Spring/Summer

didn’t just bend them. | sent them flying; heaved
them from my mind, hurled them from my life.
Any and all rules my husband and | had estab-
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launch that arrow of disobedience, | had to shoot
off a bunch of other household decrees!
| really didn’t mean to look for a dog, honestly;

lished regarding getting another dog were sent into it just kind of happened. My twin was exploring the

orbit when | donned Sagittarius’s bow and shot
those laws right out of this galaxy.

To set the stage: last March, the second of our
two senior dogs passed. After nearly fifteen years
with a pair of Great Pyreneésb mixes, the hole in
my days without them was cavernous. Virtually
every morning since they were eight weeks old,

these friends and | had headed out the door in the

Petfinder website, searching for a dog for herself.
So, | confess: one day, during a quiet spell at home,
I ditched the computer project | was tackling and
logged onto the internet, eager to scope out the
links my sister had emailed me. The dogs that
caught Martha’s fancy were engaging, all variations
of huge, handsome mixes.

Out of curiosity and with a few more minutes to

wee hours for our daily walk, companionable in our spare before responsibility (ok, more likely it was

silence, enjoying this quiet slice of the world to

guilt) made me close down the site and resume try-

start each day. Now, all of a sudden, the early day-ing to puzzle out som&¢TML language, | decided to

breaks were lonely, and so were those stretches
from one dawn to the next.
Despite the emptiness, Scott and | promised

browse to a couple of other pages. Zip! The first
rule was flung asiddookingat dogs!
Thwap! Another “dog law” went sailing by: con-

each other that we would not get another dog for a sidering albeit illicitly, anything other than a big

full year, making this virtually the first time in our
three decades together that we wouldn’t have size-
able, fourlegged pals in the house. But, of
course........ if we had stuck to that, | wouldn’t be
writing this, right? So, right off the bat, you can
guess that the pact of “no dog for twelve months”

was pulled from the quiver of rules and fired from
the bow of noncompliance! But before | could even

dog! Don’t ask me what flitted through my head—

we have always been adamant that our dogs have
to be large, coming up to the hips of m§jobt, &

inch frame and having limbs long enough to bound
easily through the waigtigh drifts of snow we

hope for each winterbut off | went, typing

“medium” into the size category box......

There, on the very first page of “medium male
dogs,” was a photo of a mutt who, for heaven-only-
knows why, caught my attention and my imagina-
tion! Wait! He was small. And slendéuilt. Kind of
funny looking, really. A coat so thin that his pink
and black spotted skin showed through. And white!
White!? No way! There wasn’t a single thing about
him that, according to my lorigeld preferences,
should have made me look twice. So why did |
bookmark the page? send the link to my husband’s
computer as well? keep opening it up?
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