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    For all the dogs in the world
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Take Notes and Document Their Every Move: A Quest to Discover What Makes the Human Species Tick, written by Rosso da Vinci, the esteemed authority on human habits and behavior.

Rosso brings you an honest and revealing look inside the complicated relationship between dogs and their best friends: humans.

Rosso will reveal information he discovered during his research that has never been disclosed about this sensitive subject.

The information contained and divulged may, at times, be shocking. Proceed with caution, an open mind, and a loving heart.

Names were changed to protect the innocent—and the guilty.
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PREFACE
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The mysteries of life intrigue me. I ponder day and night in my quest to discover a logical explanation for everything. Although I must admit, when humans get involved in any way, it can be impossible to make sense of anything.

My studies and observations of the human species began very early in life. I analyzed and documented their strange behaviors. After years of extensive research, their careless and selfish actions always amaze me. You can never predict what they will do or say next. 

After careful examination, I discovered countless abnormalities within the human brain. While it is unique, it is far from superior. I also found that humans exhibit far more peculiarities than any other species on Earth. 

Humans label me as erratic, impulsive, and mischievous. They also refer to me as affectionate, beautiful, and comical. It's humorous that the same can also apply to them. 

Humans often use mean and defamatory words to hurt each other. They also humiliate innocent dogs when they do. We cringe when they say, "the dog days of summer," or "sick as a dog." The most hurtful phrases are, "you smell like a wet dog," and "ugly as a dog." 

Humans have the false impression that I am an animal. That offensive expression hurts and disturbs me. You cannot begin to compare a dog to any animal species. We are not animals. 

It amazes me how humans believe they know everything about dogs. Dogs don't assume they understand everything about the human species. Humans do not even understand their own species. 

Humans think they know what is best for me. They believe they understand the thoughts in my brilliant mind. They assume they know what I want, what I need, and what I like and dislike. They think they know when I'm happy and when I'm sad. They imagine they know when I'm hungry and thirsty and when I want or need to go outside. They assume they know what I prefer to eat and what I despise. They believe they know what I enjoy and what I detest. 

Humans are wrong—completely wrong! 

It's quite a struggle to communicate with the human species. Every time I share my thoughts and feelings on a topic, they say, "Stop barking and go away!" 

Humans make every decision for me, whether right or wrong, whether I like it or not. I'm not allowed to make any decisions. I do have a brain! I’m creative and intelligent, but they don’t recognize those qualities in me. I know what is in my best interest, and I could offer them some much-needed guidance. 

In the human world, my opinions don't count; I don't have free will, and I can't express myself. 

I have feelings, desires, and emotions. I'm not a lifeless, stuffed animal with a goofy smile sewn on my face that you sit on the corner of the sofa or display on a bed. To be honest, stuffed animals give me the creeps! I don't have any idea why humans fancy imitation dogs and animals. 

Humans should adopt living, breathing dogs. Dogs of all sizes and breeds dream of finding their forever homes. They wait for a special person to rescue them, love them, and care for them. Dogs are loyal, loving, forgiving, and funny. Unlike humans, we don’t hold grudges. Dogs ask for little in return. We want someone to love us. And, of course, to FEED us! 

Dogs serve a distinct purpose in this world—to make humans happy. We make them the center of our attention. Their friends, families, and cats let them down, but we don't. When humans are lonely, unhappy, or sick, we are always there to console and embrace them. We will always guard them if necessary. 

Dogs don’t care about the size of your house, your income, or your car. They will love you forever for being you. We hope you can buy us tasty treats! It takes little money or effort to make us happy. When humans open their hearts to dogs, the love becomes endless and unconditional. 

Dogs protect their humans with love and eagerness. We have been loyal companions since the dawn of time. No matter what happens, we never give up on them, and we hope humans never give up on us. 

Dogs make a difference in the human world every day. There are police dogs that uncover drugs and bombs and locate missing humans. Guard dogs protect them, and rescue dogs assist them in emergencies. Seeing Eye dogs guide the blind. Dogs visit the elderly in nursing homes and the sick in hospitals to help brighten their day. We also alert them when someone is prowling or knocking on the door. 

Humans don’t realize how much their lives would change without dogs. Unlike cats, dogs have manners. We don’t walk on tables, shelves, or kitchen countertops. We don’t scratch furniture or leave messy trails of kitty litter around the house. 

Sometimes I'm happy, and sometimes I'm sad. I get excited, anxious, disappointed, and lonely. And yes, dogs smile, laugh, dream, wish, and cry. Contrary to human belief, I understand everything they say about me and everything they say to me. I hurt and feel pain like you, and sometimes I get sick. I love, and I enjoy being loved. I'm actually no different from you! 

I won't know why humans don't have fur until I conduct further research. But fur would be a significant improvement for some. 

