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Sienna, 

 

To help you smile when thinking back at all that we have been through after I 

am gone.  Although we spent many moments at odds, you will always be my 

favorite opponent.  Remember me always. 

 

 

       PPPP....J.J.J.J. 
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BeginningsBeginningsBeginningsBeginnings    

    

They say you can pick your friends, you can pick your nose, but you can’t 

pick your family.  In my case, a “family” is referred to as a “pack.”  Packs 

are a group of animals that share and protect a common domain.  Each 

member has a special role in taking care of the pack’s well-being.  Packs 

begin simply with a mating male and female who produce offspring.  At 

birth, the young begin to challenge their positions in the pack from the 

strongest to the weakest.  These challenges mold and shape each 

member until they find their accepted position within the pack.  It is 

something that has worked over time, is primal, instinctual, and quite 

natural to us four legged creatures.  My interaction with a very special 

human pack has helped me discover how a pack can become a family. 

 

 

Born an offspring of a fine upscale Pomeranian father and a strong 

Blueheeler mother from the Australian outback, I possess the best of both 

worlds.  Maintaining my father’s size, my Blueheeler stout frame is 

covered in thick luxurious black fur, my face is masked with black and tan 

markings accented with a petite nose, and topped by small perky black ears. 

Although my tail sports the signature Pomeranian curl, its length is influenced 

by my mother.  Fur gracefully fans along its extended curve proudly 

sweeping back and forth as I peruse my territorial boundaries. I am able to 

flex and curl this tail at will, expressing my range of emotions.  And let me tell 

you I have plenty to express, thus the reason for putting my life to real words.   

 

I figure that at the age of eight I have many years of life experience to reflect 

upon, and feel obligated to share my learned wisdom, but yet I am still young 

enough to enjoy any royalties this story may bring me.  The history of how I 

happened upon my pack of humans sets a background for my beginnings. 

 

My earliest memories take me back to being a small pup given the name of 

Jewel, a name that name had me all wrong.  I was certainly no polished gem 

stone.  An internal fire burning within, led me to believe that from the start I 

was bred to be a leader.  At such a young age what it actually meant had not 

yet come clear to me.  I only knew I was neither going to be at the bottom of 

the pile nor the last one to eat.   

 

The first days were occupied by routine cleanings, feedings, and sleeping 

with my natural born whimpering siblings until the time had come for me to 

go out and fulfill my unrevealed destiny.  There were no sorrowful goodbyes, 

no packages to bear, just a spark of hope and a dream of a life befitting to 

my inner being. 

 

Whisked away from my original pack, I was taken to an uncharted 

destination.  This new domain inhabited by an unknown pack overwhelmed 

me with its lavish surroundings.  It was a lot for someone as young as me to 
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take in, so much to see and feel.  Soft materials underfoot, plenty of 

colorful laying surfaces above me, and a captivating variety of unfamiliar 

smells that perked my senses.  What type of adventures might lie ahead if 

I were to follow each scent and discover their origin?  Excitement and 

apprehension spiraled in conflict as I pondered the work needing to be 

done upon my release. 

 

The new humans who stooped down to my level greeted me with kind 

mutterings. The rather large four-legged golden creature that seized me, 

on the other hand, was not fond of my being there.  I could tell right away.  

He was rather rough as he systematically gave me the once over, and 

then proceeded to back off to glare at me.  His light brown eyes never 

broke focus as he scrutinized my every move.  I felt like Golden boy 

wasn’t going to let me do any exploring on my own, at least not without 

ensuring the constant reminder to me that this was his territory.  

Unfortunately for me, my first encounter with him was a bit more than I 

anticipated on my first outing and my conflicting emotions turned to pure 

apprehension.  Muffled growls voiced his aggravation to my intrusion into 

his domain. 

 

It appeared that everything was exactly the way he wanted it, the humans 

jumped at his beck and call.  With free reign of the domain, he moved 

from place to place commanding possession of every item in sight.  I 

could only make claim to the modest bedding set aside for me.  Because  

 

of the unspoken tension between me and golden boy, exploring outside 

my immediate safety zone at that time moved far down on my list of 

things to do.  He had firmly established himself as the leader of this 

particular pack and made it very clear to me this was not a place for me to 

make any stand. 

 

That first night I spent with one eye open bearing an uneasy feeling deep 

inside.  Each unfamiliar sound no longer filled me with the curiosity to 

explore, I felt just the opposite.  My best bet was to simply curl up into a tight 

little ball and lay low. I figured that perhaps this would make me invisible to 

any unnecessary confrontations.   Not off to a good start, I shuddered at the 

thought of enduring another day in the shadow of anxiety.  Surely this was 

not the dream buried deep inside me, the place that would shape my destiny. 

 

The very next day it relieved me to be removed from my temporary domain 

and placed on the road again.  Out of the shadow of Golden boy, I tried to lift 

my spirits by convincing myself that my next encounter would bring the 

opportunity I was hoping for. 

 

This time, I was taken to a large domain occupied by two other humans. I 

could not put my paw on why I felt this way at the time, but I sensed a 

different atmosphere.  Here, I was again kindly greeted but noticed there 

were no smells or traces of existing creatures that might have caused a 

threat to me or hindered my future plans of greatness.  Knowing that I could 

relax a bit more, I realized that opportunity was knocking at my door and I, of 

course, was ready to answer it.  Here was a whole new environment before 

me to explore on my own.  With my mind made up I saw this as the place to 

make my mark.  (Who would have thought the mark would still be in the 

corner today?) 
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Left behind with a new pack, I had to settle in and make a good 

impression, but I had serious doubts about how to accomplish this.  At six 

weeks old, I needed time to plan my strategy so I found a small private 

place to hide and consider my options.  Dark, tight, beyond the reach of 

anything larger than me, I found a spot to take a moment.  My head 

began to spin, this was all so sudden, and I was not as prepared as I 

thought.  Where do I start?  Should I come out barking? Prance about like 

I own the place?  Should I play nice?  Will they like me?   What was 

expected of me? Will they hurt me? Feed me? How would I fit in?  These 

and a million other questions flashed through my anxious mind.  I had to 

keep my wits about me and work this through. 

 

Thinking back on what my mother had taught me, I only knew about 

eating, biting, running, fighting, sleeping and yes, taking care of business.  

What were these useless experiences going to do for me now?  I did not 

have a plan ready to execute.  Why was I not given more information?  

Knowing you are destined for greatness is one thing, achieving it is 

another.  Young and green around the edges, my plan simply had to be 

made up as I went along.  Acceptance was my first goal.  How would I get 

the new pack to take me in as one of their own? 

 

Through many covert observations in my new founded private place, I 

noticed that the smallest pack member was not as large as the other.  As 

a matter of fact, she was not much bigger than me.  We made contact 

staring into each other’s eyes sizing each other up.  She seemed to be 

quite comfortable in her surroundings with a quiet confidence unlike 

Golden Boy’s overbearing presence.  As she moved around freely, I 

became curious about her activities.  She had so many things to do, I 

followed along to see if I could join in and during these first days I was 

allowed. Was she actually going to accept the task of showing me the ropes?  

Could she be the break I was looking for?   

 

In my mind of limited experience at that time, it was a shot worth pursuing.  I 

reasoned that if I could be like her, shadow in her daily routine, she could 

show me the standard customary procedures that would make me appear to 

fit right into their lives.  With some direction in place the process of becoming 

a part of the pack began. 

 

Fitting in was not an easy task, there were changes I had to make in myself.  

I was re-named and given the strong name of Peanut.  Not that I ever 

embraced the name anyway, but Jewel just didn’t begin to define who I was.  

Peanut defined my composure, small but potent so the name was well 

chosen.   As the humans continued to call me this new name, my confidence 

began to grow as I responded.  This pleased them.   

 

I learned that pleasing my fellow pack members created mutual respect and 

order.  There were rules to learn like where to eat, where and when to sleep, 

no biting, and how to “play nice.”  Old habits were broken, like how not to 

chew on certain things even though they were tasty and made my mouth feel 

good.  Along with these rules came the realization that whoever made them 

up was the one in control. 

 

Natural instincts told me when I had to take care of business from the get go.  

Where it happened was incidental to me.  Making sure I was in line with my 

mentor, the small one got to do it inside.  Pleased at leaving a stinky pile 

where everyone could admire it, I was often humiliated by having my nose 
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pressed into the mess and called names.  The new rule was that I was 

supposed to go outside to complete this task. This concept took a while 

for me to catch on, but the consequences quickly outweighed the act.  By 

doing my business outside, I also discovered that other creatures learned 

of my existence.  I could mark my territory and those who passed by knew 

they were entering occupied grounds with no humiliation involved.  Even 

though I lost control of when and where to take care of business, I 

decided that marking my territory was far more important.  So began my 

journey. 

 

Finding my position in the past was not an easy challenge, and to this 

day, I still find ways to exert myself.  The issue of dominance is something 

that every new pack member needs to establish.  My dream of leadership 

is supported by a strong will and a clever mind, my motivation is driven by 

my spunky nature.  These valuable assets are what I use to claim my 

place within the pack. 

  

There are two key positions I find myself up against.  First, the one called 

Mom who sees herself as the leader, and Sienna, (the small one I 

mentioned earlier) who was at one time my mentor.   One additional 

member to the pack needs only to be briefly mentioned as she causes no 

threat to my pursuits.  Let’s focus on my greatest competition for the 

moment. 

 

 

 

    

    

    

    

    

    

MomMomMomMom    

    

Mom.  Fairly large in stature, firm and quick with the tongue, yet she 

possesses a softness that leaves her vulnerable to my clever tactics.  She 

establishes all the rules.  She decides what it is that I eat, where I sleep and 

carry out my business.  She sets boundaries that I am not supposed to cross.  

She occupies the largest bedding out of all of us.  She has the greatest 

scent, eats the most food, possesses the loudest voice, and the biggest 

body.  During my initial observations these were the characteristics I felt I 

needed to challenge, but I have since discovered more. 

 

She can express herself in a kind manner.  She holds me gently and speaks 

to me softly while smoothing back my fur.  She makes sure that my every 

need is met; food, water, shelter, exercise, and discipline.   As she rubs her 

nose in my fur, I cannot help but respond with a soft lick to her large head.  

She shows me how to play games, takes me for walks, keeps me clean and 

makes me feel safe.  Over the years we somehow established a 

communication that we have both come to understand.  With all these 

kindhearted qualities, is this something I want to fight or embrace?  Initially 

the spunk in me said, “Fight.”  She has been and still is my greatest 

challenge. 
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From the beginning I selected my confrontations carefully.  I took on 

things most important to her to prove myself a formidable opponent.  After 

careful consideration I settled first on a place where she spent the most 

time.  I was granted the right to share her sleeping space and was 

provided a small bedding area on the ground when I first arrived, so 

crossing the space barrier was not an issue.  Getting access to her large 

bedding was another story. 

 

High above the floor, bouncy with lots of soft pretty covers, to me it was a 

vision of paradise.  Perched upon such a luxurious spread, my head held 

high with pride to have such comfort being bestowed upon me, I would 

command attention.  There was room to roll, sprawl out as far as I could 

stretch, and layers to bunch and shape to my liking.  A billowy spread 

made with beautiful colors set the backdrop for my portrait.  Mom’s 

bedding would place me in the perfect position to look down on those who 

entered my presence (so maybe I exaggerate a bit.)  I watched as Mom 

ascended the throne to power, in and out, waiting for the time I could 

make that first jump. 

