The World through a Dog’s Eyes

By Ginger L. Christmas-Beattie

Dogs are suppose to chase cats, aren’t they?

Well the neighbors thought I was crazy when they found out that the cats ruled the house here.

Let me introduce myself.  My name is Missy and I am a Pomeranian, about 6 pounds when dripping wet.  I began life with a couple, which were breeders, and when he died I was put up for adoption.  This lady came over and took Mother and a sister home with me.  We did not know what to expect as we were only 4 weeks old.

Well what a surprise when I found out that Mom would go to the neighbor and Sissy would be sent off to another town.  Here I am and here I still live.  After a couple of weeks of orientation in the house they put in a door just for me.  This allowed me to go into the back yard for as long as I liked.  And this is when I discovered that “not all dogs chase cats”.  

Don’t get me wrong I did think about chasing cats, a lot!  But, when you see the cats you will understand that it was a fleeting thought.  Yoda ruled the yard, then Rufus was second in command, after that I had some say and the other cat, Saphronia “Baby”, was allowed to be part of the family.  As you might imagine I had quite a shock when I went into the yard the first time.  My people and I went through the training phase of my being willing to go through that door alone.  There were times I would like to have shoved them through the thing, but after a while I really like it.

Back to the back yard.  As I said dogs don’t chase these cats.  Rufus was a big pussy cat, about 55 pounds worth, and he seemed to like me.  Yoda was another story, she let me know right off that I was tolerated but not liked.  This 35 pound cat was ruler.  She never tried to harm me but she was very verbal about the things I did she didn’t like.  Baby was a great friend. We spent hours romping through the area and slept together when allowed to.  

Mom lived next door and would come to visit on occasion and when she would arrive I would entertain her in the front yard.  I wasn’t willing, at first, to let anyone know that I had this thing about cats.  Mom would try to take me home with her and I would get into trouble until the neighbor and my people gave in and allowed it, when it was their idea.

People have this thing about when they want you to do something and when you just do it.  Can someone tell me why going next door was okay if they wanted to go, but it was wrong when I just wanted to go alone?

Back to my story.  These cats were out of sight for most of the neighbors.  We did have this one gal who lived across the fence and she would ask why the big fence between the yards.  She could smell something that was like a cat, but just different.  It was so humiliating when she wondered over here and discovered that I was sleeping with Baby.  What a ruckus she put up.  

I really don’t chase cats.  You wouldn’t either if they were as big as these are.
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