





I’m a Bear
I used to think I was a puppy. That’s what the lady I lived with called me. She was very unhappy and cried a lot. I tried to make her happy but I couldn’t. So I used to lie down beside her and cry to myself—quietly.
Then one day another lady came and got me. She had a lot of puppies; big puppies. The next day she took me to another lady, Danièlle. She held me on her lap and rocked me in a rocking chair. I liked that. I licked her fingers and nibbled on them to show I was so happy. One day I must have bit too hard because she said, “Don’t do that!” and put me on the floor. She gave me some friends that liked me to chew them. I call them my chewy friends. There’s Tiger, Snake, Rope, Bone, Ball and one they call “this thing.” It’s OK to bite them. They seem to like it.
Danièlle has a friend too. His name is Don. When I chew the table leg he barks at me, like this—“NO!” I stop and look at him to see why he is barking. Then he throws me a chewy friend. Sometimes he says, “Chew on this thing.” He used to let me bite his fingers but now he says, “No” and gives me a chewy friend. I like that because I want to make these people happy.
They always call me “Bear” so I guess I must be a bear and not a puppy. It took a long time to learn this. Now when they call me they say, “Come Bear.” When I come they pat my head and tell me I’m a good bear.
I like Danièlle most of all because she feeds me and puts me Out Side when I need to go there. I hear you saying, “Why go Out Side when it is so cold and the ground is covered with snow?” Well sometimes when I drink a lot of water my tummy gets too full and I have to get rid of it, somehow. Danièlle and Don seem to think I should do this Out Side. If they see me running around in a circle they know this is about to happen, so one of them—usually Danièlle—picks me up and puts me Out Side. Then when I come in she says, “Good Bear,” and gives me a treat. Then there is that brown stuff that smells strange. I squeeze that out of me too—and get a treat for that. 
One day I did that in the kitchen. Don barked at me, “No, No, No,” and put me Out Side. I wondered why I was Out Side because I didn’t need to be there now. I’d already done it. When he let me in I looked for my treat. But he didn’t give me one. I moaned about this for a long time— but still no treat. I lay quietly and thought about that for the rest of the day.  Looks like I don’t get a treat if I do my business in the house.
But going Out Side can be scary.  Sometimes the puppies next door are out there barking. Don calls them “the dogs next door.” He says not to worry, but I always look over there when I go out to see if the dogs are there. Usually, after they bark I hear that nice lady I stayed with one night call them in for a treat.
 Yesterday I went out and looked there. I smelled something interesting. Then all of a sudden a 
huge black creature, maybe a dog, walked across our yard quite close. I jumped in the house real fast and just watched. When he saw me he stopped for a minute; then yelped “I’m sorry” and ran away. I guess he knew he was in the wrong place. It seems everything has a place and I’m happy learning where my place is.
At night I have a special place. I sleep upstairs with Danièlle and Don in a special little house made just for me. It’s very cozy. I take one or two of my chewy friends with me. But not Ball. He’s too active, always jumping or rolling around. He needs more space so he stays downstairs. When Don goes to bed he shuts the little door to my house. I don’t like that because I might like to get out and find something else to chew. The door is made of black wire, so I chew on that.
Danièlle listens to me in the night and on my first night with Danièlle and Don I whimpered. Then she took me out to “pee.” That’s what they say when I let the water out. They say, “Good pee, Bear” and give me a treat. I like that and try to pee as often as I can so I’ll get a treat. Sometimes when the door of my house is shut I bark to say I want out. Don doesn’t like that and says, “Be quiet Bear.” But I keep on barking because I want to run and chew things when Danièlle and Don are asleep. Don then puts a towel over the front of my house and I can’t see much. He says, “Go to sleep, Bear.” Then I close my eyes and pretend to sleep. I’m not really sleeping but playing a game. I want to see if he notices. He always does and takes the towel away. Then we all go to sleep.
Morning is a wonderful time. Danièlle takes me out to pee very early before the dogs next door are out. After my treat she brings me upstairs and I lie beside Don’s bed and wait till he wakes up. He reaches down and rubs my tummy. I like that in the morning. Later in the day if he does that I feel more aggressive and nibble on his fingers. He barks at me, “No” and I have to find something else to chew. Most of my day is spent wondering: what can I chew next? 