 

When I was strong enough to make that jump, I took advantage of every 

opportunity when she was not looking to spring upon the lush sleeping 

spread, and made it a point to snuggle in her soft bedding.  Not that my 

place on the ground was insufficient, but this was comfort way beyond my 

makeshift bed.  Soft, warm, and sweet smelling, my body melted as I 

exhaled the breath of arrival.  

 

Mom would find me and scold me to get down.  I was asked to lie on my own 

bedding.  What?  Why would I do that when a perfectly good alternative was 

gleaming from above?  Mom was not always around to defend her place, so I 

was going to fight to make it my own.  The cycle of her finding me on the 

bedding, my return in her absence continued for quite some time, and my 

persistence paid off. 

 

At some point, I cannot seem to put my paw on the exact moment, she let 

her guard down.  Peering at her cautiously with my head hung low, she 

would enter, meet my stare, but permit me to stay on her bedding.  I pushed 

my new found access and slept at her feet every time she lay down as well. 

Occasionally, I worked my way to the head of the bedding, where she 

proceeded to scold me back down to the end.  There were a few times I was 

able to get away with sleeping at the head too.  These small victories 

encouraged me to continue my pursuit. 

 

I know now that my strong will is the key to exposing a weakness in her 

dominance.  I now sleep where I please.  Sometimes I sleep on the ground, 

sometimes in the place where Mom keeps her body covers, sometimes on 

the bedding, but always in her space.  I have worn down her well-guarded 

defenses. 

 

To this day, when Mom is out, I often make little nests in her bedding covers 

or body covers.  With my front paws, I bunch the piles to my liking, and 

before leaving, I make sure that my fur and smell are deposited on the heap.  

My sweetest pleasures are actually scraping bedding away to expose Mom’s 

cushy head rests.  She places obstacles over them to keep me from scraping 

the covers away although there are times she forgets and guess who is there 
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to pull them back?  Snuggling in on top of her smells, I sleep for hours 

dreaming of being leader of the pack.  Here I live for the moment.  I am 

queen for the day. 

 

Determining when to do my business (we established fairly early where) 

was next on my agenda.  Now when a girl has got to go, she needs to go.  

I am not one to go on demand.  When ready, I will be the one making 

requests to go outside.  Mom and I just needed to come to a mutual 

understanding.   

 

Shortly after my arrival, I learned the displeasure Mom had with me 

dropping my business inside, and I was not fond of the consequences as 

previously noted.  She took me outside several times a day when she felt 

I needed to go.  In charge of my own schedule, I wanted to indicate to her 

the proper time suited for me. 

 

In my clever way, I devised signs to let her know when I was ready.  I 

demanded attention by stopping in front of her then simply sitting and 

staring.  If this did not get the message across, I would let out a soft, 

“mruff,” followed by a gentle growl.  This meant, “Let’s go.”  It did not take 

her long to catch on.  I must admit she was one smart cookie.  I reinforced 

my intentions by making a motion towards outside. 

 

Sometimes, even now, she gets a little slow and I have to push one step 

further by forcing an all-out bark attack that supports the sit and stare 

routine.  This means, “I want to go right now!!”  Usually she gets it simply 

by the stare and asks, “Would you like to go outside?”  A follow up bark 

reassures her she is on the right track. 

 

There are times when I want to go out, but Mom is sleeping.  This is a 

challenge because she cannot see me which means I don’t have her 

attention.  So the sit and stare routine does not work.  I start out with the soft, 

“mruff” and growl.  The next phase is a gentle lick to the face.  This seems to 

get Mom to look at me, but I often need to jump on her back, scratch the 

covers away and lick frantically at any exposed parts before she hides from 

me.  If this does not get her in motion, the full bark attack is put into action.  

At this point, I am pleased with the results.  There is always lots of grumbling, 

but I hardly understand what she says anyway.  No matter, I get what I want. 

 

Not only do I tell Mom when I want to go out, but when I want to come back 

inside.  Usually whining and scratching brings her out to check on me, but 

the all-out barking gets her running to bring me in.  Coming in is a pleasure 

because back inside means receiving a snack.   

 

Mom always asks me, “Do you want a snack?” “Snack” is a word I am quite 

fond of because it means I am getting something special.  As an established 

routine, if a snack is not handed to me upon entrance, I sit and stare until 

Mom makes a motion to the snack package.  If she forgets all together, I 

gripe and hover around until she remembers.  I refuse to let her deny me my 

small pleasures in life.  Sometimes I make a big fuss to go outside, only to 

come back inside just to get a snack.  Outside I will sniff around, maybe force 

out a little business in order for her not to catch on to my game,  

I am careful not to repeat the behavior too often.  She is in the palm of my 

paw now. 
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Snacks are special treats, but my meals are special times.  It is the only 

time in the day when I am free to consume as much as I want when I 

want.  There are no barriers to cross and no fears of being chased away.  

My meals come in a bowl placed at my level.  They are never hidden, and 

I can count on having my bowl filled every day.  

 

Mom is pretty set on filling my bowl with the “dry crunchy stuff.”  

Sometimes it comes in different shapes and colors, but it all pretty much 

tastes the same.  It is not so bad, but if I had a choice, I would choose 

snacks all the time.  Snacks are kept out of my reach, so I must settle for 

what is readily available. 

 

When eating, I prefer being in the company of others feasting on bits of 

food smacking my lips as loud as possible.  I would gladly share my “dry 

crunchy stuff” with Mom if she agreed to share her “real food” with me.  

She never seems to be interested but a girl has got to try.  In the 

meantime, I look for ingenious ways to get a taste of “real food.” 

 

“Real food” is just about anything that does not get poured from a 

package into my bowl.  I have discovered that it can be found anywhere, 

inside and outside.  It has an untamed flavor that makes my taste buds 

yearn for more.  My mouth waters at just the sight of it.  Its odor reaches 

to the back of my nose pulling me into its powerful grasp.  My stomach 

churns over each breath as I sniff out its placement.  It may just show up 

out of nowhere, and then there are times I need to track it down.  It would 

be impossible to ever get enough therefore I continue the quest to obtain 

the smallest bite.  I dream about the day when Mom leaves me exposed 

to her storage places. Then, I will have free reign to eat as much “real food” 

as my little body can handle. 

 

Normally “real food” is hidden from me or located above my reach.  A slight 

hop onto a seat puts me at eye level.  Occasionally, the seats are in prime 

position for me and I have complete access to a most heavenly feast.  A 

welcome irresistible sight, it is hard to enjoy because I need to be quick.  

Mom does not stray far from her “real food” and is fairly protective of it.  

When the coast is clear I make my move.  Once I am spotted, one word, 

“OUT!” sends me bolting.  To save face I stand out of reach and lick what 

”real food” remains clinging to my little black lips.   

 

Once Mom is seated in front of her “real food” I attempt a new tactic.  Trying 

to appeal to Mom’s soft side while she eats, I give the impression of a small 

needy creature that hasn’t had a meal in days.  I have a special way of 

looking out of the top of my head making my eyes large and droopy.  Walking 

slowly through the eating space, my eyes focus upon her every bite.  I am 

scolded for annoying her. 

 

Mom and Sienna can be quite sloppy with their “real food,” in their eating 

space, so I wait for opportunities to take advantage of it.  Something 

invariably falls on the ground.  Like a vulture on its perch I wait for a small 

morsel of “real food” to drop to my level.  I pride myself with being quick on 

the draw and can usually be in and out before Mom says, “OUT!”  Again, just 

outside their reach I revel in the small victory. 

 

Other “real food” opportunities come from outside visitors.  I look forward to 

visiting pack members because there are always new packages to rummage 
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through.  Occasionally, there will be “real food” tucked away inside.  

Attention is taken away from me as the pack socializes with each other.  

This leaves me free to inspect foreign packages.  I often find chewy stuff 

wrapped in pretty shiny covers.  These things tingle my tongue and seem 

to take forever to chew, although, I am left with a fresh taste that lasts for 

hours. 

 

I remember one time visitors accompanied us on a road trip.  I was left in 

the back and asked to be quiet.  So to occupy my time, I began to inspect 

the packages within my reach.  One particular package smelled extra 

sweet.  Through my persistence, I was able to obtain access and ripped 

through the cover exposing a variety of colorful chewy snacks.  It was 

heavenly.  Each snack touched my tongue, juicy and flavorful.  Savoring 

each one, I never experienced such a burst of goodness.  With my head 

back, chewing with my mouth open, each treat melted away down to my 

belly.  I licked my lips clean just in case I would be questioned later.  

Because everyone was expecting me to be quiet, I drew no attention to 

my covert activities.  How wrong I was.  Being too quiet put me under 

suspicion and I got caught red pawed.  Go figure.  Everyone was so upset 

with me, something about emergency medical snacks if I remember right.  

 

As I think back on this story, they all should have known better.  My 

natural instincts include excellent smelling skills and the desire for 

delicious snacks.   

 

Put the two together and add the package as a variable, and what would 

you expect to happen?  This was an instance of me stumbling upon 

snacks. 

 

Times when I receive snacks of “real food” directly from Mom, are cherishing 

moments.  Sitting in perfect position, back straight, front paws together, tail at 

rest, perked ears, and the cutest and most submissive stare I can muster, I 

focus on Mom’s every movement waiting for her extended hand to reach out 

towards my mouth.  Although with every fiber of my being, I want to pounce 

and inhale the snack in one breath, I maintain my composure and sniff 

thoroughly as if to say, “You know I can’t just eat anything.”  The snack is 

retrieved from Mom’s fingers as I turn with a grin to suck down the small 

morsel.  I then return to my position for more.  Handouts are surprising little 

treasures that Mom and I share.  She would not share her “real food” with me 

unless she considered me as an equal, would she?   

 

Of course “real food” is not always handed to me from Mom, so I am always 

open to opportunities elsewhere.  I discovered that ”real food” could be found 

in other packs located outside our boundaries. 

 

In the early years, I was able to run freely outside and I stumbled upon other 

packs that lived beyond our boundaries.  Of course, I needed to see how 

they operated and snuck out of my boundaries for adventure.  One pack’s 

domain was always open, I guess so that I could come and go as I please.  

Inside they stored lots of “real food.”  Always glad to see me and share their 

meals, this was one place I would have given up my prized tail  

 

to visit.  I would escape at every opportunity.  Under barriers, through open 

barriers, through prickly sticks, nothing could stop me from those tasty 

morsels of “real food.”   
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For several years this went on, never leaving that place without the 

pleasure of tasting delicious “real food.”  I could never really settle in to 

take my time for a good meal.  The threat of Mom showing up out of 

nowhere to spoil my adventure was always in the back of my mind.   

 

It was obvious she was not pleased with my visits to other “real food” 

places and took numerous measures to ensure that I could not escape; 

however, a few stolen moments thwarted her efforts.  I still reflect upon 

those days of freedom and long to re-live them. 

 

Going outside the boundaries to get “real food” is only one reason for 

leaving my domain.  My capacity for storing odors is endless so limiting 

my senses inside our own territory really does not allow me to maximize 

my god given abilities.  Part of my self-appointed duty is to detect and 

investigate everything that emits an odor and I know for a fact there are 

other places to explore.  Mom clearly defines the edge of our domain and 

is adamant about me staying inside.  Of course, the pull of my natural 

instincts forces me to cross those boundaries.  What is Mom afraid of me 

finding out? 

 

Escaping the boundaries is tricky.  Mom has a keen eye and creates 

barriers to keep me in.  She now makes a point to tie me up outside, but 

before she came up with this clever idea, I was able to find ways around 

barriers no matter how hard she tried to outsmart me. 