My natural curiosity has landed me in dangerous situations far beyond my control. I am strong, driven, curious, independent, and proud. Sometimes I am stubborn, suspicious, and somewhat selfish. My weakest trait is also the most harmful. I don’t think twice before diving into danger. I rarely consider the consequences of my actions. My flawed misjudgments have proven to be catastrophic at times. My strong will, determination, and guardian angel have helped me rise above challenges and thrive.

Humans only walk on their back legs after the infant stage of their lives. 

I spent a lifetime gathering the information that gave me a clear and honest understanding of humans and animals. After many years of good and bad experiences, happy and at times sad, mutual love and appreciation, I still take notes. 

Do you share your life with a dog? 

If you don't, you are missing out on an extraordinary and special relationship. 
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Where are these beastly humans taking my brothers and sisters? 

My family is completely devastated. Our happy home has turned hostile, and we have fallen into chaos, sadness, and disbelief. Now we will never be the same. Our perfect world has been shattered and forever altered without reason or explanation. 

It was shocking to watch those heartless scoundrels abduct my siblings right in front of me. Everyone is missing except my parents, my baby brother, whom everyone calls the runt, and me. Frightful thoughts continued to swirl through our young and innocent minds. It was heartbreaking to speculate who might be next to be savagely puppy-napped. 

Shivering with anguish and dread, my brother and I hid behind my Mommy. We could be entirely wrong about this horrendous situation. We can only hope my brothers and sisters will come back home, and our family will be happy and complete. 

For days we prayed, hoped, and waited for each one to return home to us safe and sound. We were distraught and overcome with fear and concern. 

We have no idea why those strangers targeted our family with such evil intent. We don't know where they are holding my brothers and sisters hostage. No one knows who these puppy-stealing hoodlums are. We don't understand why our humans failed to protect us from these unknown gangsters. 

Those criminals ripped our hearts and souls from our chests. Witnessing these atrocious crimes has taken a toll on us. Our family is now incomplete and in a state of mourning. We are in a state of confusion and do not understand why this happened to our family. 

We never thought that anyone would ever separate us from our parents and siblings, especially in such a disgusting and vicious manner. We took it for granted that humans were our protectors, providers, and friends. I haven't the slightest notion of what may have resulted in this unfortunate chain of sad events. 

My parents feel guilty and helpless. They thought they had prepared us for every situation in life, both good and bad. We can't persuade them that they can't teach us about things they have never experienced or expected to happen. 

It is difficult to comprehend what happened since we did nothing wrong or out of the ordinary. There must have been a serious misunderstanding between us that we didn’t see, which led to this heartbreaking tragedy. I need to return to the beginning and examine every detail, regardless of whether it appears small or unimportant. I will determine what led to this unforeseen tragedy. 

I'm taking notes and documenting the humans' every move. 
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It all began when the humans didn’t want my Mommy and Daddy to be together.

When they first met, the humans tried everything to break them up and keep them apart. It hurt when they said Daddy wasn't good enough for Mommy. They claimed he would ruin her career, which felt so mean. Likewise, the humans would remark that Mommy was not good enough for Daddy, and she would destroy his career. 

Their love for each other brought them closer, and no one could keep them apart. I am so proud of my parents. They stood up and fought for each other and their love to overcome the countless barriers they faced. Through thick and thin, their love survived. 

It wasn't long before they decided to start a family, and that's when I came into the picture. There are seven of us. We were born minutes apart. I have three brothers and three sisters. Our tongues are mostly black, like Mommy's. Our impressive coats are redder, like Mommy's, than golden like Daddy's. I also inherited Daddy's regal eyes and nose. I am proud to say that we are an extraordinary mix of our parents' finest qualities. 

We are such a happy family. Everything is perfect! Humans stop by our house daily to watch us romp and play with each other. I love it when they say that we are adorable, precious, and the cutest little fur balls they have ever seen. Sometimes they cuddle us and scratch our heads and ears. We always giggle when they tickle our chubby bellies. We love to perform a little show and entertain everyone; it's in our blood. We have so much fun being the center of attention. It excites us to watch humans laugh when we make them happy. 

My sisters are beautiful. They will make some lucky dogs very happy someday. I am optimistic that they will be good wives and excellent mothers. After all, they had the best teacher in the entire universe. 

Once I heard Daddy say, "I won't allow any ordinary dogs to court my special girls; they must be exceptional to ask for my daughter's paw." 

Two of my brothers are big, strong, and confident, like me. But my youngest brother is unsure of himself. He is smaller than the rest, not as strong, somewhat withdrawn, and he is easily frightened. It's sad when humans refer to him as the runt. That is such a terrible thing to label an innocent little pup. It's obvious that the humans have given him a complex, and they have lowered his confidence and self-esteem. 

He can't grow up strong and feel good about himself when he's always called a name that makes him unhappy. I try to give him more love, praise, and attention than my other siblings. I hope that will help him feel confident and more optimistic about himself and his future. 

I always have so much fun with my brothers and sisters. Feeding time, in particular, is quite entertaining. Everybody barks and whines as we climb and fall all over my Mommy. We push and shove each other to feast on that delicious warm milk. 