One morning I discovered something wonderful—a purple high-heeled shoe. I’ve learned that whenever I chew a shoe or slipper, Don will bark at me. So I don’t do it when he’s watching. But this time he was still in bed, having morning coffee, and couldn’t see me.  This big shoe was standing tall, looking like a king all dressed in purple—and challenging me to attack. I can never resist a challenge. I jumped and toppled him over. I wrestled with the toes, then flipped him over and had the heel by the throat. Without warning, like a rifle shot, I heard “NO!” Don was on his feet and running toward me. I headed for the stairs. Usually I hesitate because they’re so long and steep. But this time I rushed headlong down them and Don didn’t follow.
So I curled up under Danièlle’s chair and went to sleep. I think a lot, and when I think my brain gets tired. I close my eyes and sleep. I’m a very smart bear. Did you ever meet as smart a bear as me? I’m so smart that at the age of nine weeks I know I’m smart.


Life is Exciting
I love going Out Side. “What is Out Side?” you ask. Well, a Side is a place and there are two Sides: Out Side and In Side. When I go Out Side, the air smells fresh. I like that. But sometimes the air hits me in the face—so I bite it. Once I even hit it with my paw but it kept on hitting back. Don calls it Wind. You can have a lot of fun Out Side. It’s easy to run, to dig, and meet friends.
But In Side is good too. That’s where the food is. That’s where I like to go at night to sleep in my own little house beside where Danièlle and Don sleep. After everyone eats dinner I get up on our lovely black leather chesterfield beside Don and watch television. Sometimes we see strange dog-like creatures they call lions, and other times bears—like me. Mostly it’s boring so I close my eyes and pretend I’m asleep. But really I’m just waiting for something exciting to happen.
When I get really bored I pretend I want to poop outside. I look at Danièlle and pretend to be very anxious. Then I bark. If she doesn’t let me out I pretend I’m going to poop in the house. She says, “Don, take Bear Out Side.” Usually he does. But a few nights ago, after I had already been Out Side, Don looked at me and began talking very firmly to me. He said, “Bear you don’t need to go outside. You are just trying to trick us.”  He kept on talking for a long time. He looked at me and I looked at him. He went on and on. I couldn’t understand half the things he said but he kept on talking. Danièlle says, “He’s a professor, that’s why he talks so much.” After a while I laid down and he stopped talking.
When I go Out Side I dig in the snow. It smells very interesting. I also find sticks to chew. Sometimes I find them under the snow. I dig them out and chew them. Others stand straight up. Don calls these “old flowers.” When I bite sticks, little pieces come of that I don’t like so I spit them out. If I go In Side with a stick and chew it there, Danièlle calls the little pieces “Mess.” She says, “Don’t make a mess, Bear.”
One day when we were Out Side, Don threw my soft sponge ball away and said, “Go get it.”  Of course I ran and got it because I like that ball. Then he held out his hand and said, “Bring it here,” I thought he was offering me a treat so I ran to him. But I kept the ball in my mouth until I got the treat. After doing this three times, when I got to Don’s hand I dropped the ball to get the treat. I was very excited. But I didn’t get the treat! Instead Don picked up the ball and threw it away. It seemed he didn’t want me to have a treat and didn’t want me to have the ball either.  But I wanted that ball so I ran and got it. Then he said, “Bring it here.” I ran with the ball to him, thinking this time I’ll get a treat. Still no treat. He threw the ball again, saying, “Go get it” and “Bring it here.” I ran and got the ball, but this time I didn’t bring it all the way back. I dropped it near him but not where he wanted it. I said to myself you go get it, Don, and that’s what he did. After playing this game a few times he got tired and went in the house.
Next day he did have treats. Then I enjoyed the game. We played for a long time, but I began thinking: Why does Don want me to play this game? After a while I thought: He probably wants to make a ball player out of me when I grow up. But I’d rather be a gardener—I have a great talent for digging and if this snow ever goes away I’ll show him what I can do in the garden.
