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            HOWLING MAD MONDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Laundry again? Really? Why do you people keep wearing so many dang clothes?!

      It’s not like fur isn’t enough. I wear mine every day and still look fabulous.

      You, however, seem to think you need to change outfits three times before breakfast. Why? No one’s judging you. Except maybe me.

      Anyway, I was enjoying a nice snooze by the back door—prime sunbeam territory—when my human dragged in the laundry basket like it owed her money. Dirty clothes. Smelled like old cheese and floor cleaner and something I can only describe as 'panic sweat.'

      Naturally, I jumped in.

      It was warm. It was soft. It smelled like living. Also, one of the socks still had a bit of snack dust on it.

      But did I get praise for my loyalty? My excellent taste in napping locations? No. She yelled. “Bailey! Get out of that! That’s filthy!”

      I stood up, one sock stuck to my ear, and gave her the look. You know the one. The look that says: But it’s already dirty. That’s why it’s in the basket. I'm just finishing the job.

      She didn’t get it.

      She never does.

      Later, she pulled out the vacuum, and frankly, that was when things got personal. I tried hiding under the laundry again (it seemed reasonable to me) but apparently “dog hair on damp shirts” is a war crime now.

      In my rush to escape the vacuum (aka the howling plastic demon), I may have knocked over the broom. It clattered dramatically, like it had just been personally offended.

      So here I am, sulking behind the couch, smelling faintly of deodorant and shame.

      And it’s only Monday.
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        REFLECTION FROM THE HUMAN

      

      

      Bailey wasn’t always my dog. When I met my husband, he already had this basset hound with the world’s saddest eyes and the loudest snore. Honestly, I wasn’t sure I wanted a dog at first and I’d never been a ‘dog person.’ But Bailey had a way of slowly making himself the center of our little world.

      I remember the first time he jumped right into the laundry basket, sprawled out like he owned it. I was annoyed, angry even, until I saw how comfortable he looked, like he’d found his throne. Now, even on the days I’m overwhelmed with never-ending chores, watching him nap surrounded by socks and shirts reminds me that sometimes, it’s the little, messy moments that make a house a home.

      Yes, he knocked over the broom today. Again. But who’s counting? He’s ours.
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            TAILSPIN TUESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      There’s a toddler in this house.

      He’s small, loud, and sticky in ways that defy physics. Yesterday, he got his hands stuck inside a cereal box and a shoe. At the same time.

      This morning, he found the peanut butter jar.

      And somehow, so did I.

      Look, I was just trying to help. He waddled into the living room like some gooey goblin king, waving a spoon like a scepter and flinging peanut butter in every direction. I stepped in to contain the situation, as any responsible dog would.

      I may have licked his face.

      Just once. For morale.

      But guess who got yelled at?

      “Bailey! Bad dog! No licking!”

      I pointed with my eyes (very clear, very stern) at the literal peanut butter comet streaked across the couch cushion, the spoon welded to the rug, and the toddler now attempting to feed the television.

      Did she yell at him?

      No.

      She wiped his face and said, “Aww, messy boy!”

      Messy boy?! I licked one cheek and now I’m public enemy number one?

      Anyway, the broom fell over during the commotion, which obviously meant I had to bark at it for ten straight minutes. I don't make the rules. I just enforce them.

      By noon, the toddler was clean, the carpet was doomed, and I was banished to my bed like a common criminal.

      But I’ll tell you this…he dropped half a sandwich during snack time.

      And I didn’t take it.

      Maturity. Growth. Discipline.

      I’m not just a good boy. I’m a legend.
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        REFLECTION FROM THE HUMAN

      

      

      Toddlers and dogs are a messy combination. Watching Bailey patiently endure the peanut butter-covered hands of our little whirlwind makes me grateful. Bailey’s not just a dog. He’s the calm in our daily storm.

      I still remember when Bailey first met our son. The little one was so tiny and wobbly, and Bailey was skeptical.

      Now? They’re partners in crime. Though I’m pretty sure Bailey just waits for the little one to drop snacks.

      Some days I think Bailey’s the real parent around here. And honestly, that’s okay with me.
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            STRANGER DANGER WEDNESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      It started with a whiff.

      Not just a whiff: the whiff. Something off. Suspicious. Possibly edible. Definitely sinister.

      A stranger came into the house today. She called herself “Aunt Denise,” but I don’t trust anyone who wears that much floral and carries a handbag that smells like cat.

      I sniffed her shoes. Cat again.

      Sniffed her sleeve. Cat.

      Sniffed her handbag. Yum, ham sandwich. And cat.

      She leaned down, pinched my cheek (rude) and said, “Well, aren’t you a funny little thing?”

      Funny? I’ll tell you what’s funny: the fact that no one else noticed she was smuggling deli meat into the house.

      So I did what any reasonable hound would do. I stuck my head in her bag.

      And yes, maybe I pulled out a paper napkin. And maybe I licked it. But the point is, I was conducting an investigation.

      “You leave Aunt Denise alone, Bailey,” the human scolded, grabbing the bag like it was a sacred artifact.

      Fine. Protect the enemy. See if I care.

      I slunk under the table to regroup and formulate my theory: Aunt Denise has a cat. Aunt Denise smells like ham. Aunt Denise did not share her sandwich. And she brought a box of something called Lavender Scented Wax Melts, which have now infiltrated every corner of my once-clear nostrils.

      In conclusion: this woman cannot be trusted.

      Anyway, she finally left after spilling tea on the couch and saying things like “back in my day.” I stayed behind and sniffed the cushion for clues. (There were none. Unless you count an unwrapped cough drop, which I absolutely ate. It was yucky, by the way).

      Now everything smells like lavender, my stomach’s a bit fizzy, and no one’s answering my questions.

      It’s fine. I’ll nap and keep watch.

      Justice sleeps, but it always wakes up hungry.
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        REFLECTION FROM THE HUMAN

      

      

      Bailey wasn’t a puppy when I met my husband. He was already this long-eared, droopy-eyed presence with a personality as big as his ears.

      I know he doesn’t always like new people. He’s wary and protective, a true guardian of our little family. Aunt Denise’s visit was no exception. Bailey’s suspicious sniffs and side-eye reminded me how much he watches over us, and how he’s come to accept me. And I’ve come to love him like family.

      Even on days when he’s stubborn as a mule, I can’t imagine life without him.
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            THRASH-IT THURSDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      I knew today was cursed the moment the broom looked at me funny.

      Okay, it didn’t technically look  because it doesn’t have eyes, but that thing leans in the corner like it owns the place. Judgy. Upright. Superior.

      It’s been watching me all week. Ever since Monday, when I accidentally knocked it over while heroically fleeing the vacuum.

      This morning, the human grabbed the broom and started sweeping like she was mad at the floor. I watched from my bed, eyeing the broom's smug little bristles.

      Then it happened.

      She leaned it against the counter. I walked past, minding my own business, when wham, the broom crashed down right next to me.

      I jumped a full twelve inches off the ground, and I’m not built for verticals.

      Naturally, I barked. Loudly, repeatedly, and at full volume. She told me to stop, but someone had to establish dominance over the wooden menace.

      And that’s when I made my move.

      I pounced. Or, more accurately, I flopped dramatically onto it and started gnawing on the handle. It fought back. I slipped on the tiles. We tumbled. A sock got involved. There was fur, dust, and what I believe was an old peanut M&M that had gone under the fridge months before.

      She walked in mid-battle, dropped her coffee, and yelled, “Bailey! What are you doing?”

      I froze, the broom beneath me, looking as defeated as it deserved.

      She took it away. Now it’s back in
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