   

When I was small enough, I crawled through small holes under the 

barriers, and I climbed through prickly bunchy sticks when Mom’s head 

was turned.  The most exciting escapes occurred when the barriers were 

open and I caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of my eye.  Mom 

never saw it coming and I was as fast as lightning. 

 

As I hit the road to freedom, I became my own leader bounding from tree to 

tree, bush to bush and stinky pile to stinky pile.  The freedom of roaming 

without boundaries was exhilarating.  The wind felt stronger, the sun felt 

warmer on my back.  The click of each claw touching the pavement created a 

rhythm that increased with the pace of every heartbeat.  I felt the urge to 

mark places with my scent so everyone knew I was out on my own.  I only 

returned when I thoroughly investigated the free terrain, and on my terms 

(okay, well sometimes Mom came after me dragging me back).  

 

I know my escapes in the past created much tension between Mom and me 

and even though there were consequences, I endured them for the thrill.  For 

some reason I find pleasing Mom to be a rewarding experience through 

praise and attention, and most of the time I listen when she calls me, but a 

girl like me must have moments of true freedom.  One split second decides 

my fate, under Mom’s rule or out on my own.  The latter would be my 

preference. 

 

Since Mom establishes the boundaries, I volunteer my services to take on 

the job of protecting them.  Others outside our pack know that I am a force to 

be reckoned with when visiting our domain.  I have a ferocious  

 

bark that would make anyone tremble in fear.  I pride myself in knowing how 

to bark and how often, even though Mom does not seem to agree with me. If 

we do not make a stand right away to establish our position, others may try 

to infiltrate the pack. 
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Mom seems to be annoyed with my protective nature.  If she only 

understood the threat visitors could be.  Our “real food” potentially eaten, 

our things taken or damaged, our bedding could be contaminated with 

unfamiliar odors that reek of unwelcomed creatures that do not belong.  

We could lose control of the things we work so hard to keep, shelter, 

warmth and boundaries.  It is our right to stand up and hold our ground.   

 

Barking expresses warnings to keep others away.  Mom runs over to me 

and towers above my small stature and says, “SHUT UP!!”  I try ignoring 

her the first few times, and continue my aggression, but then she gets this 

deep growl in her voice and I know I am beat.  I am just trying to help her, 

but I am either escorted out of sight, or made to go lay down.  Who had 

the loudest voice?  Well, I thought I did paws down, but Mom sure can 

hold her own.  It’s hard to believe she is louder than my best bark attack, 

but I guess that is part of the reason she is the current leader. 

 

I suppose if it were not for the precious moments Mom and I share 

together, I would not do anything she asks.  She does seem pleased 

when I do listen and rewards me with a pat on the head saying, “Good 

girl.”  This phrase fills me with positive energy that creates a special 

connection between me and Mom.  I choose to obey her commands, 

allow her to play rough with me, and let her get in my face without being 

nipped at.  I allow her to pick me up and carry me, approach me when I 

am feeling aggressive, and I let her teach me new tricks.   

 

Each time I challenge Mom she responds with confidence and strength 

that forces me submit to her authority.  I respect her balanced qualities as 

a leader, and now concede to her dominance.  Not to say that I do not still 

challenge her once in a while.  So with Mom clearly established as leader of 

this pack, I find my next challenger in the small one. 
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SiennaSiennaSiennaSienna    

    

Sienna.  Small, messy, loud, and possesses the fire within that I too 

share.  Any commonalities between us are the very things that keep us 

away from each other.  We are both strong willed, clever, and possessive.  

Somehow she was set up with her own space, bedding, and special time 

with Mom.  If it were just the two of us, I would dominate her paws down.  

Challenging her position in the pack is more difficult than I initially 

anticipated.    

 

From our first encounters, I remember trying to be just like Sienna.  I 

wanted to do the things she did.  Mom often packed Sienna and some of 

her belongings inside a small cart with moving wheels.  Sienna sat up 

front as Mom pushed her outside our boundaries.  There were times I was 

invited to join, but instead of sitting up front with Sienna, Mom placed me 

in a small compartment in back. 

 

What a way to travel.  We sat back while Mom did all the work.  I did not 

complain, however, in back I was not able to see where we were going, 

nor could I get out and investigate the new smells around us. 

 

The constant vibration of the cart rattled through me until we came to a 

bump which jerked my body up and down off the thin cover holding me in.  

It sagged so low at times I actually felt the ground below.  I wondered if 

Sienna was as uncomfortable as I was.  What would it be like up front? 

 

There were a few occasions back at our domain for me to explore that 

possibility.  When it came time for us to get out, I took the opportunity to 

climb in front placing myself in the middle of the seat.  The experience 

exceeded my expectations.  The seat was firm and supported my weight.  I 

could see everything because I was up higher and open to the fresh air, not 

tucked in behind Sienna’s bottom end.  I was free to jump in and out of the 

seat without being confined to a small space. 

 

Perched on the seat, everyone was puzzled to see me there but I was ready 

for Sienna to get in back and go for another ride.  It was my turn in front. 

Under my protest, I was asked to get down; the cart was brought inside, and 

then put away.  Baffled at the dismissal of my simple request to go out again, 

I was left to only imagine what it would feel like. Good thing there were 

always other activities to distract me from those thoughts. 

  

Inside, Sienna liked to sit on one of her squishy floor seats to look at still 

pictures.  Not sure what was involved with this ritual, I did my best to find a 

position right next to her, waiting for further instruction.  As she adjusted 

herself, I followed suit, but in our quest to find the most comfortable position, 

she either squished me or I scratched her which resulted in both of us 

yelping in pain.  Mom would race in shouting words like, “Be careful,” and 

“Watch out.”  During all the commotion Sienna vacated her prime position, 

taking her belongings, leaving me open to take over her squishy floor seat.  

There were no pictures to look at, but the idea of uprooting her from her own 

seat put a boost in my ego. 
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The more I tried to be like Sienna, the more time we spent together, the 

more I realized, being like her was not one of my best decisions.  She did 

strange things to me during our times together.  I could not understand 

her fixation with trying to stuff things in my bottom end.  Time and again 

she tried to take my toys away from me, however, if I played with her toys 

she yelled at me.  When we played the tugging game, she practically  

yanked my teeth out.   She pulled covers from beneath me after laying 

them out on the ground thinking she was inviting me to play.  Her 

annoying behavior made interaction with her irritable.  It did not take much 

time to see she was not the model I should follow and figured I needed to 

devise a strategy to challenge her position in the pack. 

 

So, Sienna and I began to struggle for Mom’s attention.  She would sit 

next to Mom on the big cushy seat; I would bounce up on Mom’s lap and 

squeeze my way between the two.  Maybe my claws dug in a little deep 

as I jockeyed for the best position next to Mom.  I might have caused a 

little pain that might have been a bit uncomfortable, but nothing to 

provoke the drama Sienna would initiate.  Talk about yelping.  That girl 

could yelp along with the best.  In her panic stricken state of mind she 

began flailing about resulting in me being tossed off the seat.  A curt growl 

and snap let her know I was not pleased either, two could play this game. 

Once tossed, I retreated and waited for an opportunity when Sienna 

would leave, and made my move next to Mom.  I snuggled in and reveled 

in the personal attention that was bestowed upon me.   

 

My encounters with Sienna in the past taught me a few things that I still 

apply today.  I know that if I want to be close to Mom as the leader, I need 

to be the focus of her attention and spend as much time with her as possible.  

I also know that if I am patient enough, in the absence of Sienna’s presence, 

I can get things to happen my way. 

   

So I ask myself, why does Mom keep such a bothersome being in her pack?  

She does everything for Sienna, and this takes away precious time that I  

could have bonding with Mom.  I resent that.  Mom is intelligent, kind, and by 

far, a superior being.  She treats Sienna like an equal.  And what am I, “dog 

meat?”  Why is Sienna able to share in the “real food” meals?  Why does she 

get to go everywhere with Mom?  How is Sienna able to obtain her own 

sleeping place and bedding?   

 

These thoughts have been traveling through my head for quite some time. I 

think back to when I first pondered the idea that I might have a chance to be 

in a position second to Mom.  I decided to show Sienna what little power she 

had over me.  If she called me, I would sit and stare or perhaps turn my tail 

and walk in the opposite direction.  If she tried playing with me I growled and 

let her know that I was not interested.  I would sneak in her space and chew 

up anything that was left in my reach. 

 

Inside her sleeping space she had lots of belongings to chew on; things that 

made marks all over still pictures, juicy containers of sticky stuff she put on 

her lips, small toys that were just my size, and furry covers for her feet.  Her 

things were left all over the ground for me to ruin.  Mom would find me and 

scold me, but as long as I knew they were Sienna’s it was well worth the 

trouble.  When Mom came to ask, “Did you do this?”  I just positioned my tail 

between my legs, looked back at her through the top of my head in complete 

submission and crept away.  It was obvious that I did do it. 
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The most appealing part of Sienna’s space was the cushy bedding similar 

to Mom’s with inviting covers and soft headrests.  Mom never allowed me 

to remain on top for any length of time.  Since I was not able to occupy  

the top of Sienna’s bedding, I remember being small enough, to make the 

underside of her bedding my special place.  Moments under her bedding 

were spent chewing toys, crinkly stuff, colorful waxy sticks, and whatever 

else I could sink my teeth into.  When Mom went into her yelling fits, I 

immediately chose to run under Sienna’s bedding to hide from her wrath.  

Sienna was left to face it all.  She was too big to hide like me.  

Occasionally, Sienna tried to be a smarty pants and bounce on the 

bedding to smoke me out.  I growled calling her a few choice names and 

darted out before she could do any damage to my small body below. 

 

One time Sienna brought to her space one of those little creatures with fur 

all over.  You know, the little creatures outside, furry, four legs and lurk 

about in search of trouble.  They can climb just about anything and make 

hissing noises when approached.  For some reason those creatures 

made my fur stand on end and I reveled in the thought of destroying one 

because they always seem to get away from me and insisted on taunting 

me from a distance.  This particular one seemed easy to reach, had no 

offending scent, and made no move to escape.  Was it for real?   

 

I ravenously removed all the fur and exposed a bare hard shape below.  

Fur surrounded me.  Could this be what the real ones outside are made 

of?  The shape was too hard to bite through so the fur scraps and the rest 

of the evidence were left strewn about.  When Sienna found out, there 

was lots of yelping again, but I grinned in silence.  During all the 

commotion I quickly made my escape before Mom joined the scene, what 

was Sienna going to do to me anyway? 

 

So, from quite early on Sienna and I pushed and bullied each other to see 

who had the upper hand in the relationship.  Even now we still find ourselves 

at odds in our daily routine.  When Sienna spends time with Mom, she can 

count on me to be there to put my own spin on the situation. 

 

Mom and Sienna often play with a round ball that floats in the air.  Amazing, 

this colorful thing takes off with the slightest touch.  They are amused as I 

bounce the ball off my nose into the air, biting and snapping when it gets 

close enough for me to reach it.  Eventually it hits the ground, I pounce on it, 

and with a loud, “bang!” pieces of ball fly everywhere.  I scramble to eat them 

as fast as I can because I truly believe that all things bright and colorful taste 

good and are meant to be eaten especially when they come from Mom.  

There is lots of yelping from Sienna.  Mom comes running to pull the pieces 

out of my mouth and mumbles something about “choking.” 

 

Whenever Mom and Sienna find something to play, I am in the middle of it 

all.  Either sitting on their stuff, or barking like wild to join in on the fun.  If they 

play on the ground, I take this as an open invitation for me to play as well.  