Out Side I sometimes meet friends. Cat comes to visit because Danièlle always gives her a treat. I want to play with Cat, but she doesn’t like to play. If I chase her she runs at first, then stops, turns, and tries to scratch me. I have to be careful with that one.
Then there is Boodle. He lives next door where the scary big puppies live. They say he’s my brother. He looks just like me so he must be a bear also. But they don’t call him “Bear.” They call him “Boodle.”  It seems strange they would call a bear “Boodle.” But that’s the way it is. I really love Boodle. He’s like a chewy toy. I can bite him gently and he bites me back, but always gently. We pretend we’re going to eat each other but we don’t do really do it. I tried this with Danièlle and Don but they always say, “No Bear. Don’t do that.” But Boodle never says “No.” He just bites back. I guess Danièlle and Don say no because they never learned how to bite back.
Let me tell you more about the big puppies next door. I used to be so frightened of them that I had to run In Side whenever they barked. But I’ve been watching them. They never go after me. They come close and then stop. I know exactly where they always stop. So sometimes I play a game with them. When I see them going home I run over to their place. They see me and chase me. But they never catch me. I run quickly to my place, knowing they can’t follow. Don says I’m taking a risk, but I call it exciting fun. I like to tease them.
Then yesterday that teasing fun came to an end. Don put a cute collar on my neck. It has a box on it. It’s a little heavy and has some lumps inside. That’s all OK. I’m getting bigger now. I can take it. He says I look like a spy dog with a camera on his neck. I don’t know what that means. But he’s a professor and often says things I don’t understand. With this “thing” on my neck I went to tease the big puppies and all of a sudden my neck hurt like they bit me. I screamed with pain and ran around crying. Later I went close again and the same thing happened—even though the big puppies were gone. Well I won’t play that game again. I guess I have to be careful where I go when I have that collar on. Don and Danièlle put some sticks in the ground. I watched them form In Side. They look like what Don says are flowers. But if I go near them they bite my neck. I soon learned how to stop that. When I wear my collar with the box on it a little bell rings before I get bitten. Then I stop, and go away. Now I love to wear that collar because it tells me not to go near those biting flowers
In Side we have lots of fun. I like watching pictures of dogs, lions and other bears on TV. One night a deer pushed a baby out where she should have a poop. Then she turned around and looked like she was going to eat it. I growled at her and then she licked it instead. That made me happy. 


From Boot Camp to Puppy School
Another thing that makes me happy is fighting with a rolling pin. It’s too big to bite but I can bite the handle. I lift it up by the handle and drop it down. It makes a noise like “bang.” Don says I make too much noise but it’s not me. It’s that bad rolling pin. So I growl at it and push it with my nose. When I push it with my nose it runs away. It growls back at me as I chase after it. Danièlle says I’m and angel all day and a devil at night. It’s when I’m a devil I have the most fun.
One day Don and Danièlle took me to see Sue. They left me there and went away. I hate that!  Don said: “We have to go away but we’ll be back. Wait here. We will come back.” 
It was a very long time before they came back. I had to stay with Sue two nights. She didn’t let me sleep in her bedroom but in a room with a whole lot of puppies—big puppies. One was nasty and when I tried to play with him he showed me he had big teeth. I think he wanted to bite me, so I backed away—slowly, showing him I had teeth too. Sue took us out for walks a lot, all together. Then she held me in her arms and bit my nails off with what she called a clipper. I was so scared I tried to bite her. She screamed at me some words I never heard before.  
When Don came to get me, I was so happy I jumped up and nearly knocked him over. It was then I heard Sue say bad things. “Why do you want this dog? He’s an aggressive biter. If you don’t send him to puppy school he’ll grow up to be an 85 pound monster.”
I was shocked! She was the one biting me with those nail clippers. Well I don’t want to bite Danièlle, that’s for sure. She gives me my food. And Don doesn’t seem to mind as long as I don’t hurt him. And if I do he says, “Oh that hurts!” Then I look at him with sad brown eyes—same as I do when Danièlle is cooking her dinner. Then she gives me some so I know I made her happy. If I hurt Don, looking at him with sad brown eyes he seems to feel better and says, “It’s OK Bear. But don’t bite so hard the next time.”  