There is nothing better than mouth-watering warm milk. I love warm milk. My favorite thing on this earth is warm milk! 

Mommy lies there and smiles lovingly as we wiggle and suckle. Sometimes she bathes us while we are nursing. What a perfect world this is! 

We love to play when we aren't feeding. We tumble and attempt to chase each other on our short, wobbly legs. We growl, play tug of war, hide and seek, and snatch toys from each other. We nibble each other and bark for hours until we are completely exhausted and can no longer stand up.  Then we fall asleep one by one, snuggled up together. It's comforting to hear their heartbeats and feel the warmth of their little furry bodies. We are inseparable. I am so loved and safe. I am optimistic that every day will always be like today—PERFECT! 
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Today we were having a wrestling match when several strange humans entered the room. This visit was quite unusual and quickly became disturbing. They appeared serious, unlike the usual happy times when humans wanted to watch us play, romp, and put on an entertaining show for them. 

The strangers picked us up one by one and inspected us as if we were cantaloupes. They turned us up, down, and all around; they peeked and poked at every inch of our little bodies. They picked up my big sister a second time and proceeded to walk out of the house with her. She was crying when they disappeared from sight as they exited the front door. Our humans did not attempt in the least to stop those unmerciful creatures. 

We could not believe what happened. We scrambled and hid behind Mommy for protection as she began to weep. Sadly, Daddy wasn't home. He was still away at an important exhibition. 

I was hoping it was a nightmare and I would soon awaken, but I knew in my heart that it was a cruel reality. 

Our humans made no attempt to stop those horrible villains from abducting my sister. They should have rescued the little pup from those savages. 

Several hours later, Daddy finally returned home from the big dog show. Mommy sobbed when she informed him that our sister was missing. 

“Missing?” he replied with a terrified look on his face. “What do you mean she's missing?" 

In exact detail, Mommy explained to Daddy the horrible incident that occurred earlier. She described the two strangers and how they picked up our sister without warning and carried her out the front door. 

I had never seen Daddy's face look distressed and sorrowful before. He told Mommy he knew many sad stories about puppies being snatched. His coworkers often talked about their pups. They said strange humans had abducted them. They additionally informed him that the humans exchanged money for the little ones. 

Puppynapping is a dire situation. We can no longer trust our humans when they sell us for greed and profit. It's hard to believe that humans would sell us out and destroy our loving, loyal, and devoted family for money. 

I never thought humans could be so guilty of such horrible behavior. They have torn apart my beautiful family and destroyed our perfect lives. 

My sister must feel frightened and lonely without us. 

We felt mentally exhausted and drained from my sister's cruel abduction. We cuddled together and tried to sleep. We could not stop thinking about her. We imagined all kinds of terrible things that those heartless criminals might do to her. I do not understand why humans do such incomprehensible things. 

Hundreds of questions swirled through our minds as we fell asleep. My trust in the human species vanished forever on this day, a day that I will never, never forget or understand. 

Warning to all humans: I am taking notes and documenting your every move! 

I'll file all evidence and other information in the "Abducted Sibling" folder.
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We awakened to the sun shining brightly through the window. It radiated warmth upon our glistening coats. As we stretched and gathered our composure, we heard our humans in the kitchen making loud noises. How dare they cook and laugh as if nothing had occurred yesterday. It was business as usual for them. They are shameless and have no heart or conscience.  

I heard Daddy tell Mommy to go about our daily routine but keep a close eye on our humans. She was apprehensive but agreed for the sake of my sister and our family. We didn't know why this was happening to us, but we didn't want to do anything that might make the situation even worse. 

Mommy proceeded to give us our breakfast and baths. Her love and attention felt comforting. But nothing could change the disturbing situation of my sister’s shocking disappearance. 

Before we finished our morning chores, there was a loud knock on the front door. It must be our sister. Finally, our sister is coming home! 

We were so looking forward to her return. As the door opened, we stood paralyzed and stared with anticipation. My heart began to beat fast and hard. Our humans rushed to the door and greeted two strangers that we had never seen before. Sadness filled the room; it was not our sister. 

As the humans approached us, we heard one of them comment that they wanted a male. The next thing we knew, they picked me up, then my big brother. It was unforgivable when they remarked that they were not interested in the runt. His little eyes rolled into the back of his head as he slid to the floor in slow motion with relief. 

I glanced at my parents. I watched their once-bright and happy eyes turn sad and full of tears. Then the despicable strangers grabbed my big brother and swiftly exited the house. We stared at each other in complete shock and horror. How could this be happening to us again? Sadness and fear filled the entire room. 

My parents struggled to be strong in front of us. We were afraid to make even the slightest movement or noise. The house fell into an unsettling silence. We continued to stare into each other's eyes; all we could see was irrefutable pain and fear. 

