on their laps and not moving. They must have felt the same way about me because the next thing I knew, they were signing my adoption papers and loading me into their station wagon.

			“You be good, little one,” Old Thunderbolt yelled to me as we rode off into the sunset.

			My new mother looked down at me and asked, “Are you ready to go home?”

			“You bet!” I said. But I don’t think she heard me . . . Humans are funny that way.

			I spent the long car ride home gazing out the window and eating treats. I loved these people and their car with their air-conditioning and all of their treats. What a life!

			It took us a few hours, but eventually we arrived at my new home. My castle. My fortress. All mine.

			And that is when I met Harlow.

			
				[image: ]
			

			That’s Harlow. Isn’t she a gem?

			Like Old Thunderbolt, Harlow was just my size. I knew from the moment I saw her that we were going to be best friends.
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			But she had other things in mind.

			At first, I don’t think she liked me.
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			After I unpacked my suitcase and got settled in, my parents sat down and stared at me, trying to come up with a name. The name on my birth certificate read: Princess Buttercup. I hated it. I wanted a name that people would take a little bit more serious, such as Elizabeth, Harriet, Joan, or Madonna.

			“No offense, but you don’t really look like a Princess Buttercup,” my father said.

			“She doesn’t look like a princess at all,” Harlow mumbled as she glared at me from the corner.
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			“She’s such an adventurous little thing,” my mother said as I climbed all over the furniture, exploring my new territory. “Let’s call her Indiana Sage. Indi for short.”

			The name Sage was a tribute to an older sister that I never got to meet.

			Up until a few weeks before my arrival, Sage had been Harlow’s best friend. But, like all dogs do, Sage moved on to a better place when her body was old and stopped working.
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			Sage was one of a kind.

			“Next to Lassie, she was the greatest dog who had ever lived,” Harlow would tell me later on.

			
				[image: ]
			

			Even though dogs don’t wear shoes, I knew right away that Sage had left some pretty big shoes to fill, and I was just the dog to do it!

			It took Harlow a few weeks to warm up to me. But eventually she came around. And we have been inseparable ever since.
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			I know, I know. I was so small back then! I grew up to be much bigger than Harlow in size, but . . . she is still the “big sister” and I am the “little sister.” And everything that I know, I have learned from her.
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			We established from the very beginning that I was in charge. Yes, Harlow knew much more than I did, but I am the boss. I was just born that way. Harlow didn’t seem to mind and neither did my parents. I had them all wrapped around my little finger paw. I mean, just look at me! Have you ever seen a cuter face?
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			(I didn’t think so.)

		

	
		
			Part One: 
Harlow & Indiana
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			 “Indiana! Your breath smells awful! Did you not have your canines brushed before bed last night?” Harlow asked the moment I opened my eyes and had my morning yawn.

			Having my teeth brushed is not something that I enjoy. It is a task that requires both parents. First, my mother lures me into the washroom with a treat, and then, from the corner, my father comes out and scoops me up before I can say, “Pig’s ear!” Together they work to clean each and every tooth in my mouth while Harlow stands by and watches.

			“You missed one,” she says.

			But as always, my parents never understand her.

			“Harlow, how come we can understand them, but they can’t understand us?” I had asked when I was just a small puppy.

			“Because, Indiana, dogs are the most intelligent creatures on planet Earth,” she replied.

			For the record, on that particular morning, I had not had my teeth brushed the night before. Harlow and I had stayed up late watching our shows, and by the time we crept into our parents’ room for bed, they were both already snoring.

			Harlow and I have always had our own bed, but we prefer to sleep in our parents’ bed. The thought of sleeping so close to the ground is disturbing. And Harlow has a bad back, for goodness’ sake!
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			I had always assumed that eventually my parents would take the hint and start sleeping in our bed on the floor so that we wouldn’t have to fight them for space every night. But so far, they hadn’t, and each night had been a struggle. Or so it seemed for them, at least. Harlow liked to sleep on my father’s right side and I opted for his left side, creating the perfect Daddy sandwich.

			“I. Can’t. Move,” he would say every morning when the rooster on his phone would go off.

			“You two would be much more comfortable in your own bed,” my mother had tried to explain.

			Such a sweet woman, I thought. Parents, they just don’t understand.

			Besides, after they get up and leave for the day, the big bed is all ours anyway. We spend more time there than they do. We have every right to sleep there whenever we want.
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