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At last Red Dog began to realize S A D I E is what These New People called HER.  She had never had a name before.  In the beginning when Other People were not mad at her they said, ‘good dog,’  later they said only ‘bad dog.’  Now she knew she was Sadie.  The New People always said ‘good girl’ and they said ‘good dog.’  The Lady said, ‘Sadie Girl.’

Sadie liked to play in her small yard with The New Dog.  She did not like to have to stay in that yard.  People sat on the wood porch and watched her playing with The New Dog.  New Dog ran up on the porch.  Sadie trembled with fear.  Cat was not one bit afraid of These New People.  She had a little of five plumb playful kittens.  The kittens climbed all over the place.  

Sadie watched These People fill the food dish and leave it on the wood porch for Stranger Tom Cat to find at night when he came looking for food.  She saw possums and a skunk come up on the porch and eat the food.  Sometimes Sadie saw a new little cat come sit on the porch with These New People.  She sat on the people.  These New People held the cats and stroked their fur.  They played with Cat’s babies.  At night the cats slept in the house where there were safe from the coyotes and owls and hawks.  

Sadie endured pats on the head when These New People touched her.  She trembled and quaked in fear.  One day when Sadie was in her small yard and could not get away The Lady came to talk to her.  The Lady’s voice was gentle.  Sadie sat shaking and worried way back in the far corner of her little house.  Her eyes opened wide.  The Lady came crawling right into her little house.  The Lady sat beside her and stroked her head.  For a long time she sat and talked and patted her. Sadie was so afraid.

The Lady brought cookies for Sadie.  Sadie was much too afraid to take the cooky.  The Lady left the cooky laying on Sadie’s foot.  That red hound gobbled her cooky after The Lady closed the small gate and went back into The Rock People House.

Every day after that The Lady came to the small yard and patted Sadie and talked to her.  Some days she crawled into the little house and some days she managed to catch Sadie before she ran into her little house.  Every day The Lady talked and talked and petted Sadie.  She always gave her cookes.

Sadie did not trust These New People.  She depended on them for her food and water.  She ate the cooky treats after The Lady went away.  She could not trust These People.  For a time Other People had also given her food and water, and then they hurt her. Other people yelled and kicked and hit.  They threw sticks and stopped giving her food.  They killed her puppies and at last they went away.  Sadie could not forget.  Whenever New People came into her little yard Sadie cowered, trembling way back in her little house.  She was just to frightened to trust these People.  Sadie was afraid that one day These People would yell or hit or kick her.  She was afraid they would stop putting food in her food dish.  And she was afraid The People would go away and leave her alone at The Rock House.

Sadie watched each time The People went away in the car.  She watched anxiously for them to return.  She was happy to have food and water in her dishes.  She liked sleeping in her little house.  She wanted The People to come back.  She did not trust them.

She loved the cookies The People gave to her.  She was too afraid to accept the cookies.  She lay trembling and shaking while The People patted her head and talked to her.  She looked at the cooky on her paw.  She was too afraid to eat the cooky until The People went back into the Rock House.

The young dog was not quite so lanky.  Many big bowls of good food had given Sadie’s coat a pretty, glossy sheen.  Sadie found a place where she could dig right under that fence.  Her ribs were hard to see as she made her way across the big pasture field and on down to the creek.  Sadie’s long ears were flying behind her head and she ‘sang’ and ‘sang’ as she trotted to the creek.  Barking with joy she bounced right into the chilly water.

That early spring day a tall skinny boxer dog joined Red Dog and her friends.  The scrawny brown dog was not from their town.  Limping from his long journey he had come walking slow along the road from the river.  Sadie, the boxer and her friends found only three squirrels laying dead on the road.  Sadie and the boxer came to the small yard after it was dark.  Sadie saw The Lady close the gate.  She was trapped again.

The boxer was not afraid.  HE was not worried or concerned.  He slept in the little house with Sadie.  They ate the food in the food dish and drank the clean water.  The boxers stubby little tail wagged with happiness when The People came to the little yard.  Wiggling and squirming like a lunatic he danced all around when The Man came with the bag of cookies.  The Man stroked the boxer on his head.  He talked and talked to that big dog.  The man gave the boxer cooky after cooky and Good Dog and Sam.  Sadie ran to hide in the far corner of her little house.  

The Lady came to the little house where Sadie lay tremulous and terrified.  She put her arm around Sadie and patted and patted her.  She lay a cooky on Sadie’s food.  Then The Lady went away.  Sam gobbled his cookies and asked for more.  Sadie lay staring at the cooky on her foot.  She was too afraid to eat her treat until she heard the kitchen door close.

Sadie did not like to stay in the little yard.  She found a place where she could climb right over.  Up she went.  Sam tried to climb over the fence and fell on his back.  Away Sadie went to the creek.  Again and again Sam tried to climb the fence each time he fell into a wailing heap on the ground.  The Man came to the little yard where Sam sat howling by the fence.  

All that long happy day Sadie played with her friends.  She climbed on the hay in the old barn.  After dark she came to check the gate leading into her little yard.  It was open.  Sadie went straight to the food dish.  A sleepy Sam wandered out of the little house.  he sat on the cold ground and watched as Sadie ate her fill.  They snuggled into the sweet hay in the little house.

The man put a chain collar around Sadie’s throat.  He clipped a chain to the fence near the little house.  Sadie was terrified.  She waited for the kicks and hits.  The Man got the cookies.  Sam spun and yelped and gobbled cookies.  Sadie lay on the ground and stared at the cooky on her paw until the man went back into the house.