When things couldn't get worse, the doorbell rang. Two strangers entered the house and walked toward us. Those atrocious strangers picked up my baby sister and walked out the front door of our home. 

This deplorable routine continued to occur throughout the day. It was shocking to watch our humans eagerly assisting the unknown puppynappers. Nothing will ever be the same between us. 

One big question remains: why did our humans assist the villains? 

I am making a new folder immediately. This information goes into the "Criminal Aiding and Abetting" file. 
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It's been several weeks since the heinous abductions of my siblings. They are out of sight, but we will never forget them. Things are calm now, with no new incidents or puppynappings. Still, we stay very cautious. Mommy and Daddy are struggling to keep our lives as normal as possible for my baby brother and me. Nonetheless, we see the constant pain and anxiety in their sorrowful faces. 

I've been investigating and compiling notes since those criminals abducted my siblings. I have examined the evidence and studied every possible detail hundreds of times. I searched for any clue about why this tragedy occurred. To date, my efforts have been unsuccessful in determining the motives behind the abductions of my siblings. 

Throughout my investigation, I realized there is a dire need for research on the human species. I am taking notes. I must prepare folders for my research on "Human Habits and Behaviors."

––––––––
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*~*~*~*~*
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After breakfast, my baby brother and I played the game tug of war with our favorite blanket. I let him win most of the time because it brings him great happiness and pride. After we finished our game, we decided to take a little snooze. As we closed our eyes, we heard the doorbell ring. At last, our brothers and sisters were returning home! 

Our hearts sank when two strangers entered the house and strolled directly toward us. My body quivered as they picked me up. They made foolish baby comments about me. The next thing I knew, they examined my mouth and ears and poked all over my belly. They remarked that they especially admired my fluffy, reddish coat. 

The villains quickly turned around and left the house, clutching me tightly in their criminal arms. 

I screamed out to my family and told them I would always love them. 

The monsters didn't allow me to kiss my Mommy and Daddy goodbye or play with my brother. I don't want to leave my family. I especially want to stay with my baby brother. He will be sad and alone with no one to snuggle up with, play, or eat. 

I can't imagine what these deranged humans might do to me. It's difficult to even speak about my siblings and their disappearance. I never thought they would forcibly take me from my devoted and loving family. I can't believe it; they puppynapped me! 

I'm only about twelve weeks old; I'm a wee innocent pup. I heard that it's 1987. I'm an innocent baby, and I am horror-stricken. The criminals took my childhood from me. I will never forget this shocking series of events, and I am devastated beyond belief. These actions are cruel, despicable, and unforgivable. 

The worst part is I don't understand why they abducted me. I didn't do anything wrong. I don't know what will happen to my Mommy, Daddy, brothers, and sisters. It breaks my heart to think about it. I will never get over the trauma of today, the day when I was savagely abducted from my family. 

Despite everything, now the humans might not notice how little my baby brother is since he's alone. Maybe everybody will stop teasing him and calling him the runt. I hope he will have chances in life that he didn't have before. I hope he grows up to be the smartest, strongest, and most beautiful. 

I am grief-stricken. I will never forgive these degenerates, usually referred to as humans. 

Taking notes . . . I'll file this critical information immediately into the "Criminal Felony Abduction" file. 
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The abductors placed me inside a large cardboard box perched on the back seat of their car. There were no toys, blanket, milk, treats, or anything else. 

I miss my family, and I want to go home. Now. 

I need help finding where I'm going. I can't see anything at all. I'm sniffing every scent from my house to wherever these evil creatures take me. 

I hear horns honking, an occasional screech, and there's loud music playing on the radio. The culprits are laughing. I can't find anything funny about this situation.  

Whenever the car turns a corner or comes to a quick stop, I'm thrown hard to the other side of the box. I'm bouncing around like a basketball. I was so nervous that I made a giant puddle. I am wet and dizzy, and everything is beginning to spin. I am going to pass out. 

I don't know why this is happening to me. Now all I can think about is the horrible things they might do to me. Terrible things are running through my mind. 

If I bark loudly, howl, cry, and scratch all day and night, they might return me to my Mommy, Daddy, and baby brother. 

The car made a final hard turn, and then it completely stopped. My box fell over, and it threw me onto the floor with great force, causing my puddle to scatter in all directions. 

The man turned off the car and yelled at the woman, "Look at the disgusting mess that dog made; get him out of my car now!" 

I was soaking wet, shaking with fright, and I made another huge puddle. The woman picked me up; she held me like I had cooties or a contagious disease, and then she took me inside a house. She placed me in the kitchen sink and gave me a quick bath with soap that burned my sensitive eyes. Then she dried me with an old scratchy towel. I am still wet, and now I'm cold and scared. I hope that I don't catch the sniffles. 

She gave me a bowl filled with water! I love milk! I can't begin to imagine why that ignorant woman gave me water! 

I love milk, but she didn't give me milk to drink or console me. Where is the delicious warm milk? I don't know if I can survive without milk. I want milk. I'm not too fond of water and do not want water. 

