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Every morning The Man came into the small yard.  He always carried a big club.  Sadie was terrified.  She crouched, shaking at the end of her chain.  Sam ran and barked and cavorted while The Man pushed the club on the ground.  The Man picked up all the poop Sam and Sadie had dropped during the night.  Sadie did not understand what The Man was doing.  She eyed The Man and the club.  She waited fearfully for the yelling and the blows she was afraid were sure to come.

The Man patted the two dogs each time he came into the small yard.  He talked with a quiet, gentle tone.  He played with Sam and brought a bag of cookies.  Everyday Sadie heard, “Good Girl, Sadie.”  The worried dog did not understand most of the words.  She did know ‘Sadie’ that was her name.  The Man patted her as she lay cowering on the ground at the end of her chain.  The Man lay a cooky on the ground near her foot.  Then, he went away.  Sadie lay very still too afraid to eat her cooky until the man had gone back into the house.

That unhinged Sam did not wait to eat HIS cookies.  That big boxer was not at all afraid.  He ran all around the dog yard and barked like a crazy galoot.  He leaped and bounced and nosed at the man’s hands.  He grabbed cookies and gobbled them fast.  He insisted on more.  He played with The Man.  Sam loved The Man.  Sadie did not trust him.

Nowadays Sadie walked more and more slowly.  Her body was growing cumbersome.  The sad eyed hound was fearful as she waited for the birth of her puppies.  The Man and The Lady often came into the yard.  Almost always they brought those cookies.  Sadie sat trembling at the end of her chain.

Early one morning a formidable, resolute Sam sat guarding the doorway opening into the little house where Sadie lay nuzzling their litter of plump nursing puppies.  She icked and licked the eight roly-poly little bodies as they pushed and crowded against her.  Sadie heard the people house door open.  She detected the scent of The Lady and one of The Men.  The gate opening into the small yard creaked open before clanging shut once more.  There inside her little house Sadie began shaking.  She trembled and trembled as she watched The People coming to where she lay.

The Lady knelt in the doorway and peered into the little house.  Huge beseeching eyes peered at The Lady.  The desperate mother thrust her puppies toward the back of the little house.  She shook violently.  Silent, despairing she lay covering her puppies with her body.

The Man With The Long Hair came into the little yard.  Sadie was hopeless as she watched The Lady reach into the little house and begin handing her puppies out to The Men.  Sam bounced around the yard.  In desperation the little mother tried to hide her puppies with her body.  She waited for the yells and hits.  She waited for the tiny yelps from her babies.  The Lady stroked her head.  She talked with a quiet voice.  Sadie did not understand.

At last shuddering, dejected, Sadie lay in abject sorrow.  She was alone in her little house.  The miserable dog lay waiting for the sound of the club and the tiny shrieks as her puppies died.  She put her head on her paws, huge tears formed in her eyes.  She whimpered an anguished, woeful sound.  The Lady crawled back out of the little house.

Carefully The Men and The Lady looked at each wriggling puppy.  The People turned the puppies this way and that.  Sadie lay overwhelmed with sorrow.  Her head was down on the floor of her little house.  

Sadie stared in disbelief.  The Lady crawled back into the little house where she sat patting Sadie, in her hand was a fat, squirming puppy.   The Lady patted that sad worried dog, she put the puppy beside Sadie.

Sadie saw first one Man and then the other kneel in the doorway.  Each time one of The Men handed a wriggly pup to The Lady.  Sadie watched as The Lady continued placing the puppies back inside the house.  At last all the puppies were again pushing and nuzzling against Sadie.  The Lady sat stroking Sadie and the puppies as The Men filled the food and water dishes and played with that goofy Sam.  She talked to Sadie in that calm, gentle tone.

At last The Lady left the little house.  She and The Men patted Sam one last time before they began walking away.  Sadie’s eyes never left The Men and The Lady as they began moving toward the gate.  She waited anxiously until they shut the little gate and went on across the people yard to the kitchen door.  Then she ate her cookies fast.  She sniffed each puppy.  Satisfied at last Sadie put her head down on the hay beside her puppies and she went to sleep.  Sam came back to guard the doorway leading into the little house.

