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Let me introduce myself. . . My name is Buddy the rescue dog. I’m part Beagle and I have a curly tail. (You’ll see my tail featured in a few photos later on.)

I had one of my humans put this book together about my adventures, since I can’t type. I’m waiting for someone out there to invent a paw-friendly keyboard. (Will one of you please do that??)

I’ve tried to be an impartial observer in my capacity as your foreign correspondent, reporting in from the Pacific Northwest and British Columbia, Canada. Our pack has been out on a boat. We’ve seen a lot of water. And, I’ve smelled many delectable scents on beaches, which you’ll see in the pages ahead.

I will caution you that, as a hound, I’m governed by my nose and partial to tangents. We may suddenly jog off to take a turn in the story (like into the bar where I smelled burgers cooking!).

Let’s begin with the highlights before we dive into the photos, my riveting commentary and a few tell-all anecdotes. Here is my tail, I mean tale.

It all started when I was wandering down a road in Eastern Washington. Somehow, I ended up in a pack in Seattle. My new girlfriend, Fiona the black lab, lived next door. After a few years, we left Fiona and moved to Anacortes, near what humans call the San Juan Islands. I like the smells here—from food trucks, pubs, ships that give fish to my human and the park where my friends meet to bark and run.

 


2

[image: ]

Before we dive into some pretty cool photos (especially ones that feature me! Don’t get the wrong impression though, I’m a humble mutt from meager beginnings), you can see here that one of my humans plays the trumpet. It can be pretty loud. I’ve trained HIM to play with a “mute” to soften the sound he calls “music”.

One of my special tricks is to sing along and hit high notes with a little something extra. I don’t think he values my sense of music appreciation. But I’m not giving up. These humans are a special project that I’ve taken on as my life’s work.
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The “improvement project” for my humans is underway. Frankly, it started when I got the pack out of the house to walk, rain or shine. That’s the regimen I recommend. So far, my humans have been malleable and are conforming to the program.

I could write a whole other book about my dogma, for those of you who may be interested. I’m thinking of calling it: “Why I bark, a treatise” or perhaps “My professional career of watching and waiting”. Or, this has possibilities, don’t you think? “My treatise about dogs and my dogma about treats.” Oh wait, that could be: “My treatise about treats and my dogma about dogs”!

In keeping with that philosophical note (and yes, I know we’re on a tangent here), I’d like to give a “bark out” here to dogs who need a paw up and are looking for more out of life. This book may inspire some of you canine readers to become pack leader. Here’s what I’ve learned: Humans need furry guidance. We can train them to be their best! Take my people, for instance. . . With my help, they’re out walking 4 times a day. And, they’re trained on a leash!

Well, enough about how I came to be with this pack and that jog off into big thinking (I bet some of you didn’t know that we dogs muse over lofty topics . . .). For some reason, my humans decided to get a boat. Really, I thought our land-based existence worked just fine. But no one asked me. I have to admit there is an upside: I specialize in scents and the boat has become a vehicle to arrive at places with new aromas. Let’s get on with my special report about boating in the Pacific Northwest!

Your candid canine correspondent, Buddy
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In this photo, I’m posing with one of my human’s musical instruments. I think I look a bit apprehensive . . . I’d rather go boating than hear trumpet music!
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I n this pic, I was saying, “Enough of gardening—let’s get out on the boat!”
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Before I rescued these humans from their dull existence, they went places without me, like to Princess Louisa Inlet in HIS old boat. Without me, I bet it wasn’t as much fun . . .  Now they have lots of fun getting in the dinghy to go to shore. I think I’m a good influence and keep them in shape. If they didn’t walk with me, what would they be doing anyway?
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It’s my job to check for smugglers before we leave the dock!
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