


I saw her for the first time through the bars of the pen that
I shared with my buddy, Ruffles. Following her was a little
boy who was chewing on his coat sleeve and jumping up

and down. He was excited – the way we in the pen get excited –
every time someone walks past us, talks to us, feeds us or stops
to scratch us behind the ear. Did he know what it was like to
be a stray? He had a funny way about him, which I would find
enjoyable once I moved into my new home.

I knew I had the lady eating out of my paw when she hugged and
kissed me and asked if I wanted to be her new baby. She wasn’t
afraid when the shelter lady told her that I was a Rottweiler
German Shepherd mix and that I was “slightly mouthy” for a
4-month-old puppy. Slightly mouthy? Was she telling her that I
talked too much? The lady looked at me, took my head in her
hands and said, “Well Chance, today’s your day for a second one.”
A second what? Was I getting a new bone, a second bowl of food?
What? What? A second what? The lady walked out of the pen and
said to the shelter lady, “We want to adopt Chance.” Adopt? Now
there’s a new word. I’m getting adopted and a second something
all in the same day.
Before I knew it, I was being led away from my pen by the
shelter where I had spent two months with my pal, Ruffles. Was
I going for a walk? Was this the second one the lady was talking
about? Maybe she didn’t know I hadn’t had a first walk. Up to the
front counter I bounced with my big paws and happily wagging
tail. The lady and the little boy were already at the counter when
I arrived. The lady was doing something with a shiny stick and
paper and the little boy was looking at me and jumping up and
down. Before I knew it, my old leash was taken off my collar and
the lady hooked a new one to it.

“Let’s go home and meet the rest of the family, Chance.” Chance?
She said my name! Before I knew it I was getting hugs and
kisses from all the shelter people who cared for me the last few
months. After the kisses and hugs, I pulled the lady out the front
door. I was so happy to be outside with this lady and her
jumping boy – until I saw where she was taking me. We were
heading to one of those big things that move fast on the street. I
didn’t want to get into one of those things. The movement makes
my belly leap up and down and I get sick. I pulled back on the
leash and tried to run back to the shelter. Lady! Lady! Don’t make
me get into that thing. She doesn’t listen. Before I know it I am
hoisted up by the front paws and pushed into the moving thing.
The boy is sitting next to me. He has a big smile on his face and
is calling me by my name. He is using other names as well but I
ignore him because we start to move and my world starts to spin.

It seems like forever before we finally stop. I drooled all over the
inside of this lady’s moving thing. She doesn’t seem to mind
because she smiles at me as she takes my leash and leads me out
onto the street. “We are home, Chance. It’s time to meet your
new brothers and sister.” What are a brother and a sister? We
walk up to a building and my question is answered quickly as the
lady opens the door and three small dogs come running at me.