Since I am not able to move the pieces around like they do, I simply plop 

myself right on top.  Of course there is lots of yelping from Sienna.  Usually I 

am removed from the area, but I always know there will be another time to 

rain on her parade.  Sienna is a sport I am determined to win. 

 

Each time I am chased off, I growl with displeasure and head straight for the 

underside of Sienna’s bedding or the place where Mom keeps her  
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body covers.  These places are my hideaways. Dark and secluded, they 

are places where I can run to think things through.  They are cool places 

during hot times, and an excellent refuge from the small one.  They are 

places to run when it is, “time for a bath.”  

 

I do not understand the washing thing.  I am not much into it myself.  I 

figure a few licks on the feet, under the leg, and I am good for the day.  

Sienna, however, is forced to clean every day. It is during these times I 

can actually find opportunities for fun with her.   

 

When Sienna cleans she spends time in “bubbles.”  This is a word I know 

because Mom uses it every time Sienna washes.  From the first time I 

saw them, “bubbles” fascinated me.  To the touch they are weightless, to 

the nose they have a pleasing odor, to the eyes they look like pillows of 

delight, and to the taste they are delicate circles that gently tickle your 

tongue as each one pops.  I love to lick them.  I love to smell them.  I love 

everything about them.  Mom makes Sienna share her ‘bubbles” with me.  

She likes to put them on my nose and ears where I cannot reach them 

while laughing wildly as I try to get at them, but I get my full share each 

bath time.  The laugh is at my expense, but we have a good time 

together. 

 

Sometimes Mom and Sienna blow “bubbles” that are much larger than 

Sienna’s bath bubbles.  These are outside “bubbles” that float like the 

colorful balls so of course I enjoy jumping and popping them.  One blow 

from Mom or Sienna and so many bubbles take flight I could never chase 

them all down.  I frantically run every which way leaping and snapping at 

them.  Again, these are good times I can share with Sienna. 

 

I look forward to sharing my time with Sienna as a good source for “real 

food.”  I have made it very clear how motivated I am by “real food.”  If 

spending time with Sienna produces lucrative results, count me in.  She 

drops it all the time, she leaves it unguarded, and since she is so small, I can 

grab it right out of her hands.  Also, “real food” tastes better when I hear her 

yelping at me for taking it.  That means she is dissatisfied with the situation, 

which in turn makes me happy.   

 

Sienna seems to give me more snacks than Mom does.  It bothers me that 

she not only has access to those snacks, but has control over how to 

administer them.  I have to do tricks for her (which goes against every fur on 

my back), but I do it for the snack.  As she shouts out commands, I do my 

best to oblige even though I cannot understand most of what she says.  Mom 

will often step in and cease the snack session so we must act quickly. 

 

Whenever I can, with Sienna around, I look for ways to prove myself superior 

to her but Mom nips my advances in the bud.  If I growl at Sienna, Mom is 

there to shoo me away.  If I approach Sienna’s toys when she is not around, 

Mom grabs them from me and yells, “NO!!”  Mom tries to involve Sienna in 

our games, but I don’t like the way she plays.  If I get too rough, Mom puts an 

end to our sessions.   

 

Why must Mom continually interfere with my advances towards Sienna?  Is 

Mom going to let this little one lead the pack at some point?  I am not going 

to take this sitting down.  Sienna has not heard the last from me yet.   
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CinderCinderCinderCinder    

    

So I have provided you with a little history of my pack, but I am not finished 

with all of its members.  Not too long after I secured my acceptance in the 

pack, another four legged creature came along.  I had seen her before, 

outside our boundaries, but never in my wildest dream did I imagine she 

would one day come to live with us.   

 

She is a large creature, all black with just a hint of white fur under her chest.  

She has small floppy ears (not perky like mine), a large nose and a long 

straight tail.  Being a four legged animal much larger than I, she had a peace 

within that I still cannot to this day understand.  One day, she came into our 

boundaries for a play session. 

 

 We actually enjoyed each other’s company and played well together.  She 

came over more often and we spent time chasing each other, sniffing body 

parts, pretend biting, and relaxing.  It was not such a bad deal to have a 

buddy.  She would come over, we would play, and then she would go away. 

 

Then came the day when she did not leave.  My ears were perked to find out 

why she was able to come inside and stay.  Mom began calling her “Cinder.”  
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I was not thrilled about the idea of Cinder staying with us and joining our 

pack.  Definitely this big lug would not be given a chance to pull one over 

on me.  I bit and scratched for my position and had no intention of giving 

up what small progress I made for anyone.   

 

Cinder’s first day inside was a restless one for us all.  She paced for 

hours moving from one place to another, which set me on edge.  She 

sniffed everything, surveyed the territory, and of course I was right behind 

her making sure she made no sudden moves or tried to take over any 

space as her own, especially Mom’s.  I suppose I got worked up over 

nothing because she made no such move to claim anything.  Why would 

she stay and not make any demands? 

 

It is not like when Cinder moved in everything stayed the same.  There 

were some adjustments to make, mostly on my part.  My small bowls of 

food and water were exchanged for larger bowls.  Now I was forced to 

share my food with someone else.  Not once has there been any 

competition over my food.  Mom did not even take an interest, although I 

saw Sienna taking a taste test a time or two.  Why did my bowls need to 

go?  Why couldn’t we eat separately?  What was Mom thinking?  Was 

she trying to squeeze me out once again? 

 

To some, this may not seem like a big deal, but to me my life was being 

put on the line.  Think about, it as large as she was Cinder would eat 

considerably more than myself.  What if she ate first and left me to lick the 

leftovers.  What chance would I have to survive on leftovers? 

 

My mind went into full throttle.  If I had first crack at the bowl, my needs 

would be met and Cinder could survive on leftovers.  So, when the bowl was 

filled, I was at Mom’s feet ready to pounce before Cinder could even figure 

out what was going on.  This was simpler than I imagined, out-smarting 

Cinder was quite an easy task.  As large as she was, her head was not filled 

with the same level of cunning, intelligence, and drive as mine. 

 

Even though I am thoroughly convinced today that she is not the smartest 

creature, I still will not let my guard down.  At any moment she could surprise 

me with a move I had not anticipated.  I assert myself any time Cinder feels 

she wants to do something outside of my approval. 

 

Cinder is fully aware that I am the one who shares the space with Mom.  

Where she sleeps is not my concern as long as it is not with us.  She seems 

to settle on the big cushy seat Mom uses during the day.  Mom made her a 

make shift bed to sleep on the ground, but after we all go to our sleeping 

places, I know Cinder prefers climbing on the cushy seat.  Occasionally 

Cinder jumps up on Mom’s bedding to rest, but I am there to make sure she  

 

 

is not too comfortable.  A low growl and a sharp snap, is enough to send the 

message. 

 

Cinder adores Mom and loves to be with her.  She follows Mom everywhere.  

When Mom sits, there is Cinder.  When Mom gets up, there is Cinder.  She 

sits and stares at Mom if she is not nearby waiting for her next move.  At 

every opportunity, she does anything possible to get Mom’s attention.  She 

forces her nose under Mom’s arms, she sits on her feet, she sits on top of 
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her, and she licks Mom like she is a juicy bone with extra lip-smacking 

dribble.  We all have our favorite things, but with Cinder spending time 

with Mom is more of an obsession.  This happens to encroach on my time 

with Mom as well.  Not only do I have to struggle with Sienna for Mom’s 

attention, but Cinder is just as troublesome. 

 

So I devise ways of diverting Cinder’s attention away from Mom.  I find a 

toy that I know Cinder likes to play with and make it seem like that toy is 

the greatest toy ever.  I pretend to have the time of my life.  When 

Cinder’s attention is focused on my fun, she moves in my direction, and 

then I make my move to pounce next to Mom.  How easy is that?  I use 

this same technique with bones, crinkly sheets, feet covers or anything I 

can find of interest that Cinder may like. 

 

My favorite deception is to run over to look outside and bark wildly.  

Cinder believes something has crossed our boundaries and runs to check 

it out leaving Mom wide open to receive my good nature.  She falls for my 

clever tricks every time.  How could something so large be so vulnerable 

to such a simple maneuver?  What a pair we are. 

 

Generally we get along.  I learned to share my bowl as long as Cinder ate 

second.  At one time we shared the “outside” space together during the 

day.  We both grew to dislike the little creatures that used to make fun of 

us on the other side of the barriers.  As long as I get my full share of 

Mom, we agree on that as well.   

 

This relationship works for me.  I determine what games we play and 

when.  If I am in the mood, I allow Cinder to chase me.  If I am in the 

mood, we play the tugging game.  If I am in the mood, we share precious 

moments with Mom.  If I am in the mood, I assist Cinder in her grooming 

chores. 

 

When it comes to self-grooming, Cinder will spend long periods of time 

licking her feet, legs, and belly until they gleam with cleanliness, but her face 

is a little out of reach.  I take it upon myself to cover this exclusion.  My 

tongue is small, quick and fairly handy at getting into small corners.  I, 

however, will not allow Cinder to assist me in my grooming chores.  Cinder 

has a big sloppy tongue and I am not about to let her drown my face in her 

slobber.  Besides, how do I know where it’s been?  Helping her groom is not 

a request Cinder asks of me, but something I choose to do for her when I am 

feeling generous. 

 

As long as I am in control, we have a great give and take relationship.  So 

maybe I do most of the taking, and she a lot of the giving, but Cinder doesn’t 

seem to complain.  I am not saying that we do not have tiffs now and again.  

A firm growl and snap usually puts Cinder back in line.  But there are times 

we have to agree to disagree. 

 

Mom occasionally gives us “real food” bones to chew, each of us getting our 

own.  We both go to town on these delicious treats finding our own corner to 

take pleasure in the booty.  Watching Cinder licking and gnawing on her 

snack can only mean one thing, hers must be better than mine.  I must get a 

taste of hers to be sure.  When I approach, she hunches her shoulders and 

growls.  She has some nerve.  How does she know mine isn’t better?  This 

exchange is for her benefit as well. 
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Not giving in to my advances, I become frustrated and begin whining and 

complaining.  My yelps and pitiful growls drive Mom crazy which results in 

a scolding to stop.  Get with it Mom, if you see something you want, you 

have to go after it by any means possible.  In all the confusion and yelling, 

Cinder sometimes abandons her treasure to stay in Mom’s good graces, 

leaving me a chance to make my move.  

 

I guess bones will always be a touchy subject with me and Cinder.  Mom 

has to keep a close watch on us and she puts them out of our reach when 

she is not around so we do not escalate into a brawl and hurt each other.  

Good ol’ Mom, always looking out for us.  She tries to protect us from 

each other when we are at odds.  But, there were times when Mom just 

could not stop nature from taking its course. 

 

One day Mom had a visitor stay at our domain with Sienna.  Cinder and I 

were left outside to fend for ourselves.  This visitor had the nerve not only 

to bring her four legged companion but also allowed it into my domain.  

Cinder and I fumed over this the whole day, wondering why Mom would 

allow such a thing to occur.  We were not able to get a good glimpse of 

this creature, but just the thought of it sniffing, walking, laying, touching 

our possessions put us both on edge.  Was this creature going to stay like 

Cinder?  Imagine all the questions you would have if you were thrown into 

a situation like this.   

 

Mom finally returned.  Both Cinder and I rushed to greet her hoping to get 

some answers about why this new creature was allowed into our domain.  

Blazing right past us, she rushed into the domain.  Out she came with 

Sienna, the visitor, and the four legged creature as well.  They all loaded 

into their moving wheels and flew out of site like bees out of a hive.  I was 

pissed off!!  What in the world was going on?  Why did Mom not stop to 

speak with us?  Why did she not leave us each a “snack” when she left like 

she always does?  Who were these visitors?  Where was she going now in 

such a hurry?  

