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“Bobbi, come in for lunch,” Mom called.

“Okay, Mom, I’m coming,” Bobbi shouted back as she dusted herself off. She had been busy picking apples from the backyard apple tree. Mom was going to make a fresh apple pie from it. Those pies were wonderful, and Bobbi could almost taste it just by thinking about it. 

It was a hot summer, in northwest Pennsylvania, and Bobbi was totally enjoying her time off from going to school in Clarion. She had some small dogs that she loved to play with in the house as well as out in the yard. It was actually a family of dogs, Theo was the daddy dog, Little Bit was the mother, Junior was a brother member of the litter that included cubby Chop-Chop and then there was the Littlest Angel. Chop-Chop loved to eat, and Littlest Angel would often flap her ears as if trying to fly. They all were one happy family. They followed Bobbi inside and waited by the table for Bobbi to finish washing her hands before sitting down at the table.  

Littlest of Angels was the closest companion to Bobbi of all the little dogs. She would follow her wherever she went, from one room to another. Often, when she couldn’t see Bobbi, she would get upset, and cry for her. When she left for school, she could be heard crying at the front door for her. She would wait patiently, not straying far from the door, throughout the day until she came home. She would put her books down and pick her up as soon as she came through the front door. It was always a happy reunion each time. Littlest Angel had golden brown fur that was about two inches long except for her tail. It had long, golden locks that formed a plume that she waved around as she walked.

At the table, the family would sit and wait for grace to be said, and then, the food would be passed around. The Theo family patiently waited at the feet of various members for bits of food to be “accidently” dropped to the floor for them. It was a nice and comfortable arrangement for everyone. The bits of food supplemented their prepared morning breakfast that was served to each of them on individual small plates. Each one had their own, assigned plate. This was served the first thing in the morning, so at lunch and dinner time, the Theo family was usually hungry and anxious for each little bit of food that was dropped. At bed time they would almost always get a snack. Littlest Angel was permitted to sleep right next to Bobbi in her bed. She was very close, and couldn’t sleep without Bobbi being next to her. 

Bobbi was in charge of giving Angel her bath on a regular basis. Angel didn’t like it much, but it was the price she had to pay in order to sleep next to Bobbi. Bobbi would pick her up and place her in the stainless-steel kitchen sink, hose her down with warm water, then shampoo her. After her bath, she would always smell fresh and clean. She was a pretty girl. 

If Bobbi had school homework, Angel would always sit at his feet when she sat at the computer desk. Bobbi placed a black warm, fluffy mat under the desk for Angel so that she would be comfortable while he did his work. Bobbi would also place a red blanket down behind her chair for Theo to rest on. Chop-Chop liked to be up high, and usually rested on the back of Mom’s easy chair. Little Bit would often sit with Mom in the chair or else in Dad’s large recliner. It was just about a daily routine, since Bobbi often had homework even over the weekend. 

On nice days, Bobbi would take Angel for walks. There was a large field that she would take her out on. It had tall grass, and beautiful wild flowers. Angel loved roaming leisurely through the field, nibbling on blades of grass, here and there. Then, at the far end of the field, where the bushes started, they always turned around toward home again. There was a very large hill, almost a mountain just beyond the bushes, but they never went there. At the top of the large hill, rested a large white house. No one ever saw anyone there, but it didn’t look abandoned. Bobbi wondered who lived there, and what was in that house. 

“Come on Angel; let’s go home,” she would say at the end of the field.

Usually, Bobbi led the way back with Angel following close behind. She would look up at her, now and then, looking her in the eyes when Bobbi turned to look for her, and say that she was coming, but her legs were shorter than hers. Bobbi would wait for her to catch up. Then, occasionally, she would stop and browse for a large clump of grass that she just couldn’t pass up. Bobbi didn’t mind it at all, and expected such stops. The sky was usually clear, and the sun not too hot. The birds could be heard singing in the tree tops above. Angel seemed to enjoy the singing birds almost as much as Bobbi did. She would look up into the trees to spot the birds, usually, but often the birds didn’t like to be seen and would fly away, taking their songs with them. 

Sometimes, Angel would snap at a pesky bumble bee that would get too close to her head. The field was full of flowers, which attracted the bees, so, they had to be put up with. There never was a real problem with them, however, since they only flew from flower to flower, and never seriously bothered either Bobbi or Angel.  It was like Bobbi and Angel were expected to be in the field
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