After that visit to see Sue, Danièlle and Don started taking me to puppy school. I really love that. It is so much fun because I get treats whenever I do things they tell me to do and I get to play with puppies. I’m bigger than them because they’re just puppies and I’m a bear. I guess there’s no bear school for me but I like puppies. So going to puppy school is OK with me.
On Sunday afternoon we go for walks in the park with the puppy-school teacher, John. He’s fun. Whenever he grabs me he gives me a treat. Don tries to do the same but I’m too fast for him and I usually get away. Then someone else grabs me and I get a treat anyway. Sometimes I go in the lake when John is talking to everyone, and I take some puppies with me. That gets everybody excited and the owners start calling their puppies out of the water. Don calls me but I’d rather play. When the last puppy is caught and tied to his leash I go to Don and let him put me on my leash. Then John talks and when he stops talking we play again. After the puppies leave to go home, Don takes me down to the lake in the park and I go into the water to get sticks. Then we go home in the car. I love to ride in that car.
I don’t think I learned much in puppy school but I guess I did because now I go to university. Don says John told him I need to meet a lot of people, not just puppies. Well there are lots of people at the university and we have a lot of fun. Almost everyone pats me, or rubs my neck, and says I’m beautiful. They must be very smart because they know I’m beautiful. 
But something else is happening. The little house I sleep in is shrinking. I used to be able to stretch out in it but it got so small I could only sleep in it curled up. So they got me a bigger one. Danièlle says I got too big for my bed. She says I’m bigger and smarter because I’m growing up. She calls it “maturing.” Don says I’m smarter because I go to puppy school. He says I’m learning to be a “good dog.” That’s a very strange thing to say because really I’m not a dog, but a bear. 
It’s all very confusing. People are confusing. Don calls me “Bear” most of the time. But sometimes he says I’m his “little sweetheart.” Danièlle often says I’m “a good boy,” but sometimes she calls me “Bèbe.” Now I’ve heard Don say that’s a French word and Danièlle says that because she’s French. Well I’m half French because my dad was a French Poodle. But I never heard that word before.
Two other things confuse me a lot. In our bedroom there is a window and on the other side of that window is a bear, a bear that looks just like me. I move around and whatever I do he does. So I go next door to get on the other side of that window but there’s no bear there. Sometimes I see him at night when I look out through the glass door downstairs. Danièlle opens the door and I go out. The bear is gone!
Then there are those little things that Don calls “birds.” They walk a little bit and then jump up in the air. I can do that but I fall down again. They just keep going up! They’ve been here ever since the snow went away. That bothers me too. What happened to the snow? I have to pee on the grass now because there is no snow to pee on. Why is that? Don says I don’t understand all this because I don’t know physics! What a strange answer. I don’t even know what that word physics means. Well I do know what to do about it. The next time Don takes me to university I want to learn physics. But can a bear learn physics? You may think not if you have never met me. So listen to this. I can talk a little bit.
Danièlle and Don were surprised to hear me talking to a new chewy toy I have. When I bite it too hard it cries. The others squeak but this one cries. He looks like a little bird and he cries like a baby. When he cries I moan. That’s how I tell him I’m sorry. I don’t like to hear him cry. 
One night we were watching a TV program called “Jesus.” Some bad men punched him and put sharp sticks on his head. He was moaning. So I moaned too. Then I barked at Danièlle to tell her she should do something—but she didn’t. Then he stopped moaning and went to sleep. I went to sleep too. It had been a very long story and I was tired. I was glad that poor man and I could get some rest.

I’m Five Months Old And I Have Work To Do

I like to have fun. I had a wonderful time play fighting with a little dog, Sassy, when she came to visit. I even can play with Cat now because she knows I’ll never hurt her. One day Cat walked along the fence on our front porch and wiggled to get my attention. She got it right away. I was excited. I jumped up and with my two front paws on that fence on each side of her I touched my nose to hers. She seemed to like it because she started going “purr, purr.” I liked it too. Since then we’ve been great friends. She often visits me after supper and Danièlle gives her a treat. Now I’m not too happy about that because treats are hard to get and we don’t even have enough for me. But Don holds me back and after she finishes her treat I get one too. Sometimes we spend a long time in the garage just looking at each other. I like that. But I sit in front of the door to the house so she won’t go inside and eat all the treats.