 

Cinder, in her clumsy way was bouncing and barking around out of control.  

She kept getting in my way, and I got madder and . . . and I am not sure how 

it all happened, all I know is I had over 60 pounds of flesh on top of me 

ripping me a new one.   

 

How long the attack took place I could not say.  My ferocious advances were 

snuffed out by the forceful jaws tearing into my flesh.  Such pain pierced 

through my entire being.  Who knew she had it in her?  I picked up what 

dignity left within, and crawled into a corner.  I kept my distance from Cinder.  

Where was Mom?  Why did she let this happen?  What would happen to me 

now? 

 

Not sure how long it had been, but Mom did finally return.  I let Cinder greet 

her first as I gathered enough strength to meet her myself.  Looking me over 

Mom mumbled something about how I appeared to be all messed up.  I was 

hurt, filthy, and tired.  Inside she placed me where Sienna washed to look me 

over.  Every time she touched me I ached.  Now what? 

 

We slept and when I awoke she took me to see someone about fixing me up.  

I do not remember much the next few days.  Mom kept me inside her space 

while talking real sweet to me.  She brought me food and water, sat with me, 

touched and talked to me gently.  I was left at the fixing place three times 
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while they worked on my wound, but  Mom always came back to get me.  

She was so good to me I could only lie relinquishing to the fact that she 

alone was the true leader. 

 

I did not see much of Cinder during this time.  I think Mom was afraid of 

another attack.  No sleep would have been lost if she never showed her 

dopey face in my presence again.   Those big dark eyes, floppy ears, with 

her tongue hanging out ready to lick at a moment’s notice (this is the 

recurring picture of Cinder in my mind). 

 

As I healed, I realized that Cinder needed to know she was still at the 

bottom of the pile so I tested her mood with small advances.  At every 

opportunity, I made sure that it was me who was in command.  Most 

would think, “She is bigger than you, she got the best of you, let her do 

what she wants.”  Unfortunately, I was not born to think that way.  I was a 

leader.  I had to make sure Cinder knew that too. 

 

We have had several scuffles since then, and sometimes I get a little hurt, 

but nothing like that one time.  A small defeat will not stop me from 

moving forward in the pursuit of power.  This is one pack member I have 

to dominate.  If I cannot dominate her in size and strength, then sheer 

determination will have to do. 

 

Well, that is my pack.  There are others who come over to visit, but they 

always leave at some point.  The one called Grandma, regularly visits for 

short stays.  In her presence, I leak with excitement.  She has a kind 

scent full of wisdom and authority that somehow takes over my controlling 

nature and humbles me. My body curls up in a ball low to the ground 

wiggling in submission while she tries to touch me.  There is no doubt she 

trained Mom to be the strong leader of our pack.  

 

Another visitor who comes by often is Laurie.  Sometimes she stays with us 

when Mom is gone. I have great admiration for Laurie, although she does not 

evoke the same humbling feelings as “Grandma.”    Her presence is not 

threatening so I do not object to her visits.  Excited to see her, she is not met 

with growls or nips.  I scratch at her legs for attention during our greeting 

period which gets me into trouble with Mom.  If she had her legs covered 

there would not be a problem.   

 

Mom’s special visitors always leave.  Some stay for long periods, some for 

short.  Normally I have no desire to dominate them, but I am real picky about 

who I socialize with.  It is my job to investigate every being that crosses into 

our domain.  A bad smell, the wrong energy, a new shape, aggressiveness, 

or even size might determine how I react, nasty or friendly.  Because of this, I 

often end up locked in Mom’s space and not allowed to make any genuine 

connections, good or bad.  I can deal with that as long as they don’t make 

themselves too comfortable. 

 

You have a pretty good picture of where I sit in the pecking order, kind of 

near the bottom, but forever working my way to the top.  I have pretty much 

settled on Mom as the leader, she has proved herself over and over.  Sienna 

and I have some issues to work out.  Cinder, in my mind, there is no 

discussion. 
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PersonalityPersonalityPersonalityPersonality    

    

    

My interaction with each pack member has developed me into what I am 

today.  I feel that my personality has matured through my experiences since 

coming to live with this special pack.  To describe myself I’d say I am fun, 

cute, physically strong, persuasive, strong willed, clever and opinionated.  I 

have very strong feelings and am not shy about expressing them. 

 

Some of my likes include, “real food”, walks with Mom, running freely, getting 

brushed, digging, going for rides, and barking.  When I like something, I am 

cooperative, fun and enthusiastic about it.  For instance, tied up outside I 

enjoy the feeling of digging up the ground in search of a cool spot to lie 

down.  Being able to move the soft ground with my front paws makes me feel 

as though I have some control over nature.  My labors re-shape the ground 

with little effort into something to please myself.  There have been occasions 

when I have found buried snacks in the ground which are nice little rewards 

for my efforts.  This encourages me to continue the behavior in hopes of 

being rewarded by nature with more nature snacks. 

 

Small furry creatures with a tail like mine bury their food all over.  I am 

delighted to find the hard covers, which when broken open, inside are two 

round delicate morsels with my name written all over them.   Mom does not 
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share the same feeling about my digging habit and she scolds me for 

doing so, however, I catch her outside doing the same thing.   

 

Mom is not the only one that has dislikes for certain behaviors or activities 

and is not shy about expressing them.  My dislike for something is 

expressed by nasty barks, growls or complete avoidance.   

 

Mom insists on giving Cinder and me baths like Sienna.  My bubbles are 

completely different than Sienna’s.  Her bubbles inspire playfulness and 

delight.  When presented with my bubble container, or smell anything that 

might resemble it, I lickety split out of site.  Just mention the word “bath” 

and the only thing you will see is the dark hole in my bottom heading in 

the opposite direction.   

 

My choice hiding place is under Sienna’s bedding.  No way, no how is 

Mom getting me to come out voluntarily.  No food, no person, no nothing 

can drag me out.  Sure, staying under Sienna’s bedding is not the bravest 

thing to do.  Everything must have fears, even a natural born leader. 

 

The thought of all that wet stuff saturating into my inner skin, coating my 

body from head to tail makes my claws curl.  It is not a simple romp 

through the water like chasing those floating animals that escape into the 

air.  It is a sort of torture, being confined in one place with water splashing 

into every crevice and no escape in sight.  I lay in solitude re-living the 

undesired bath experience again and again in my head. 

 

After a while, activity seems to cease.  Mom has given up with the bribes 

of treats and sweet talk.  Thinking I have finally won this battle of will, it is 

time to move on.  Keeping a low profile I sneak out, then blindsided out of 

nowhere, I am either scooped or tied up only to be dragged into the near 

death experience I was trying to avoid.  Sometimes Mom’s persistence 

surprises me. 

 

Placed in the pool of death, I stand there seething in despair.  My feet soak in 

the murky water.  Every inch of my fur gets weighted down little by little and 

mats to my skin.  My tail even becomes too heavy to hold high.  I try to shake 

some of the water off, only to be dowsed with even more.  Mom tries her 

sweet talk, but I won’t look at her because at that moment I have nothing but 

hatred in my heart.  Okay, so the body massage kind of lightens the mood 

(Mom is surprisingly good with the under belly rub), and a moan of pleasure 

slips out. 

 

Getting back to those nasty bubbles and water, I am again drowned with 

more water, and finally the words I long for, “Let’s go.”  It is time for me to 

break loose.  With one leap, I am liberated, smothered with the rubbing 

cover.  Mom rubs me down to soak up all the water she poured on me.  She 

could save herself the trouble by not getting me wet in the first place. 

 

Soon I am free to run, shaking and licking the evil spirits off me.  Cinder sits 

just outside only to be met with a sharp growl and snap because I don’t want 

her making fun of me for getting caught.  It will be her turn soon.  Thank 

goodness this is not a daily routine.  Having four legs does have its 

advantages.   

 

Another advantage to having four legs is the fact that I am not expected to 

clean up after myself.  Okay, so accidents happen and I feel real bad about 
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them, but it is not my job to remove the mess.  Scold me, punish me, but 

don’t wait for me to pick anything up.  I love to dump my toys out of the 

package Mom keeps them in.  Toys everywhere, on the ground where I 

can see each one, not in a pile hiding the best ones on the bottom.  Mom 

takes the initiative to pick them up and put them away.  

 

Items other than my toys may get left out by Mom or Sienna that are 

curious surprises. If caught chewing something to pieces, I simply place 

my tail between my legs, put my head down, and walk away.  Mom is 

sure to clean up the ruins.  There might be some yelping and babbling 

involved, but I am of no use.  Fortunately for me my physical limitations 

put me at a disadvantage. 

  

Speaking of limitations, I am not the smallest creature around, but if I 

have not mentioned it before, my pack members are much larger than 

me.  If I am to prove myself superior to them, it is necessary for me to 

seem bigger than I really am.  I have to bark louder (and more often), I 

have to jump higher, and I need to put myself up to a level of those larger 

than me.   

 

Because of my clever inspirations, I have found ways to view the world 

from a higher perspective.  Looking up all the time is hard on the neck 

and makes me appear to be weak.  As an authority figure, others should 

be looking up to me.  Inside, I will jump onto anything to put myself on 

everyone else’s level.  I stand on my hind legs, I leap onto laps, climb  

 

onto seats, I have been known to even climb on Mom’s shoulders.  Outside, 

Mom leaves her moving wheels close to where I get tied up, so leaping up on 

top gets me a higher view of my surroundings. 

 

Whatever my disabilities, I have learned to use my environment and work it 

to my advantage.  Each day provides new opportunity for me to learn and 

grow into the strong leader I feel inside.  Let me guide you through a typical 

day and how I use my given and learned abilities to strengthen my position in 

the pack. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 24

    

Getting upGetting upGetting upGetting up    

    

    

What do I do with my time when not trying to overthrow the throne you 

say?  A girl must stay fairly busy to maintain her sharp wit and keep an 

eye out for any advancement opportunities. 

 

The day begins with a good stretch.  One must stay limber and agile to 

lead the life of Peanut.  I take pride in my powerful legs that spring me to 

higher levels in a single bound.  Upon approach, I estimate the distance, 

consider the wind velocity and up I go.  I rarely ever miss, although there 

have been a few undocumented instances.  First the front stretch, then 

the back.  Each leg is allowed maximum extension to assure complete 

flexibility.   

 

My first stop, is Mom’s bed.  As of late, I have been sleeping on the 

ground in the place where Mom keeps her body covers.  It is real cool in 

there and no one disturbs me (try smoking me out of there, Sienna).  

Anyway, if not already on Mom’s bed, this is my first stop.  I snuggle up to 

her warm body and wait for her to awaken.  She rubs me with her feet so I 

just nestle in tighter.  This is my subtle way of letting her know I am ready 

to get up, but lying down a few moments more could not hurt. 

 

Sometimes there is a loud noise, Mom gets up, turns it off and crawls 

back into her bedding.  Then the noise goes off again, same response.  

This goes on for quite some time until she actually turns off the noise for 

good and gets up.  It drives me nuts, the up and down motion.  Growling lets 

her know my dissatisfaction.  There are days when these noises do not 

sound, and I take it upon myself to wake up Mom.  This is usually the time 

when I use my “go outside” special routine we talked about earlier. 

 

I am not always Mom’s first visitor.  Sienna often makes her way into Mom’s 

bedding and takes over.  It is amazing that something so little could take up 

so much room.  Not even a flea could find itself a suitable position when she 

is around.  She takes up too much room and cannot keep herself still.  

