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Doreen Van Every came from the Rez and no place felt like a home without a dog. She wished she could’ve afforded a bigger yard for her pet dog Gertrude. However, she got Gertrude before she got the house in a suburb off the Rez and had to make do with what she could afford.

Gertrude was mostly a German Shepherd. Doreen considered her a full Rez dog despite her blood quantum. Rez dogs were the tough mutts on the Indian reservation she lived on. Some people got purebreds as pets, but most of her people preferred sturdy mutts.

Another carryover from Rez life was the fact she trusted Gertrude more than house alarms. She figured such an attitude was traditional to her people. They’d always prefer their canine protectors to burglar alarms. Gertrude proved her worth when Doreen’s neighbor came over.

She saw Gertrude’s barking as both an alarm and a doorbell. That’s why she went to the door as soon as she heard the barking.

Doreen jumped when she saw a man peer into the door’s window.

He smiled at the sight of her. Perhaps it was meant to reassure her, but the man bared too many teeth for her liking.

“Sorry for startling you. I wanted to greet the new addition to the neighborhood.”

There’s no way I’m opening the door to this man.

“I’m Gregor Renault. I saw someone moved in next door and wanted to meet my new neighbor and welcome them to the neighborhood.

“Oh, that’s—nice.”

He glanced around. “Do you live alone?

Doreen frowned. She could’ve forgiven social awkwardness, but this question struck her as stalker creepy. “I have a big dog to keep me company.” She said.

There was an awkward pause she refused to break. He finally said, “Welcome to the neighborhood. I hope to see more of you.”

She looked out the window to watch him walk down the laneway. Gertrude barked at him all the while. “Humph.”

Gertrude barked at everyone. The dog often scared delivery and repair people, but Doreen knew her barks. There was the helpful bark to alert Doreen of a visitor’s presence. Then there was the suspicious prowler bark she was giving out now. Doreen trusted Gertrude’s judgment of character.

She doubted Gregor would’ve introduced himself if she’d been an old lady. However, the fact was she was a single, young woman whose looks were more than adequate. No one went so far to call her “hot.” Though she was the focus of too intense attention from men at times. This attention ranged from creepy to harassment. She wasn’t so much “hot” to these creepy men as she was “fresh meat.”
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GERTRUDE BARKED AGAIN. This told Doreen that her neighbor was nearby. That’s why the knock on the front door didn’t surprise her. She rolled her eyes and sighed.

She refused to open the door fully to Gregor and made sure the chain was still on. Though she didn’t think it would have stopped him if you wanted to barge in. However, if it gave her the confidence to speak up for herself by having this token barrier, then so be it.

Gregor smelled like a piece of fruit that was once fresh but had gone to seed a long time ago. Or it could be that he didn’t brush his teeth as much as he should.

She almost passed out when he breathed on her as he said, “Your dog’s barking again. He woke me up.”

“It’s dusk. Shouldn’t you have been awake a long time ago?”

“I happen to work a night shift.”

“Gertrude wouldn’t bark so much if you stayed off my property.” Doreen said.

He grinned at her and said, “I’d stay off your property if she didn’t bark so much.”

Doreen rolled her eyes. “Yeah right.”

She slammed the door in his face and reached for her cell phone in case he didn’t leave. She watched him from the front window behind a curtain to see what he’d do next. He stayed on the doorstep scowling. Gertrude barked at him all the while.

Gregor walked up to Gertrude’s enclosure and growled at her.

Gertrude growled back at him and bared her teeth.

Gregor smiled and showed long canine teeth which were bigger the Gertrude’s.

Doreen’s eyes widened when it looked like he’d enter Gertrude’s enclosure. Gertrude growled at him in warning. He snarled impotently as if he were the one on the leash.

“You and your owner are both bitches!” he snarled.

Doreen snorted as he walked away.
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IT WAS TIME FOR BOTH Doreen and Gertrude to get their exercise. Most of their walks took place in the evening since that was the most convenient time for Doreen.

Walking Gertrude counted as both an aerobic and weight-bearing exercise. Gertrude often strained at the leash and it was all Doreen could do not to be carried away by the dog.

Some man made sucking smoochy noises at Doreen when they crossed his path. Gertrude responded by growling at him, and he gave a yelp.

Doreen laughed and patted Gertrude on the head. “Good girl.”

Just when she was confident Gertrude could scare away any harasser a man came too close to her. Doreen rolled her eyes at the familiar stench. It was Gregor.

He grinned at her. “It’s a free country, and this is a public path.”

“You aren’t free to harass me.” she said.

Gertrude barked agreement at this and lunged at him. Gregor was fool enough to meet her halfway.

Doreen winced when he screamed, “You bitch.”

She groaned at the sight of blood gushing from his wrist. He staggered off before she could offer him help.
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GERTRUDE CHASED SQUIRRELS on the way home. It was as if she couldn’t resist chomping on them after already taking one bloody bite from Gregor. Her muzzle was soon covered in blood. Doreen was too grossed out to stop her. Besides that Gertrude growled when she tried to take the squirrels away.

Doreen could do nothing but watch this in horror. It was like the taste of blood had driven her pet crazy.

Gertrude chased and caught anything that moved. She gulped them down whole. She bit anything that was too big off in chunks.

Gertrude offered any extras at Doreen’s feet. “No, thank you, Gertrude.” She said. It was a gentler reproof than “bad girl” and Gertrude got the message.

However, Gertrude walked up to her once her belly was bloated and full. She could barely walk.

Doreen grabbed the leash and led her back home.