Life isn’t all fun. Sometimes it’s serious, so I’m learning how to help Don and Danièlle. When something strange happens I growl, like I did when I saw a man cutting pieces of wood off a tree in the yard. Usually I sit on my couch on the front verandah to guard the house. When Sassy was here she ran around the house so fast that she went past the biting flowers and they could not bite her. But I stayed where it was safe; that made her want to come back and not run away.
Every day Don or Danièlle take me to the pond at the back of our yard. We walk all around what Don calls “our land” and Don tells me he wants me to know where we live. If I go too far away he says: “don’t go there.” So I know that’s not our land and I don’t go there. One time I saw two very big, huge birds they call Canada Geese in the pond. The first time Don saw them he barked at them and they started to fly away. I chased them far away across the big field at the back of our land. Don said I was a good bear so it was OK to go of our land to chase away those big birds. Now whenever I go back there I look for them and chase them until I can’t see them anymore. Don says: “We don’t want them on our land because they make a mess.”     
One day two Geese were in the pond and they had four little birds with them. They were real cute and I wanted to play with them. Don called them Goslings. Well those Goslings know how to play tricks. When I got near one it would go under the water and swim away till I lost it. I never did touch one. Don said that was a dangerous game because a big Goose might bite me if I touched a Gosling. So Don took me home. We came back the next day, and many times after that, but we never saw another Goose or Gosling after that. I hope they’re OK.
Now when I go to play in the pond I feel sad because there are no big birds to chase or little ones to play with. But I found something very different and very strange. Little things sit on the edge of the pond and when I walk by they jump right in front of me, sink to the bottom and swim away by bringing their back legs together. Now that’s weird. I call them Jump-splash because that’s what they do. Don calls them Frogs. I like them, but so far I never caught one.
Now this you won’t believe. One day, on the other side of the pond there’s a little wooden bridge. I like to look under there because it smells so different, even exciting. But one day I got more excitement than I ever wanted. I saw a green and black thing—thin and very, very long—curled up like a small rope. “Just a minute,” you may say, “you only see black, white and shades of grey.” Well I admit: vision is not my best thing. But I smell and hear more than you ever will! In fact I once heard John, the puppy teacher, tell Don I could see blue and orange very well. And if I couldn’t see green I wouldn’t know where to pee. Anyway, I was just about to chew this interesting rope-like thing when one end turned toward me, showing it had a big open mouth on it with a little tongue and said, “Hssss.” Don called it Hsssnake. When he looked at it, it did the same to him. So Don chased it away with a big stick.
One day, Don spent a whole morning doing something to the flowers in the big wild flower garden near the pond. I helped by smelling around nearby to see if I could found something interesting. I picked up old sticks from what Don calls last year’s flowers. Suddenly Don said, “Look, Bear…Horse.” Wow! Looking straight at me stood the one I call Pppp because that’s what he says when he sees me. And when I went over to him he said it again. I started to run away but Don called me back.
He said, “Don’t run away, Bear. He’s just saying Hello.” So I came back because I can always trust what Don says—well almost always. I started over to the fence behind which Horse stood and Don barked “No! Don’t touch that fence. It will hurt you.” Don didn’t seem to know that one day, when I was walking there with Danièlle I put my nose on that fence and it really stung me. But I stopped because Don said to and I’m a very good Bear. Horse looked at me and ran around in a big circle. I ran too—toward the house. Again Don called me back and told me Horse had seen me run and wanted to show me he could run too. Sure enough, when Horse finished his run he came back to the same place and stared at me again. I smiled and he said, “Pppp.”
Sometimes I wonder if he’s a big dog or a big bear. Don says neither—just Horse. I love Horse. I like to watch him like I like to watch the dogs next door. But I won’t ever touch that fence. I noticed Don doesn’t either. Maybe he’s smart like me.