Then the woman placed another bowl onto the floor and filled it with strange chunks I had never seen before. The nuggets were hard as a rock, and they smelled atrocious. I could break my jaw or teeth eating that stinking garbage. I can't believe any of this nonsense. 

Then the woman installed a gate that completely blocked the doorway, and then she left the room. I'm hopelessly sad and confined. Bars, water, and dry, hard food! It can't get any worse than this. Well, at least I hope not. 

About every half hour, the woman enters the kitchen, picks me up, and carries me outside. She places me harshly on the grass or dirt. She stands with her arms crossed. She stares at me, making impatient noises and gestures. After a few minutes, she mumbles to herself. I can't understand her words. Then, she carries me back inside the house. 

Everyone always complimented my awesome, fluffy paws. It's this woman's fault they're wet, dirty, and ugly now. I am heartbroken. 

They placed me in a box in their bedroom when it was bedtime. Then they had the nerve to turn out the lights and leave me in complete darkness. Panicked, I started to whine, bark, and scratch at the sides of the box. 

The man shouted at the woman, "Take that annoying dog downstairs now! I need to sleep!" 

She picked up the box I was in and took me to the kitchen. This way, they could sleep. Then, she turned off the light and left the room. 

I'm in total darkness in a strange and uninviting house. I'm alone with these gangster humans. I am frantic and begin to cry, bark, and scratch louder and louder. 

I can't sleep, so I won't allow them to sleep either. I didn't ask them to bring me to this dreadful house of horrors. 

I'm in this strange, cold kitchen alone. I cannot see anything. I hear the clock ticking, the faucet leaking, and the refrigerator motor running. I hear all kinds of eerie creaks, cracks, and other haunting sounds, but I don't know what they are. I see strange shadows high in the window and lights at times passing by. 

This house is spooky and scary. I am so frightened! I never did anything that was so deplorable to deserve this shocking treatment. 

It’s tough to think about being taken from your family by strangers. You end up in a box, with no blanket, in complete darkness. Then, you’re left alone in a creepy house. There’s no one to play with or cuddle, and you have no food or water. This sad situation is horrible. 

Everything is frightful and disorienting in the dark, especially in this unfamiliar house. This entire predicament is their fault, not mine. 

I have no one to play or snuggle with anymore. I'm hopeless and lost. My family does not know where I am or if I'm alive. 

I will always treasure the memories of my family when we were together and happy. I will hold them close to my heart forever. I want them to know how much I miss and love them, wherever they are. 

No matter where life takes me, I'll always search for my family until I find them. It hurts not knowing where they are or how they are. I would give anything to see them again, even if it's only for a short time, even if it's only one time. I miss each one of them very much. 

I can't comprehend what compels humans to do the horrific things they do without conscience or the fear of consequences. 

Taking notes . . . this documentation goes into the "Criminal Neglect and Abuse" file. 

I cried myself to sleep. 
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I'm having a tough time getting used to my captors and new environment. I'm not part of a family. There is something significant that is missing. They don't pay much attention to me and don't play with me unless they are trying to impress someone.  

I don't understand why the humans won't play ball or fetch the stick with me. 

Most of the time, they appear to be altogether annoyed by me. They only give me the basic things I need, like food, although wretched, and a dry place to sleep. They never rub or scratch my ears and back or tickle my belly. 

In reality, they only wanted a guard dog. If I don't bark at every little noise, they remark, "Is he deaf or stupid?" I am most definitely not either. If they treated me better, I wouldn't ignore them. 

I'm sad, and I cry often. I want more from humans. I am not happy and content in the least. When you are unhappy, you have no desire to guard, please anyone, or make them smile, laugh, and be happy. 

I'm only allowed to drink water, nothing else. Water that sits for hours in a bowl becomes warm and nasty. I love milk; I need milk. 

Occasionally, I like to put my fluffy paws into the water bowl; it feels good and keeps them sparkling clean. I don't like drinking water, but I like playing in it. I don't want water! I cannot believe how ignorant humans are about dogs. They haven't a clue about anything. 

I'm only fed twice a day, in the morning before they go to work and again after they devour their dinner every night. My Mommy would disapprove of this cruel treatment; she allowed us to eat as many times a day as we wanted. If we were hungry, we ate! You can't grow up strong and healthy when you live in this unhappy, unhealthy, demented house. 

When I arrived here, it was challenging to master the art of walking, and I obsessively dreamed of running. I tripped, stumbled over myself, slid on the floor, and fell down the steps. There isn't a place on my sore body that has not endured a bump or a bruise. It's a miracle that I never broke any bones. It might not have been so miserable if there had been carpeting to pad my falls. The humans would laugh at me whenever I fell, and nobody helped me get up. They never checked to see if I had sustained any injuries after one of those dreadful mishaps. But it didn't keep me from exploring and learning so many new things. 

