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    This story is dedicated to Miss Annie, the blessed soul who saved the real Buddy. 
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Chapter 1

The Poor Beast
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"Fucking cows!" Jo muttered under her breath as she tore the last of the branches off the heifer so she could get back to the barn. She had noticed one heifer missing from the herd as they came in to get food. She was pretty sure this one was bred, so Jo wanted to make sure she hadn't given birth somewhere. The rain had started earlier in the day, but with all the other ranch chores, Jo hadn't thought too much about the wet weather until the thunder started rolling in. The rain was coming down in literal sheets as she tugged the last branch away. The cow took off, spraying Jo with what she hoped was just mud in its effort to get back to the herd. Jo quickly mounted her mare, a good old girl who had stood patiently as the rain pelted her.  

"c'mon girl, let's make sure she can find her way back. We don't have to go searching again." She used the reins to turn the horse around, even though the mare was an old hack at this and moved with just the slightest shift in Jo's body, she wanted to hurry home to her warm shower and cozy bed.  

The rain poured off the edges of her old Stetson; she wore her dad's old cowboy raincoat with its split sides, so her legs stayed relatively dry as she rode home. With rain such as this, though, no amount of rain gear could keep her totally dry.  

Thunder rolled in the background; the flash of lightning lit the sky as bright as noon. In the corner of her eye, she saw a small furry thing lying in the mud. She tried to ignore it and urged the mare forward, trying to keep the heifer in her sight. Then, in that one moment of quiet before the next crash of thunder rolled over the prairie, she heard a small whimper. 

Jo sighed, damned her soft heart, and turned to see what poor beast was drowning in the rain in mud out in her cattle fields. 

She pulled the mare up short and hopped down; no need to step on the poor beast because it was dark, and she couldn't see quite clearly. She reached in her saddle bags, grateful her father had always told her to keep them "packed up for emergencies, no tellin’ what you might need out in the dark and the rain.”

Jo smiled at the memory; her dad was always one to be prepared. Or so she had thought.

As she reached the animal, she dropped to her knees and saw it was a small dog. A terrier-type from what she could tell. No color was discernible with all the rain and mud, but it was clear that he was terribly hurt.

"C'mon, boy, this isn't going to feel good, but at least if you die, you won't die alone." She scooped him up, surprised at how small his frame was. He must have been out for a while; he was so bony she knew the ride home wasn't going to be comfortable for her either. She threw him over the mares back in front of the saddle and swung up herself. She opened her raincoat and gently tucked him inside, then urged the mare forward toward the warmth of the house. 

She carried the dog into the house, gently laying him on the old washing machine while she slipped off her boots and hung up her coat and hat to dry. The rest of her clothes would need to be changed soon, and a hot shower was in her future, but right now, this little guy needed her attention.

She found a towel still in the dryer, wrapped the mud-covered pup back up, and carried him to the fire. The fireplace was enormous! Big enough to heat most of the house at one time. Jo loved sleeping on the couch in front of the fire, so she rarely turned the heat on. With just her in the large home, there didn't seem to be a need to. 

"Okay, buddy, as much of a mess as you are, I think tonight will just be about getting you warm, and hopefully, you'll make it through to morning." The brown eyes watched her as she laid down pillows and blankets, then placed him gently on top, still wrapped in the towel.  

Being a working rancher, Jo had a good idea of what to do to help the little guy feel better. She quickly changed her clothes into warm sweats, then grabbed some goat milk out of the freezer. Goat milk was best for wayward baby animals. She heated it up as fast as she dared and grabbed a large syringe, the kind with the plastic, not the needle, and stepped back into the living room.

The room was full of shadows as the flames licked the top of the fireplace. Jo was surprised that the fire was going so well, but didn't question too much. "At least something's going right tonight."

She gently uncovered the little dog, who had dried while waiting for her. She rubbed it gently with the towel, knocking off as much mud as she could. The little dog flinched through most of this. Jo could see the claw marks all over the little guy. "Oh buddy, what did you get yourself into?"

She slowly fed him the whole bowl of goat's milk until his stomach was full and he had curled up on his makeshift bed. Gently, he started to snore. Jo stood and stretched, patted the dog, covered him back up with a blanket, and cleaned up the remnants of her first aid work. It was close to three in the morning, and her body ached from the day. The shower she was dreaming about would have to wait. She grabbed her big fluffy blanket that her great grandmother June had hand-sewn and was snoring right along with the dog in no time at all. 
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Chapter 2

Buddy
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The water in the tub was dark brown; Jo wasn't sure if it was from all the mud or all the dried blood coming off the poor little dog. He was such a good boy, standing perfectly still as she gently poured warm water over his body. Tremors shook his little body as she worked. She wasn't sure if it was from the cold, pain, or fear, but Jo did her best to comfort him. 

"It's okay, buddy, no one will hurt you here. I got you." When she had rinsed as much as she had dared, Jo wrapped him back up in the biggest comfiest towel she could find. She carried him back into the kitchen, where the light was best, so she could assess his injuries. 

Standing there, holding the little dog still on the kitchen table, Jo could see the claw marks ravaging his body. "Sheesh, buddy, did you stumble on a whole nest of cougars or what?" She could not believe that this little guy was still alive! She knew if he survived any infections that might be coming his way, he was definitely a fighter and would have a home wherever she landed.  

Her equine first aid kit was closest to grab, so she cleaned each cut individually and sprayed them down with Al- U- Shield, a silver medicated spray that worked wonders on any cuts her horses received. By the time she finished the doctoring, the little dog was so covered in silver he
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