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This book is dedicated to my
great-grandmother, Elizabeth Ellis, whom I only knew for the first
five years of my life. I hope I have done you proud, Nana.
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Chuck started his day like any other
dog. His mom took him out for his morning walk, and he eagerly ate
his breakfast. He returned to his favorite lookout spot in the
doorway of his home and basked in a giant ray of sunlight. He began
to think about his day.

Today I’m going to catch that pesky
squirrel. When the mailman comes, I have to scare him away. I can’t
wait for my afternoon game of fetch with my humans! I love getting
my belly rubbed by Mom, but the best part of the day is meal
time!

Oh! I just heard something! It’s time to
play! Chuck ran from the doorway to find his mom. Wait, I
need to get a toy.

Chuck nuzzled through his toy box. Here it
is, my favorite rope! Chuck sniffed for his mom’s scent. Oh,
Mom! Where are you? There you are! Here’s my toy, Mom! Grab it! Tug
it! IT’S PLAY TIME! thought Chuck.
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“No, no, Chuck. Go lie down,” said Mom.

Chuck whimpered, What do you mean, go lie
down? I want to play!

Mom left the room and Chuck followed her.
When she sat in her chair, Chuck placed his head on her lap and
licked her hand. Is everything OK? What can I do to help?
thought Chuck.

“You’re such a good boy. I’m going to miss
you,” said Mom as she scratched him on the head and started to
cry.

Dad asked Chuck if he wanted to go for a
ride. Of course I’ ll go for a ride! I love car rides! Yes, a
ride! A ride! Chuck thought as he leaped with excitement and
wagged his tail with happiness. I’ ll go anywhere in the car
with my dad, Chuck thought.

Dad drove for quite a while. Finally, the car
stopped. Chuck sniffed the air. We’ve never been here
before! Chuck thought as he jumped out of the car.

“Chuck, over here, boy,” said Dad. Chuck
followed his dad into the strange building.

[image: tmp_00ffc55f90807cfc3dc0209705765122_G4GCD0_html_m794a9dfc.jpg]

[image: tmp_00ffc55f90807cfc3dc0209705765122_G4GCD0_html_65a7a0b0.jpg]

Dad stopped to talk with a human Chuck had
never met. Her name was Charlotte. Chuck sat patiently and started
to pant. Dad gave Charlotte Chuck’s leash, patted him on the head,
and said, “Be a good boy, Chuck.”

Chuck whimpered and howled as Dad walked
away. “It’s OK, Chuck,” Dad said.

Oh no! Where are you going? Where am I?
Don’t go! Chuck thought. He barked and followed his dad, but
Dad left without him.

“You’re adorable,” Charlotte said while
rubbing Chuck’s face. “Come on, boy.”

As they walked through this new place, Chuck
thought, Where am I? It smells funny.

Charlotte opened a kennel and tried to get
Chuck to go in. He ran the other way, tugging on his leash.
Finally, Charlotte put a cookie in the kennel. When Chuck went in
and ate the cookie, the door shut behind him.
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Chuck heard the small voice of a beagle from
the corner of the kennel. “Who are you?” asked the beagle.

“Huh? Are you talking to me?” Chuck said.

“You’re the only other dog in here, aren’t
you?” she asked.

“I’m Chuck. Who are you?” he asked as he
sniffed her head.

She growled and yelled, “GO AWAY!”

“Geesh, I was just trying to say hello,”
Chuck said as he backed away and lay down.

“I’m sorry, Chuck. I’m sad, and I miss my
humans. I’m Bella.”

“What is this place?” Chuck asked.

“It’s where humans bring dogs and cats they
can no longer take care of.”

“What! What do you mean? My humans love me
and take great care of me! They wouldn’t leave me at a place like
this! I know my humans will come back!” Chuck exclaimed.

“I thought the same thing, Chuck. I lived
with my humans since I was a puppy. They brought me here because
they moved and couldn’t take me,” replied Bella. Bella put her paw
on the door of the kennel. “See that big dog over there? That’s
Duke. He’s been waiting here for his humans for almost a year!”

Chuck asked, “Do the humans here ever play
with us dogs?”

“Not very much. They feed us and give us
water, but with all of us dogs to take care of, it’s hard for them
to love and play with us.”
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Chuck let out a
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