I'm spanked with newspapers, and then they place me in that dreaded box in the kitchen, all alone, to punish me. I don't have any cool toys or nifty chew bones, so I gnaw a little on the furniture or one of their shoes. Sometimes they spank me so hard that I make a little puddle, and then I get sent outside into the yard. 

On top of everything else, they named me Doofus! They thought it was funny, but they hurt my feelings. I was so humiliated. 

They couldn't come up with a name other than Doofus. They must hate me for some unknown reason. Everyone who hears my name laughs. 

I have no idea what is wrong with these insensitive humans. 

Every day, there is one stressful situation or catastrophe right after the other. I could make a big puddle on the carpet or their bed. Or, I might chew the leg off the dining room table. Then, I could chew the back or arm off the couch to protest my new name. I am never included in important decisions that affect me. Still, I am the one who has to live with the consequences of their ignorance. 

I want a name that genuinely expresses me—a masculine name with some authority. I don't want a goofy name that sounds like it belongs to one of their asinine fake stuffed animals. 

I cannot comprehend why humans name their pets such pathetic names, as if we are nothing except toys. I don't want to be bullied about my ridiculous name. Your name should give you dignity and show character. I'm afraid that if I show them how unhappy I am, they might smack me with a newspaper or put me inside that awful box. 

Oh, I'm so unhappy. I want my Mommy. She would never approve of the name Doofus. My Mommy always said that I was her Renaissance genius pup. She called me her little da Vinci. 

I mentioned earlier that house training can be quite embarrassing. It's most certainly not any fun at all. I need help understanding their reasoning on this sensitive subject. It's not easy to go when someone stands over you, staring at you and acting impatiently. Humans have no manners or consideration whatsoever for my personal private moments. I'm mortified. I should follow them every time they have to go and stare them down while I tap my tail on the wall to see how they like it. 

I'm always chased around and smacked with newspapers. Those disgraceful humans have even rubbed my nose into the puddle (of you know what). How despicable! I couldn't help myself; I tried to hold it, and I didn't like the mess either. If they hadn't traumatized me, I wouldn't have made any puddles in the house. As usual, shame on them—not me. 

It took a while for them to finally get the message that I have to go when I need to, not when they want me to. I don't understand the thoughts that run through their incognizant minds about dogs. I miss my Mommy so much; she would never rub my nose into a vulgar puddle of you-know-what under any circumstances. 

I'm taking notes. I need to make a new folder for "Intentional Infliction of Pain and Suffering." 
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The humans took me for a ride in the car to meet a man named Veterinarian. That is a strange new word for my growing vocabulary. My name is better suited to him. 

What a learning experience; I do wish that I had skipped that class! At first, I thought this would be an exciting and fun trip. I presumed that Veterinarian was a friendly human. He weighed and measured me, he rubbed my belly and patted my head. I laughed when he tickled me, and he told the humans how healthy and beautiful I was. Things were going well until I overheard him explaining to the humans that I needed shots. 

I don't know what he's trying to say, and I don't need shots! I have never heard of shots, except for gunshots. 

I hope that he isn't going to shoot me. Somebody, please help me! 

I watched Veterinarian fill a long needle with a clear liquid from a small bottle. I quivered as I watched him walk toward me in slow motion. He was grasping that big needle upward with an evil smile upon his unshaven, burly face. 

I don't know if this madman will shoot or poison me. 

That doesn't make everything acceptable because he's smiling at me. He grabbed me; I fought and attempted to break free from him. He instructed the humans to hold me down firmly on the table. This is a criminal conspiracy, and they are all involved. I struggled to break free from them when Veterinarian stuck that long needle into me. I wanted to run, but I couldn't. The long, sharp needle hurt and stung as it pierced my sensitive skin. I barked, howled, and cried, hoping that someone would rescue me from this insanity. 

I don't understand why this psychopathic stranger wants to torture and hurt me; he doesn't even know me. 

When I thought things couldn't get any worse, he took another needle from the drawer. He didn't fill it with anything this time. This idiot doesn't know what he's doing. 

He ordered the humans to restrain me again as he walked toward me. Oh no, he stuck that empty needle into me. It's filling with my blood. The pervert is stealing my blood! 

I don't know what he wants to do with my blood. I'm nauseous and dizzy. I think I'm going to pass out! 

This entire experience has been horrific. Then I heard him comment that I was at the perfect age to be neutered. 

"Will someone PLEEEEASE tell me what 'neutered' is?" I barked. 

I don't understand what he means; that's not a word I have ever heard. With a straight face, Veterinarian said, "We can fit him into our schedule today for the procedure." 

With a smile on their faces, the humans agreed. I guess it won't be so bad since everybody appears to be happy about my procedure. 

I have never heard of a procedure, and I do not want this deranged lunatic to touch me now or ever again. 

I'm more confused and shocked as each minute passes. 

I was in shock when Veterinarian grabbed another needle from the drawer. Out of nowhere, strangers tried to subdue me as he stabbed me again with another unknown liquid. 