The dog walked alongside her without straining at the leash. Doreen knew she couldn’t have made the dog come along with her without its co-operation. She had no idea how she got Gertrude home and placed the dog in her enclosure for the night.

Gertrude even allowed her to unhook the leash. She waddled to her doghouse. Gertrude collapsed inside it to take a nap looking like a woodtick bursting with blood.
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DOREEN FULLY EXPECTED Gregor to use the incident at the park as an excuse to call Animal Control. He’d use this incident to get rid of Gertrude or else to appear on her doorstep. Yet, she had to go to work that morning.

Gertrude was probably still stuffed from her meal. Yet Doreen left out the regular kibbles and water for her. She had to work for eight hours, and it was possible that Gertrude might get hungry and thirsty during the day.

She placed the water and food dish in front of Gertrude who didn’t move. Gertrude slept on. Doreen reached out to pat the dog on the head. The dog’s head still felt warm, so she supposed the dog was still tired. “See you later, Gertrude.”
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WHEN SHE CAME BACK at dusk the water and the kibble was untouched, but Gertrude was awake. Her tail wagged at the sight of Doreen.

“Feeling better, girl?” She asked Gertrude as she scratched behind her ear.

“I suppose I should give you fresh kibble and water.” She said to Gertrude.

She placed the dishes in front of Gertrude. Gertrude used a heavy front paw to spill the kibbles and water over the ground.

“Gertrude! No! Bad Girl! Look at the mess you made!”

Gertrude’s stomach let out a loud growl.

“I don’t get it. You’re hungry, but you’re turning up your nose at the kibble.” She frowned. Wondering if there was anything she could tempt the German Shepherd with?

There were certain standbys that Doreen had. Gertrude had various treats she liked. Her current preference depended on if she wanted something meaty or crunchy.

She sniffed at the rawhide chew toy. There was the bacon flavored strips. Gertrude sniffed at and licked them but refused to eat them.

There were the meaty packets covered with crunchy bone meal. They mimicked soup bones with marrow. Gertrude had a trick of flipping them off her nose into her mouth when Doreen placed them on her muzzle. This time Gertrude flipped them off, but didn’t bother eating them.

“Hm. The only thing I have left for you girl is your birthday treat.” Doreen said.

Doreen had the ingredients for a raw food treat for Gertrude. It was an occasional treat for Gertrude, and she wanted to see if the dog would accept that if she didn’t want a kibble.

The ground meat had to be defrosted and mixed with some protein pellets. Gertrude picked out the pellets and ate only the raw meat.

Doreen snorted, “It’s official you’ve become spoiled.”

Just when she was contemplating getting Gertrude retrained Gregor showed up. He had a doctor’s bill in hand. She scowled at the sight of him, and he gave her an over-toothy grin.

“This is my doctor’s bill. I’ll take cash, but I’m willing to work out a trade.” He waggled his eyebrows at this.

Gertrude growled at Gregor and lunged at him again. She tore the bill to shreds.” Call that bitch off or I’m calling my lawyer.”

Gertrude growled all the while Doreen spoke. “Then let our lawyers deal with each other. You’re never to come to my property again.”

Doreen said her words in the heat of the moment. She didn’t expect them to faze Gregor if he was truly determined to harass her. However, there was the chance he was a coward who would back down at the sight of verbal posturing on her part. Though she knew she’d have a hard time fighting him off physically.

Luckily, Gregor didn’t call her bluff. He slunk off her property like a whipped cur.

This gave Doreen plenty of time to concentrate on Gertrude. “I need to get you checked out. I wonder if that loser had some funky germs on him or something?”
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DOREEN SCHEDULED GERTRUDE to go to the vet the next morning. She had booked off time for work for the dog, but she found Gertrude sleeping like the dead in her doghouse. “No! Gertrude.”

Her voice made the dog whimper. “Oh, no, Gertrude.”

Gertrude’s nose felt cold, but she was still breathing. The dog was too heavy for Doreen to carry without her cooperation so Doreen called the pet ambulance. “Gertrude, is sick and can’t move, but she’s a big German Shepherd. She’s too heavy for me to move by myself!”

It took a nerve-wrecking hour for the pet ambulance to arrive. The dog whimpered when the paramedics dragged her out of her doghouse and into the sunlight. Doreen gasped when smoke started to rise from the dog.

Gertrude whimpered. Doreen threw her coat on top of the animal. Gertrude, perhaps comforted by Doreen’s scent, stopped whining. The pet ambulance carried Gertrude off to the critical care facility. Doreen followed it in her car.
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SHE WAS CONCERNED FOR Gertrude but could do nothing after she filled out the forms for pet insurance. Gertrude’s most immediate need was met at the burn unit. There was no telling what caused her burns much less her weird loss of appetite and energy. Doreen dreaded the costs, but Gertrude was worth it.

However, she still had to leave the clinic once the forms were signed, and she answered the questions. She’d already gone over the time she’d booked off at work and couldn’t afford to lose any more time. I need to keep my job to pay for Gertrude’s care.

Luckily, or not, her place of work allowed her to make up for the morning’s lost time with overtime. She stayed past dusk to catch up on the tasks she’d missed that morning.

The pet clinic was still open when she got off work, and she stopped by to check on Gertrude. A familiar dog bark started as soon as she entered the door. The assistant, Brenda met her with the forms and the bill. “We had to administer a blood transfusion, but she recovered once we gave it to her.”

“You’re billing me for it already?” Doreen asked. She didn’t expect the clinic to treat Gertrude for free. However, she would’ve
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