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Days passed.  The snow all melted, leaves appeared.  The air was warmer.  These People now left open the gate leading into the small yard.  Red Dog spent her days wandering the streets of the town or playing in the creek.  She slept on the hay in the old barn with her friends just as she had done from the time First People had brought her to live near the Yellow rock house when she was just a happy cubby puppy.  

When even approached and her Companions began drifting off to their own homes, Red Dog may her slow trek back to the pasture field.  Each evening she sat hidden, waiting out in the tall grass until well after dark.  Only then did she venture to her little house.  

Every day when The Man, The Lady or The Man With Long Hair saw Red Dog they spoke to her with quiet, gentle voices.  Terrified Red Dog always made a frantic rush for the big pasture gate.  She always looked to see if The New People were coming to hit or kick her.  She watched for sticks flying at her. She lay cowering while she waited for the yelling.  These New People did not kick or hit, they did not yell or throw sticks.  She worried they might.

One day Red Dog found her food dish and water dish were now moved to a spot under the tree by her little house inside the small yard.  She found clean, sweet hay in her little house.  Each day The Lady or one of The Men put food and clean water in her dishes.  From her hiding places out in the pasture field or on top of the old hay in the tumbledown barn she watched.

Red Dog was not so hungry now.  Sometimes Red Dog sat hidden in the pasture and watched The Lady as she filled the dishes.  Red Dog was happy to find food and water in her dishes.  She saw The Lady pet Cat and her yellow kitten.  She saw The Lady put food and water in Cat dishes on the big wood porch too.  The glass door was always open now.  Cat and her kitten went in and out all day.  Red Dog liked the food and water.  She did not trust The People.

Red Dog slept in her own little house.  She ate the food the people put into her bowl and she drank the clean water.  She hoped These New People would not begin to hit and kick and yell.  She hoped they would not stop giving her food.  She did not trust The New People.

Red Dog liked the dog who lived in The Rock House with the people.  Other Dog did not try to go out of the small yard.  She went in and out of the house through the open glass door.  Red Dog saw Other Dog going away in the car with The People, she saw them come back.  She saw The Lady and Other Dog walking together in the big pasture field.  Other Dog was not afraid.  She did not shake with fear, she trotted along with The Lady.

Red Dog did not hear yelling or hits or kicks.  She did see The Man With Long Hair or The Other Man play with Other Dog.  She saw Other dog run and jump and bark.  Red Dog shook with terror on day when she saw The Man pick up a stick.  Other Dog did not run away.  The Man threw the stick.  Other Dog ran, got the stick and brought it back.  Over and over the game continued.  Red Dog did not understand.  She did know that Other Dog was not afraid, and she knew The Man was not throwing the stick at Other Dog.  She saw them go into the house together.  She did not trust The People.

Red Dog lay hidden in the tall grass and watched whenever she saw The People and Other Dog walking in the pasture.  Other Dog never tried to run away.  Red Dog did not understand.  Red Dog had trusted and loved Her First People.  She was just a puppy when Other People brought her to the little house.  At first they too had fed her and played with her and said, ‘good dog.’  One day they took a rope and tied her to the tree.  They yelled.  They hit and kicked her. They made loud noises that scared her and threw noise things at her.  The sad, frightened animal did not know why they were so angry at her.  

First People had had stopped putting food in her dish every day.  It was not long before Red Dog was hungry much of the time.  Later she watched as they killed her puppies.  Red Dog did not know why Her People were angry, or why they yelled or hit.  At last she had watched terrified when Her People got into the trucks and went away down the road.  Frantic she had run after the trucks until she could not run any more.  For many days she looked and looked for Her People to come back.  She whimpered at the memory and burrowed deeper into the hay in her little house.

Red Dog did not understand any of it, but nowadays her stomach was always full, she was safe and warm and dry.  Best of all she no longer spent her days searching for food.  And, even though Red Dog could smell the scent of The Lady on it the fresh, clean hay was warm and comforting.  She put her head down on her paw, closed her eyes and went to sleep.