Sometimes she shoves me off the bedding on purpose just because she can.  

It is at these times I question Mom’s sanity for allowing such a nuisance to 

remain.  Of course I get my two cents worth in the form of a growl and a 

snap.  I dare not actually harm the little tyke for the fear of what Mom might 

do.  But one day . . . she better not catch me without Mom around. 
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OutsideOutsideOutsideOutside    

    

    

After I awaken Mom she gets up grumbling.  Her first order of business, is 

to take care of her business, then, comes me and Cinder.  Once Mom 

makes a motion to grab her feet covers and body fur we crowd her 

offering assistance to move her daily ritual along a little bit faster. 

 

Most times Mom ties me up to her and takes me outside.  When 

presented with the thing she ties me up with, I get all excited and march in 

place until I am securely hooked up.  Other times I am allowed to roam 

free. We are asked to sit, and of course I oblige because outside is the 

place to be. On Mom’s command, “Let’s go!” Cinder and I tear out of the 

door like bandits to see who gets to sniff the best stuff first. 

 

Cinder always gets to run free.  Why she does not bound for the open 

road is a mystery to me, because that would be my first thought.  She 

gets real close, but Mom says, “Stay in the yard.”  Being the obedient 

one, she pleases Mom by staying. Cinder has been known to wander 

outside our boundaries when Mom is not paying attention.  Good thing I 

am there to let her know Cinder is leaving.  I bark until Mom has directed 

her safely back.  Don’t want her to get hit by any moving wheels do we?   

 

I am either tied to Mom or tied to something else.  This is one way Mom 

keeps me inside our boundaries.  When tied to Mom, I lead her around.  

She lets me get to the edge of our boundaries and then yanks me back when 

I go too far.   

 

We canvas the entire domain.  I sniff for creatures that came through the day 

before; I sniff for things I left behind, things I remembered days before and 

want to make sure are still there.  Lots of critters pass through because I see 

them throughout the day, trespassing.  There is always so much to check 

out.  I sniff Cinder’s area to find out what she has been up to.  Most of all I 

sniff for “real food.”  Any bit of “real food” is gobbled up in seconds.  Cinder 

spends her time rolling on the ground, what a waste of time. 

 

There are times when extra stinky things cross my path and I feel the need to 

rub and roll on top of them.  I am able to sniff these things later on inside.  

Copycat Cinder follows in the roll as well.  Mom always yells at us and says, 

“Stop that!  Yuck!”  What is wrong with trying a little different smell for the 

day?  Mom changes her smell all the time.  I don’t spend all my time sniffing 

and rolling, there are many other things that peak my senses. 

 

Outside, packs next to ours are real busy speeding in and out on their 

moving wheels.  Moving wheels send me into a frantic tizzy.  A natural urge 

comes over me when I see them and hear their loud roar.  I feel an inner 

need to bark out.   

 

When Cinder and I used to share the outside space, small humans like 

Sienna approached our boundaries on moving wheels to make fun of us and 

drive us crazy.  They poked at us, pretended to sound like us, and whizzed 

by our outside space yelling only to scare us spitless out of a dead sleep.  

You would be foolish to think that I allowed them to get away with their 



 26

teasing without firing back with a few of my own choice barks.  Little 

extended appendages would be met with a nasty set of white sharp fangs 

that snapped faster than a blink of an eye.   

 

Any moving wheels that make noise conjure up those old feelings and I 

just respond the only way I know how.  Cinder runs recklessly back and 

forth along the boundary like she could actually chase and catch up with 

one of them.  She would not know what to do with one if she did catch it, 

(probably lick it).  I, however, save my energy and bark out my feelings.  It 

is a good release of built up emotions.  Mom quickly silences us 

(practically choking me to death), but we still get in a few last barks.  She 

does not understand how driven we are by our urges, natural or not. 

 

I have a bark for every situation.  Usually barking lets others know I am 

not pleased with their actions (not too many things other people do 

pleases me).  A short deep warning bark lets others know I am not in the 

mood to be messed with.  Sometimes short barks are chained together in 

a long string to tell Mom there are things too close to our boundaries.  I 

feel a surge through my body and this forces my front paws to lift off the 

ground and my head snaps back with each pulsing outburst.   

 

Cinder will often provoke me into a bark.  I will be taking a nap or busy 

getting into mischief and hear her get all riled up about something outside. 

Without even knowing the situation I am there barking to back her up.  

Sometimes I run out to join her, sometimes I support her from where I am.  

Sometimes I see what she is getting upset about and, sometimes I feel 

real stupid about getting involved.  Why would she bark at nothing? 

 

There are barks special for Mom’s attention.  A special high pitch low volume 

bark lets Mom know I am tangled up.    An even higher pitch sharp bark tells 

Mom I am hurt.  Then I have the “I want something” bark.  It starts out as a 

singing growly kind of sound to grab her attention, and then bark continues to 

escalate in volume and intensity until Mom guesses what I want. When I hear 

a word or motion I recognize to be what I am looking for, I have another 

confirmation bark that is short and to the point.  A bark under my breath 

means I am not quite done expressing myself, but Mom has asked me to, 

“Shut up.”  It is lower in tone and sometimes accented with a short muffled 

growl.  

 

When I am able to bark before the time when lots of noises cloud the air 

outside, I can clearly hear how my barks sound.  This early time is just right 

to tone a bark to perfect pitch.  Clear, crisp, and full, I am real proud how I 

have progressed with my tones over the years.  Mom should be proud as 

well, instead, she is always trying to silence me. If I am not able to practice 

every day, I could lose my edge.  And what would I be if I did not have an 

edge up on the competition?  Outside is the prime location for polishing my 

barking skills. 

 

If not working on my barking techniques and tied up outside, I am left to get 

into all kinds of mischief without Mom hanging around to yank or scold me.  I 

hear lots of critters hiding in the massive stick clusters so of course 

investigating their business is a must.  Hunting down critters takes a 

considerable amount of concentration and I lose track of how many times I 

have circled obstacles in the area.   Tangled up, I have to call Mom to rescue 

me. 

  



 27

It seems I am constantly getting tangled up with something.  Occasionally 

Mom neglects to put her things out of my reach so my lead snags and 

wraps around them.  The more I try to get loose, the shorter my lead gets.  

This puts a damper on my wandering around.  When I finally make the 

call for Mom to come, she often takes her sweet time, but when she calls 

me to come, I am supposed to respond immediately.  Two can play that 

game.   

 

Where is she when water is falling from the sky?  The only reason I ask to 

go outside during this time is to take care of business.  Out of boundary 

adventures in the falling sky water are acceptable because the excitement 

of exploration takes my mind off the dampness around me.  Staying tied 

up in the water I can do without, it reminds me too much of the “bath” 

experience.  As you may remember, I have serious issues with being 

confined to one location soaked in wetness.  As soon as my business is 

complete, Mom is summoned to come right away.  I would gladly make a 

deal with her to pay the consequences for taking care of business myself 

inside in lieu of getting wet outside. 

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

WalkingWalkingWalkingWalking    

    

    

I look forward most to the time we spend outside our boundaries.  Mom 

grabs her feet covers or body fur from her sleeping space (she can’t put them 

on fast enough for me.)  Just about every day she takes me outside to survey 

the surroundings beyond our boundaries at her side.  As soon as she puts 

Cinder inside after doing our morning business and only gives her a snack I 

know this is the day we walk.  I am not offered my snack because we are 

going to go out on one of our adventures and mine will come later.  Excited I 

prance in place from one paw to the other while my fanned tail sweeps from 

side to side.  Cinder stands around looking all dumb while I prepare myself 

for the fun ahead.  I do not even look back when hearing her bark inside, “It 

is not fair.”  I imagine those floppy ears, tongue hanging out, and big sad 

eyes staring at my bottom as it prances out of her sight.  I guess Mom takes 

only me, because she trusts me to scope out and report my findings like a 

first rate explorer.  

 

We walk everywhere.  We pass by other boundaries, but do not stop to fully 

survey each domain. This is why my wit needs to be at its peak.  There is so 

much to sniff and see even on the boundary edges, I must be real selective 

about my focus.  I keep my nose to the ground to process every inch.  

Something invariably catches my nose so I either feel the urge to mark a 
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spot, or stop and get a better sniff.  Mom continues to pull practically 

flipping me over because she is not paying attention to my immediate 

needs.  My paws scratch uselessly against the ground as I am dragged to 

proceed on.   

 

My business is never complete because I never know when a spot needs 

to be marked later.  Occasionally, I need to take care of real business on 

the wayside.  This is the only time Mom allows me to really stop and take 

my time.  Exposing myself to everyone and their dog is not my first 

choice, but when nature calls, you gotta respond.  Mom, for some reason 

has this nasty habit of picking up behind me and carries my stinky pile 

back to our domain.  Lots of stinky piles lay around, why can’t she just 

leave mine behind for someone else to check out?   

 

I recognize smells that I have sniffed before.  Stinky piles clue me in on 

whether the creature that left it eats “real food” or “crunchy dry stuff.”  

Sometimes I pick up on the scent of “real food” but something beat me to 

it.  Empty packages fool me every time.  A delicious odor pulsates from 

the abandoned package (you would think at least a small lick could have 

been left for me, not that I would return the favor).  If the package 

contains something, Mom is quick to drag me away.  On my lucky days, I 

am quick enough to at least get a small bite.  With this small victory, lip 

smacking is in order.  I concede to Mom’s demand to, “Leave it alone,” 

and move on because there is always more to explore. 

 

As we travel along, me with my nose to the ground, she walking at a 

steady pace, we often come across other humans.  I do not like it when 

they speak to me on my walks.  It interrupts my concentration and puts 

me on the defensive.  They are greeted with a deep growl and a snap that 

sends them jumping away from me.  That’s fine keep moving, “You are not 

welcome to come back with us anyway.”  It happened before, I was nice to 

Cinder and Mom allowed her to join our pack.  Until confident they are the 

leaving kind, I am not going to make them feel comfortable about being 

around me.  I have worked too hard and long to deal with another pack 

member. 

 

I mentioned before my dislike of moving wheels, and when we walk, there 

are plenty that whiz by.  I am able to contain myself until the loudest ones 

approach.  At this time, my urge takes over and I make a quick motion to 

attack.  Mom seems to always know it is coming and pulls hard on my neck 

causing my bark to sound like a quack.  My front paws fly up in the air and in 

my humiliation the aggression ceases. 

 

We do not always see the same places or humans, because Mom takes me 

in a variety of directions.  Sometimes we stop at an open area where she 

releases me to run on my own.  I live for the moment after she asks me to sit 

and says, “Let’s go!”  Now I am free to stop and sniff at leisure, run fast 

across the fields, and make notes on my own time. From bush to bush, 

corner to corner, up and down, back and forth.  You name it, I do it.  Hardly 

any areas are left untouched by my senses.  I breathe in fresh air, feel the 

soft ground under paw, and hear the click of my claws.  This is how it should 

be, me, nature, and instinct.  I run myself close to exhaustion.   

 

Looking back, Mom is close by keeping watch.  When she calls me, I 

sometimes motion towards her, then run right past teasing and laughing at 

my wit.  She is not amused and the change in her tone forces me to come.  I 
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get a “Good girl” and a pat on the head.  Mom ties me up to her again and 

we journey back to our domain.  Tired, I am not interested in sniffing 

anymore.  A snack, a cold drink and a nap are on order.  Moments of the 

day can be recalled later. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

    

InsideInsideInsideInside    

    

    

Upon our arrival, we are greeted by Cinder, who proceeds to crowd me for 

information.  I am interested in one thing only, my snack.  A short growl 

backs her off and I look for Mom to make a motion towards the snack box. 