They relocated me to another cold steel table. Unlike the others, this table had wheels. I struggled to fight back while snapping and squirming, but I became weaker and weaker. Then they tried to force a long, clear tube down my throat. I began to gasp for air. I gagged and choked violently. 

This mentally ill stranger enjoyed torturing me, and now he's attempting to murder me. There is definitely something seriously wrong with these repulsive, uncivilized humans. 

The bright ceiling lights are blinding me. Voices sound louder, more profound, and slower. The room is spinning and spinning around. I am losing my ability to stay awake and resist them, but I must fight to my last breath. My eyelids are as heavy as rocks, and I'm starting to feel weightless, like I'm floating. 

These despicable creatures have drugged me! 

I continue to struggle . . . but . . .  I . . . 

––––––––
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*~*~*~*~*

I don't remember how long I was unconscious when I began to wake up. To be completely honest, I don't remember anything at all. I'm disoriented and drowsy. My mouth is dry, and I'm experiencing immense pain. Little by little, I began to regain my senses. As I gathered my faculties, the more exasperated I became. I must be having a nightmare; there are bandages where bandages should not be in any situation! 

I must be hallucinating. There is no way that this can actually be real. I don't know what has happened to me. 

I don't know why I have bandages down there! I began to cry. 

I don't know what that criminal derelict and his partners in crime did to me after he drugged me. The only thing I know for sure is that I'm in terrible pain. 

"Don't allow him to disturb the stitches," Veterinarian said to my humans. 

"STITCHES!" I whimpered. 

I am becoming faint and dizzy. 

I can't believe anyone would let that criminal commit such a terrible act. 

It's beyond belief that this is why the humans were so happy for me to have the "procedure" today. The word "procedure" is nothing more than their code word for torture. They are disgusting, perverted, and completely demented. 

I'm not a complete dog anymore. I'm now disfigured, mutilated, and violated without my knowledge and permission. They have forever ruined my opportunity to become a father and grandfather. I need a lawyer fast. I am grief-stricken and outraged. I will never walk normal again, and I don't know if this tragedy will affect my running abilities. 

I'm taking notes. I need to make a new folder for "Evidence of Intentional Criminal Medical Malpractice." 

I could not stop crying. Please return me to my Mommy before someone kills me. These humans are psychotic psychopaths using me for deranged medical and social experiments. I will never have puppies or grandpuppies to tell my stories to or pass on the treasured family history. It is heartbreaking that my fabulous bloodline now ends with me. 

Now more than ever, I appreciate being a dog. 

I will never recover from the shock and trauma of today. I will never forgive humans for this barbaric and tragic situation. 

––––––––
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*~*~*~*~*
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I fell into a deep depression when I got home. It slowed down my recovery. I felt worthless and hopeless. I convinced myself that I had no future and my life was over because I would never be able to have a family. As if things were not bad enough, I would always walk funny. 

After a thorough evaluation of my life, I realized it was not my fault what happened to me, and I have plenty to live for. I’m brilliant, humorous, and talented. I have much more to offer. I decided to look at the positive side of my life instead of the negative. 

Now I am more determined than ever to continue my extensive research on the human species. I will resume taking notes full-time and gathering information about their disturbing behavior. Someday, I may be the one to discover why they commit such atrocities. 

My Mommy always said that everything on this earth has a distinct purpose. I always agreed with her until I began to study human habits and behaviors. 

Taking notes . . . Humans clearly pose the biggest threat to themselves and the planet. 
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Every day I discover and learn so many neat new things. For some reason, the humans always yell at me and spank me. I wasn't shocked when they ordered daily and Sunday newspapers. They wanted a steady supply of spanking material. 

Taking notes . . . File this necessary documentation immediately into the "Domestic Abuse" folder. 

I don't do anything wrong; I'm curious and learning. If the humans paid more attention to me and gave me something fun to do, I wouldn't be getting into everything. Living here is so complex and tedious. I'm miserable. 

I don't understand why humans do whatever they please around this house, but I cannot. 

I cannot believe it! Now, on top of everything else, they want me to perform asinine tricks. The only bright side is the tasty treat I get when I finish. But if I mess up and don’t follow the silly command correctly, I miss out on the goodies. I look foolish and clownish doing what they order me to do. This is nothing more than bribery. Treats are much better than water and that stinking hard food. 

On second thought, I will do anything for a juicy, mouth-watering treat. I can sit, lie down, and shake my paw. I don't like the rolling-over command. Humans never listen to me when they want me to speak; they just laugh and make me perform over and over again. 

What do these idiots think I am? I'm not some kind of circus animal. 

I hate it when they try to bring me down to their pathetic level. 

Taking notes . . . This evidence goes into the "Intimidation and Bribery" folder. 