I think Don is smart because he sits in front of a machine he calls a computer and makes little noises. He tells Danièlle he’s writing stories. He seems to like writing stories about me because sometimes he reads them to Danièlle and asks her if she likes the story. I like to hang out with Don when he does this. I lie on the couch in his ‘computer room.’  But sometimes he spends too much time there. When Danièlle calls him to supper he says “OK” but doesn’t come. I’m usually in the kitchen watching her put food on the plates. When he doesn’t come I go up stairs and put my nose under his hand. I lift his hand up and he has to stop. He doesn’t seem to know how important food is, so sometimes he’s not smart at all.
Also, sometimes he doesn’t seem to know when its time to come to bed. After our last meal of the day we all watch TV. This makes us tired and so we go to bed, always about the same time. One night Danièlle and I went to bed and Don didn’t. So I had to get him. Now there’s a noisy machine beside the back door Don turns on before he comes to bed. He says it makes the air clean while we sleep. He can’t hear it because his ears aren’t as big as mine. But I hear it. That’s OK because Don says we need it. Well on this night when he wouldn’t come to bed I wondered how to tell him it’s bedtime. So I decided to tell him to turn on that noisy machine.
But I can’t talk. You probably wonder how Don and Danièlle know what I’m thinking and how Don can write what I want him to in this book. I talk with my eyes—my big brown eyes! Danièlle says, when I ask her for more food I look at her with what she calls “those beautiful eyes” and she can’t resist. She gives me what I want. 
Well I decided to do the same with Don this night. Don always sits on a couch to watch TV and there is a table in front of him with treats on it. When I was just a very little bear they said I was wonderful because I never took a treat from that table unless it was given to me. I was very good! So this night, to get Don to come to bed, I stood between that table and the TV and looked at him with my beautiful big brown eyes. Then I went over to that noisy machine and said “Rrrrr.” That’s the sound it makes when it starts up. Don just watched me and did NOTHING! So I walked in front of him, between him and the table, then back on the other side of the table, where I stopped and fixed him with my eyes again. I went to the machine a second time and said “Rrrrr.” Don looked at me and did nothing! So I circled around again and said “Rrrrr.” This time he caught on and turned on that machine; he turned of the TV and came to bed.
So he may be smart in some ways—but I’m smarter—don’t you think?        








At Six Months Old I Have a Birthday Party
Danièlle and Don have a lot of friends who wanted to see me so they all came on my birthday. First I had to get ready. I went to see a very kind sweet lady named Kimberly. She calls herself ‘The Wizard of Paws’ but I don’t understand that. She said I was a perfect gentleman. She gave me a bath—I love to take a bath—and then cut my hair a little and brushed me. I felt she really loved me to do all that. Then she got out those little sharp things and bit off the end of my nails. Now that’s scary, but by then I knew I could trust her. She put a ribbon around my neck; after one last brush up of the hair on my head she said I was beautiful. And I guess I was.
Of course I didn’t know why this was happening because I didn’t know people were coming to see me and I had never had a birthday before. Danièlle, Don and I sat in the garage looking down the long driveway and I sensed something was going to happen. I could smell the excitement in the air. Then a car drove up followed by two more. People poured out of the cars. Then I saw her—a little girl about my size—no bigger than a puppy. I ran to meet her and knocked her down. She cried and I was so upset I licked her face to show I was sorry. Then she cried all the more till someone called Jessica picked her up. Soon after this we became great friends and I sat in a chair with her. Her name is Ainslie. I played with her a lot.
There were other little friends there too that made me happy. Ashton is a little bigger. He’s Ainslie’s brother. Bigger yet were Emma and Jacob. They all made me very happy. But the happiest time was when everyone sang “Happy Birthday to Bear.” I sat in a big chair at a long table with a big cake in front of me, and one candle on it. They lit the candle and sang. Then Danièlle brought in a big hamburger and they sang again. Everyone else had to eat cake but I got the hamburger! It was delicious.
When it got dark everyone was happy. The biggest moon you ever saw rose up in the sky like a big kind of orange balloon. There were other balloons on the table. Everyone talked loud and had fun. They had so much fun that someone said we should have a birthday for Bear every month. I thought so too.