When she says, “Ready, set, GO!” she tosses my snack and I have to track it 

down.  I am off in a flash to retrieve my prize.  Sometimes she gets smart 

and tosses it on my back.  Running in circles knocks it off.  Ha! Ha! Mom has 

quite the sense of humor.   

 

As much as I enjoy the times we walk outside, early walks are not always on 

my schedule for the day.  Sometimes I receive my snack as soon as I return 

inside from taking care of my business.  My heart sinks because looking 

forward to the time we spend exploring is the highpoint of my day.  I stand 

there looking at Mom trying to figure what the deal is this time.  Following her 

around seems to only get on her nerves.  She trips over me, fussing only 

invokes yelling, and glaring at her produces no result at all.  After a while I 

give up and go for an early nap or nuzzle in her bedding.   
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A few more disruptions may occur before I can really settle down for a 

good nap.  Small humans like Sienna visit early and create a lot of noise.  

When new ones visit, I rush out to prove my dominance before they even 

put down their packages.  The scared look on their faces and how they 

back into things in fear of my advances is nothing but sweet.  I would not 

really harm them, but a little fun once in a while cannot hurt anyone.  

Okay, maybe a little hurt, but they need to know their place in my domain. 

 

Before Mom takes off for the day, she leaves me inside with another 

snack. She and Sienna take off for hours while Cinder stays outside. 

There is not much to do so I spend an awful lot of time daydreaming. 

 

I daydream about being leader of this pack.  There are many things that I 

would do differently.  For sure we would all be able to come and go as we 

please.  Any disturbances would need to be checked out first pawed.  If I 

wanted to go outside in the middle of sleep time, I would have the 

freedom to do so.  Roaming neighboring domains in search of “real food” 

would be a priority. 

 

I would not have to tell anyone about taking care of my business, I would 

simply go.  My business would be dispersed into neighboring domains to 

mark the extent of my boundaries.  No other creatures, large or small 

would be welcome and I would challenge each one with a ferocious bark 

attack and bare white fangs upon entry. 

 

We could sleep anywhere and I would occupy the best place (Mom’s 

space).  It would be high above the ground, have lots of covers, pretty 

ones, and I could re-arrange them depending upon my needs.  Everyone 

else would need to fend for themselves on the ground.  

 

When strolling into a space, all eyes would be on me, as the pack is in 

reverence of my presence.  They would look to me for guidance, I’d 

determine if it was play time, sleeping time or meal time.  I would get first 

crack at the “real food” and only when I have had my fill, would the rest of the 

pack get their turn.  Mom would look to me for attention, and if I was in the 

mood, I would oblige.  Cinder and Sienna would get chased off if they had 

any thought to boss me around.  They would be welcomed back, but only 

under my terms.   

 

We could still have the same pack members, there would have to be an 

adjustment in our current organization, with me being on top.  My train of 

thought gets interrupted by annoying sounds from outside, and I have to take 

time to check them out.  Everything is not planned out because I am certain 

that things will simply fall into place once I am in control.  Focusing back on 

reality, I begin to think about Mom. 

 

I try to imagine what in the world Sienna and Mom do when they leave.  

Probably spend time hunting for food.  Surely it takes hours to hunt and 

search for the “dry crunchy stuff,” not to mention the “real food” that they eat.  

They probably store food in the packages until they are full enough to bring 

back and share with me and Cinder.  There must be a giant open field or 

maybe they need to dig for it, or perhaps they fall from above or grow on 

stick bunches like the ones that grow tasty juicy sweet colorful snacks.  If 

they are like me, they must get distracted by all the other smells and 

creatures that roam around.   
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When they come home I detect all kinds of different odors.  Mom must 

spend hours rolling around in things that she likes.  Imagine all the places 

she must get to visit.  She is not as picky as I am about the company she 

keeps, so she probably travels to lots of other packs. 

 

I also spend a lot of time looking outside just waiting for something to 

move only to scare it lifeless.  There is always activity at the domain next 

to us, so they need to know that their every move is being scrutinized.  

Anything occurring out of the ordinary, I am there to alert them with a bark 

attack which reminds them they are being watched.  I can let Mom know 

when she returns.  It is quite a big job to keep watch, so several naps are 

required.   

 

My greatest and happiest moment of the day is when I hear Mom 

approach.  It is usually the same time every day.  Sometimes I sit inside 

waiting to greet her.  Sometimes she catches me near the end of a nap 

and she calls to me.  Either way, she drops everything to spend “hello” 

time with me.  I prance, jump, wag my tail (I do not wag for just anyone), 

and if she is not quick of enough to acknowledge my presence, I bark 

uncontrollably.  We both run over to the big cushy seat where I proceed to 

shower her with a lick attack that sends her flying backwards.  I pounce 

on top of her and hold her hostage until I get my fill of licking her nose, 

eyes, mouth, and ears.  She rubs me everywhere and babbles.  I often 

receive a full body massage from neck to tail, absorbing every bit of 

attention, and hug her hands with my front paws as she rubs my chest not 

allowing her to let go. 

 

The next step and I always know it is coming, is she asks, “Do you need to 

go outside?”  I bark back, “Do I ever.  Spend all day cooped up in here and 

you tell me.”   Immediately after getting hooked up, I quickly find the perfect 

spot to take care of my business.  I need to hurry back inside to find out what 

things Sienna and Mom have brought back with them. 

 

I have seen many packages being transported from Mom’s moving wheels 

into the domain.  Most of them, I can tell by the smell, are filled with “real 

food.”  I watch as each package is unloaded and specifically placed out of my 

reach.  Then, Mom selects items and begins to prepare her meal. 

 

As Mom and Sienna sit down to eat, I lurk in the shadows waiting for small 

morsels of food to drop.  I am amazed at the amount of “real food” Mom 

stores inside.  Delicious smells fill the air causing my mouth to water. Once 

they sit down, I am told, “OUT”!!   
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PlayingPlayingPlayingPlaying    

 

After Mom and Sienna are finished eating, I take the opportunity to corner 

Mom and pin her down to retrieve remains of any “real food” that may 

have missed her mouth.  There is time afterwards for back and ear 

rubbings or perhaps the possibility of engaging Mom in a game or two.   

 

As I drop my toy at Mom’s feet, my intent is to let her know I want play 

attention.  I will go so far as to flipping the toy in the air myself and 

aggressively pouncing on top of it to get the fun started.  She slowly 

reaches out to pick up my toy of choice, as our eyes focus intently on 

each other daring who will make the first move.  Will it be my teeth or her 

hand?  Mom is swift and can snatch the toy from me if I am not prepared.  

So it is important to stay focused and anticipate her moves.  If I win, Mom 

must take possession of the toy from my firm grip.  If she wins, I become 

the aggressor. 

 

Most games end in me being chased to get something from me.  I will 

play keep away with just about anything I can pick up.  Sometimes out of 

nowhere, I will steal an item from Mom to summon her into a chase.  I 

take her body covers, small items she works with, toys, feet covers, you 

name it, and I grab it on the fly.  I love being chased because it tests my 

quickness and agility.  I can dart around corners quickly, run under seats, 

fake left and right and allow someone to get just close enough to grab the 

item, but bound out of sight in a snap.  I often tease Mom by growling at her 

when she tries to retrieve a toy from me.  It adds intensity to the game. If 

Mom gives me the growly voice, “Put it down,” I know the game is over and I 

must relinquish my prize. 

 

Unless it involves food, I am not into chasing after things Mom might decide 

to throw.  I may engage in this play a few times, but what is the point?  There 

is not much of a challenge chasing something, bringing it back and having to 

go get it again.  Cinder, however, loves to chase and bring back stuff.  Cinder 

needs a game simple enough for her to play.  If my senses are not stimulated 

by the game, it will not hold my interest.  Of course nothing interests me 

more than “real food.” 

 

Another game we might play that develops my hunting skills is the round 

colorful shaped things that break into two pieces.  Mom slips a snack inside 

the shapes and tosses or hides them.  On command, I rush to find them, pop 

them open and am treated to a delicious “snack.”  This game I could never 

tire because it involves a consistent rewarding goodie.  As a matter of fact, 

when I see the colorful shapes lying around, I pounce and crack them open 

in hopes that there might be one that I left behind from a previous play 

session.  Unless Mom and I are engaged in play, the shapes always seem to 

be empty. 

 

Mom may ask me to sit and stay, then disappear from my sight.  She then 

calls me to come find her.  I travel from one place to another sensing the 
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strongest odor.  When I have found her, she rewards me with pats and 

praise. 

 

Sometimes Mom will take my favorite squishy toy and hide it.  This game 

requires excellent hunting skills.  I am asked to sit real still so she can 

proceed to find a hiding place.  Upon her return to me she says, “Go find 

your toy!”  I fly off in the direction she came from and begin using my nose 

to sniff out her tracks.  Once in a while she gives me clues by either 

squishing the toy or leading me in the right direction if I get off track.  

When I find the toy she says, “Good Peanut dog,” and I get lots of pats 

and praise.  I make it difficult for Mom to get the toy from my mouth and 

that becomes a game in itself.  If she is successful and I am up to it, we 

play again.   

 

Dropping my toys at Mom’s feet also lets her know I want to play the 

tugging game.  This is a game of shear brute strength.  Once my jaws 

clamp down on something, you won’t find me surrendering without a fight.  

Mom can lift me off the ground while I cling to my toy of choice.  With a 

rapid shake of my head back and forth, a deep growl and several white 

exposed fangs I dig my claws into the ground (if not in the air) and hold 

my position.  A victory is when Mom lets go before I do.  The challenge 

continues until I tire.  Mom is a formidable opponent.  I’d say we are about 

even in our efforts.  Playing with Cinder gets me too riled up (could it be 

because I don’t like to lose?); Sienna can’t seem to get past my growling 

and is too afraid to play.  I try to get in at least one session a day of the 

tugging game. 

 

If we have time, I do have a few outside games I enjoy.  Of course there is 

always the tugging game and the chasing game, but also I like playing with 

the giant ball.  This ball does not float like bubbles.  If I could ever sink my 

teeth into the giant ball, I might actually pick it up and run with it.  My mouth 

being so small in comparison to the ball, I can only nip and snap at it.  As my 

nose pushes near the bottom the ball goes into motion and I end up chasing 

it around while growling wildly.  It makes for great exercise and entertainment 

if I am able to focus. 

 

I am easily distracted playing games outside.  If Mom does not keep close 

watch over me, the slightest movement out of the corner of my eye will send 

me darting across our boundaries, no game can compare to true freedom.  I 

cannot restrain my curiosity that impels me to investigate anything that 

should not be there.  It may be the four legged creature next to us wallowing 

about, furry critters that leap, climb and bury their goodies, flying critters 

overhead landing and poke at the ground, and sometimes things without life 

that suddenly appear out of nowhere.  For me, it does not take much to get 

my attention.   

 

So Mom just doesn’t trust me to stay inside our boundaries loose anymore 

and my moments of freedom are not as often as I would like.  When she 

releases me my first reaction is to bark out to everyone that I am free.  

Racing up and down an uncontrollable barking sensation overcomes me and 

I cannot be responsible for anything that may happen after natural instincts 

take over. 

 

Cinder tries to play with me outside, but sometimes just her getting close to 

me causes my fur to stand on end.  She tries biting my bottom to engage me 



 34

in play so I am compelled to send her a clear message that I am not 

interested in her foolish games.  When she becomes too persistent, Mom 

steps in to break up our little tiffs.  Doesn’t she think I can handle Cinder 

myself? 