Finally, I have a few decent toys and a doghouse with a soft floor. It's fun to hang out in the backyard. I can run around the yard, bark at the nosy neighbors, and chase the pesky squirrels to my heart's content. I want everyone to remember that Doofus is here! I love to race around the yard. I only think about how fast I can run. I am always focused on running. It's fun to dig huge, deep holes in the dirt; sometimes I lie in them, and no one can see anything except my head. I wish I had someone to play with. I miss my baby brother so much. 

Unfortunately, I have now discovered cats. I do not care for cats in any shape or form! Since one cat showed up, I don't bother chasing the silly squirrels anymore. She's a mixture of browns, has green eyes, and is very big and fat. She sneaks into the yard and tries to steal my food. I don't care for the food, but it's all I have. If that cat thinks I am sharing, it's more foolish and demented than it appears. 

Cats are too sneaky, fast on their paws, and limber. They give the phony impression that they are mysterious and superior to dogs. I would love to catch that cat and teach her which one of us is the superior species. 

The cat teases and torments me; she gains great pleasure from her foolish shenanigans. She knows how far I can reach and takes full advantage of it. She peeks around the corner with an expression on her clownish face as if to say, "sucker." That's okay. My day will come! 

Taking notes . . . This information goes into the "Stupid and Annoying Animals" folder. 
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After months of experiencing relentless harassment from that idiot cat, I decided to put a stop to it. I climbed onto the flat roof of my doghouse; I call it my sunroof and awaited her impending arrival. Something told me that it would be well worth the effort. Quietly and patiently, I waited, not blinking an eye or moving a single muscle. She doesn't know I'm hiding and anticipating her fateful appearance. 

The imbecile showed up much sooner than I had predicted. I immediately held my breath and became silent and still. That brainless cat scanned around the yard, but it never occurred to the nincompoop to look above. I intentionally scattered food outside of my bowl to tempt that thieving feline. She strolled toward my doghouse without any caution whatsoever. 

Come on, cat, bring it on and make my day. 

The cat leaned forward to dine on a piece of my food. Before she could take a bite, I jumped straight up, displayed my vicious teeth, and barked as loud as I could. That simpleton froze with fright, its fur standing straight up, and her eyes were as big as silver dollars. It was hilarious! She immediately hurdled a foot into the air with her legs spinning wildly. Then she jumped up onto the fence and took off as fast as lightning. With one giant leap, I effortlessly followed that thief. 

The oblivious humans could not have situated my doghouse in a better position. The top of the doghouse is so close to the top of the fence. It was a breeze to jump up and over that worthless contraption. I wish that I had made this fabulous discovery sooner. I would have been the heck out of Dodge long before now. 

I ran and ran after that spooked feline. I couldn't believe how fast I could run or how good it felt. The faster I ran, the more energized I became. For the first time since I was savagely puppynapped, I felt exuberant and happy.  

The nitwit cat ran up a big tree. I barked and growled at her as my front legs pounded the tree and ground. A small crowd of humans began to gather, so I decided to move on to avoid all the dramatics usually displayed by them. 

Ha, ha, I made quite a scene! I frightened that bandit like never before. I have finally shown her not to mess with me or my food, or she will face serious consequences. But the important thing I learned today was how to escape from the backyard. I never imagined that I would enjoy running and jumping so much. 

The only significant complication that I experienced today was the horrific traffic. I have never been exposed to anything like that before. It was pretty stressful to maneuver around all the moving cars and trucks. Horns honked, and tires squealed. People shouted nasty words at me as I dashed in and out of that dangerous situation. I was lucky that I didn't get hit or killed. There is nowhere that I can go to avoid the insane traffic. My Mommy would say that my guardian angel was protecting me today. Yes, she most certainly was. 

When I returned home several hours later, I was in enormous trouble and didn't understand why. The humans smacked me with a newspaper over and over. Then they shouted at me and sent me into the house. This was uncommon behavior even for them. They usually make me stay outside when they falsely accuse me of misbehaving. They took away my food and bones, and then they went out. I stood there watching them through the storm door glass, and my heart immediately sank. 

Oh, they cannot do that; they can't! I watched them move my doghouse into the middle of the yard, and then they attached a big rope to it. A few minutes later, they took me and my food outside. They then hooked the other end of that dangerous rope to my collar. 

This could be a significant roadblock to my newfound lifestyle. Another obstacle meant to punish and confine me, but I will work hard day and night to find my way around it. To their chagrin, running away was clearly worth it, and I am planning my next vanishing act at this very moment. Treats seem like a small price to pay for what I experienced today, which was totally amazing. 

Since it was so easy to escape, I decided to venture out and find my parents and baby brother. I may eventually find all my brothers and sisters. It has been quite a long time, maybe a year or two since I last saw them, and they might not even live in the same house anymore. 

All I want is to visit them and ensure they are all right. They won't believe how much I've grown or how handsome I have become. Better yet, we can find a new human family that will love us and let us live together. We will live happily ever after, forever. 

Taking notes . . . I have been "Illegally Restrained and Detained Against My Will."
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