After everyone left I was sad, but also tired and glad to go to bed. Then next morning I had a big surprise. Sassy came to see me, with Debbie and Frank, of course. They sang “Happy Birthday to Bear” too. I love that song. What a great birthday!





Don Tries to Kill Me
The day started badly. Don was angry because I ate one of his special flowers. When the snow was on the ground there were many things sticking out of the snow he called last year’s flowers. I liked to eat them and no one seemed to mind. I still did that after the snow all went away. But one day Danièlle planted some flowers with a little bulge on the side that I liked a lot. So I chewed them too. Don and Danièlle picked up the pieces and said, “Bear, don’t eat these ones. They could hurt you.” 
What’s the difference, I thought. But they were a lot harder to chew. I tried anyway.
One day Don said in a very loud voice, “Who made this mess? Was it you, Bear? You’re a very bad dog!” Then he hit me with one of them.
Don never hit me before. I couldn’t believe he did that. He also called me a bad dog. That’s not nice. But I quickly forgave him and picked up another of these hard sticks. Then he said, “OK, you’re going in the slammer.”
I knew what that meant. Whenever they tell me I’m bad—and it only happened there times before—they give me what the puppy teacher, John, calls ‘time out.’ Don grabs me by the collar and drags me to a little place at the top of the cellar stairs between the garage and the room where we watch TV after supper. I’m all alone there. I don’t like to be alone. I have to be with people all the time. I love Danièlle and Don; when we go for a walk I always stay near them. But when they give me a time out, I’m so sad that I never again do what got me the time out. This time Don soon let me out and everything seemed OK.
I was so wrong!
I heard Don say to Danièlle, “Bear chewed up this solar panel so much that even the batteries are gone. I hope he didn’t swallow them.” Well I guess I did because they went down my throat like little stones. I love to chew stones and if they’re small I swallow them. I thought Don had forgiven me like I forgave him for hitting me—but I was wrong.
[bookmark: _GoBack]After supper, everything seemed fine. We watched TV till Danièlle said, “It’s 10 o’clock. I’m going to bed.” I was ready for bed too. My collar was off and I looked forward to the treat I always get in bed just before the lights go off; well not completely off. Because I’m afraid of the dark there are night-lights left on in some places.
Suddenly Don said, “Its July the first. We forgot to let off the fireworks.”  He seemed so excited I got excited too, and we all three went outside together.
Don told me, “Bear, I’m going to show you something very beautiful.” He picked up a big box and went to the end of the yard where the wildflower garden starts. I wasn’t wearing my collar that tells me where the biting flowers are. I was excited and anxious so I went with him.
Don bent over and struck a match. I wished I had never been born!
“Bang, bang, bang, bang.” 
It must be the sound of a gun, I thought. Don is shooting at me and trying to kill me because he still thinks I’m a bad dog. But I’m a bear and I’ll run away. I’ll live in the woods on my own.
I ran in the darkness, I don’t know where. It was a pitch-black night to begin with, and the flashing lights had blinded me completely. Finally I crawled under something and lay down low. I could hear Don calling my name but I’m not going back to have him finish me off. First he was very close. I tried not to breath hard so he wouldn’t hear me. Then he got farther and farther away. He even sang the little song I like that tells me he loves me, “Oh where, oh where has my little Bear gone,” but he didn’t fool me. I stayed where I was all night. I was too frightened to sleep. When the sun shone I found I was lying in a bed of grease under an old truck next door to the place I used to call home.
The sound of a dog sniffing made me look in his direction. It was my friend, Georgia, the dog who lives with the man who owns all these trucks. I followed him home, hoping I’d get something to eat there. But no luck this time. Then Don appeared, holding a leash in his hand attached to a collar.
Is he going to hit me? 
He reached out his hand to pat me but for the first time ever I turned my head away. He slipped the collar around my neck, buckled it and said gently, “Bear I love you. Come home and have some treats.”
He had to drag me at first. Then we walked side by side, like in the old days.
Once in the house he gave me three pieces of freeze-dried chicken and said he was sorry to frighten me so much. He said it would never happen again—and I forgave him. 
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