 

Usually Mom plays with us separately because of my attitude towards 

Cinder.  Sometimes I have to stay inside and watch while Mom plays with 

Cinder outside.  Cinder, in that clumsy way of hers, with her tongue 

hanging out, leaps and bounces around Mom having the time of her life.  

I, however, sit totally focused on their activities barking out my frustration 

over the entire situation.  How dare they have so much fun without me?  

Once inside, I make sure Mom knows how I feel and demand some 

personal time. 

 

After Mom comes back for the day, our time is filled with a variety of these 

activities, inside and/or outside.  Sometimes Mom comes inside and 

leaves again without any play time.  Cinder and I both spend time barking 

out our dissatisfaction as she roars out of site.  Of course, Mom leaves 

me in charge by letting me have the run of the domain while Cinder 

spends her time confined in Mom’s space. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Winding DownWinding DownWinding DownWinding Down 

 

Cinder and I ask to go outside a few more times late in the day, each of us 

getting our turn to take care of our business.  When Mom brings me in she 

says, “Open the door.”  I proceed to push on what she calls “open the door” 

with my nose hard enough to allow us access inside. 

 

On occasion Mom has been known to slip in some juicy scraps into our bowl.  

I check there first upon entry, but imagine my disappointment to either find an 

empty bowl, or “the dry crunchy stuff” more often than not.  So I look to Mom 

for my snack. 

 

When Cinder is outside alone and Sienna is off doing her own thing, Mom 

and I share special bonding time alone with no distractions.  We might play, 

snuggle, or simply enjoy each other’s presence.  She talks to me and I 

pretend to listen.  I haven’t a clue what she is saying unless she uses familiar 

words, so I just perk my ears with interest, and cock my head once in a while 

to let her think I understand. 
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Once Cinder comes in later we begin to compete for mom’s attention and 

maybe share a bite to eat ourselves.  Should Cinder get to our bowl first, I 

will wait patiently in line behind her for my turn.  If, by my standards, I feel 

she is taking too long, I am sure to voice my complaints.  During all the 

commotion Cinder finishes early leaving me to make my move.   

 

With a full belly, my fill of snuggling, attention, and games, it is time for 

another nap.  Of course any activity may peak my interest, and bring me 

out to investigate. 

 

These perky ears pick up on plenty of disturbances.  Sienna and Mom 

may engage in play, they get loud and roll over with each other, so I take 

it upon myself to referee.  Sometimes I hear Mom talking sweetly to 

Cinder, which means I am missing out on precious bonding time.  I might 

hear pounding or a voice I don’t recognize and need to see who might be 

trying to get our things.  I may hear packages crinkle. It is my duty to take 

notice of everything that goes on around here in case I am needed to step 

in to take immediate action. 

 

After the major activities are over, it is time for Sienna to take a “bath” and 

get into her bedding.  Mom spends special time lying down with Sienna 

while Cinder and I lurk in the shadows waiting patiently for Mom to finish. 

Well, sometimes patiently.  We might rush her a little by pacing or 

moaning signaling her to take us outside one more time and stumble over 

each other resulting into small tiffs creating a disturbance that sends Mom 

into one of her yelling fits. 

 

Our final trip outside is short and quick, but we get a chance to sniff for any 

new smells once more before the daylight.  Once inside, things settle down 

and I am certain to relax.  Sleep comes easily inside Mom’s space.  I wait for 

her to climb into her bedding before choosing my final resting place.  I think 

about the day and wonder what the next one will bring.  Some days are 

special and not ordinary.   
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Road TripsRoad TripsRoad TripsRoad Trips    

 

 

On occasion, we have been known to go on trips inside mom’s moving 

wheels.  Going for rides is a special activity that I have come to enjoy.  I, 

of course sit up front with Mom, Cinder and Sienna sit in back.  Cinder 

and I hang our nose out the openings and sniff the air at an accelerated 

pace.  Getting inside moving wheels means going someplace fun, so I 

have a hard time sitting still.  I pace back and forth, whining and jumping 

driving Mom so crazy she ends up yelling at me, “Sit  down!!”   

 

It is difficult to settle down unless we have been moving for some time.  

Watching things go by is hypnotic and I either lie down on mom’s lap, or 

snuggle into a ball on my seat for a light nap.  I say light because when 

mom slows down, I pop back up asking questions like, “ Where are we?” 

and “What are these new smells?”  I begin to pace again and infect 

Cinder with the same curiosity, which causes lots of yelping from Sienna in 

back.  This causes Mom to yell once more. 

 

I never know our destination and figure as long as I am with my pack, it 

doesn’t matter.  We have gone on long trips to visit the one called Grandma.  

For hours we sit inside sleeping, pacing on the seats and sniffing the 

speeding air.  Mom only stops to let us out to take care of our business and 

get a short drink.   

 

Once at Grandma’s we are met with her four legged companion called 

Ebony.  Needless to say, she is not on one of my favorites list, but who is?  

Cinder and I do not get along with her so we have to be kept separate from 

her.  Ebony has not liked us from the start.  I think our first encounter 

involved me making an aggressive move when she came to visit us at our 

domain.  Probably not the best move for me to make, but a decision I now 

have to live with.  Ebony is big and black with the same dopey ears as 

Cinder, only longer.  She is not as dopey as Cinder though and is quite 

protective of her domain like me.  We are surrounded by so much Ebony 

scent that it seems to take days before it fades away.  Hitting the open road 

with a fresh breeze helps to clear my nose. 

 

I remember a few times we have gone to visit water far away.  Water can be 

far away and can also be real close.  Once we reach our destination far 

away, we are set free to run as we please.  The air is fresh and cool.  As far 

as my eyes can see water goes on forever.  We chase Mom and Sienna 

through the water and feel the soft ground underfoot. It is not so bad getting 

wet when it is my choice, so splashing in the high water with Mom is actually 

quite fun.  
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Running up and down we have a chance to explore both water and 

ground.  Small things live in the ground and are quick to bury themselves.  

Digging comes easily, but I am not fast enough for those clever ground 

creatures. 

 

The flying creatures often gather in large groups above in search of 

ground creatures as well.  This captures my attention and I take off in 

pursuit of possibly catching a flying creature for myself.  The thrill of 

breaking up their formations and hearing them squawk in fear assures me 

I could be in charge just about anywhere. 

 

With so much to do, we don’t spend much time relaxing.  We go for long 

walks and climb rocky hills.  I pride myself with my sure footing leaping 

from one place to another.  Mom seems to stumble behind me.  I keep a 

close eye on her and stay near.  She usually sets the pace and 

determines our next activity. 

 

We may take time to stop for a meal.  Sienna and Mom bring a package 

of “real food” to eat.  Cinder and I are graced with a bowl of the “dry 

crunchy stuff.”  I spend a good deal of time trying to get at the “real food.”  

Mom has got to let her guard down some time.  Why must I struggle so 

hard just for the slightest taste?   

 

The only thing Mom does share with Cinder and me is the water she 

brings from our domain.  It is clean and clear without strange smells.  

When we drink the water that goes on forever, it tastes funny like 

something has been added and it makes us thirsty again.   

 

Fed, exercised, and quenched, we end our trip by loading our packages we 

brought, getting rubbed dry and directed into the moving wheels.  With all the 

running and fresh air, sleep comes easy for the long ride back to our domain. 

 

The moving wheel trips are not always far away.  Short trips lead us to open 

places for running and playing.  Sometimes there is water with flying 

creatures that also float, of course my desire to chase them takes over and 

into the water I go.  I am not as agile in water as I am on solid ground and 

have not caught up to one of those creatures.   

 

We often come across other four legged creatures getting their exercise so 

needless to say, I take a stand and challenge anything that comes my way, 

including the humans.  I am not tolerant at all to new acquaintances.  I have 

enough to deal with in my own pack.  At this point, Mom keeps me close to 

her side.   

 

Not all trips are good though.  I am not sure why mom does this, but she 

takes me and Cinder to a domain that is full of other creature smells.  So 

many smells, I get sick to my stomach.  Upon arrival, I detect the smells 

before going inside.  No matter how much I resist, I am forced to go in.  Once 

there, we are lead to a small place where a strange human pokes me with 

prickly things, feels my body, and tries to check out my teeth.  Those I am 

happy to show, but only when accented with a nasty growl.  This is one trip I 

am happy to return from. 

We spend most of our time at our domain.  I think Mom has come to realize I 

am not much for outside socialization.  Taking me on trips is such a 

challenge because I do make it difficult to get along with any other creatures.  
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I am not interested in them, I have my paws full here.  It is probably the 

reason I find myself getting left behind a lot. 

 

Mom has been known to go away for many days leaving Cinder and me 

in the company of others.  She puts lots of things in her big packages.  I 

watch as she places each item inside.  Full packages mean that she is 

leaving.  She makes a package with Sienna’s things as well.  That means 

Sienna is going with her.  When it comes time to load the packages in the 

moving wheels, I get real excited.  I get to go too.  I do not have any of my 

own packages, but all I need is my fur coat, Mom is sure to provide the 

rest.  With all the commotion, I pace about whining and following Mom, 

waiting for the moment when she tells me to, “Get inside.” 

 

The words never come.  I get my snack, Cinder gets hers, and . . . game 

over.  We are left behind.  I wait to hear Mom pull up, but someone else 

takes her place to let us outside and give us our meals.  I never know who 

it may be.  Whoever comes to stay with us doesn’t get to stay in Mom’s 

place.  That is saved for me.  Mom often leaves some of her body covers 

for me to lie on.  I may take some time to socialize, but usually I keep to 

myself.  Cinder likes anyone who will pat her big head.  Time passes 

slowly without Mom.  I take lots of naps and dream often while waiting for 

her return.   

 

So far, Mom has always come back, although I wonder if I need to ever 

worry that she won’t.  I mean, we make such a good team, I am not sure if 

I really want to carry on without her.  I think we have come to respect 

each other and depend upon each other to get through the day.  I make 

her smile, she makes my tail wag.  We are the protective outer shell, 

Sienna and Cinder are the filling that make us complete.  They are the ones 

we need to protect.  Mom has taught me more than just a few tricks since I 

have joined this special pack. 

 

Okay, so I am not the leader.  Little things Mom does sends me subtle hints 

that I would be next in command should anything happen to her (god forbid).  

When we are alone she shares her “real food” with me, I know where she 

keeps it all so I can show the others (after I get my fill).  She also makes sure 

I am in front when we go places in her moving wheels, this way I learn the 

terrain first pawed.  I get to share sleeping space with her so I already have 

claim to the best location in the domain.  I also get special walking time with 

her so I know places where the pack can go for exercise.  Why else would 

these things be happening?  I will be patient and see where it takes me. 

 

Until then, I will keep Sienna and Cinder in line, find my place alongside of 

Mom, and enjoy being a part of my family. 

 

    

PPPP.J..J..J..J. 
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AbAbAbAbout out out out PeanutPeanutPeanutPeanut    

 

Cinder: “Peanut, yeah, she can be a real handful.  She is loud, bossy, and 

wired up.  She needs to relax and let mom take charge, because mom is 

so wonderful.  All we need is more time with mom.  I love you mom.” 

 

Sienna: “Peanut is a bad dog but I still like her.” 

 

Mom: “She is cute, smart and full of energy.  I love her badness, and 

wouldn’t have her any other way.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EpilogueEpilogueEpilogueEpilogue    

Peanut was laid to rest August 2007 due to an evasive tumor in her bladder, 

we honor her life through publishing her memoirs.  She remains at the edge 

of our boundaries, still protecting us to this very day. 


