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How Buddy Earned His Wings—A
Happy Tail

The heartwarming story of a
rescued shelter dog, as told in his own words…
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How Buddy Earned His Wings—A
Happy Tail

I dedicate my story to all
the nice people at the Humane Society of Southern Arizona who take
such good care of my animal friends at the shelter until they can
find great homes, and pray that all the dogs and cats there will
find their forever homes with people who will have the love and
patience to bring out their inner angels.

 


Love and doggie kisses,
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My story begins in January 2000 as I
find myself scared and alone at the Humane Society in Tucson,
Arizona.

Gosh, I don’t know what I ever did to
end up like this. I’m only seven months old and I’m sure I never
did anything that was so bad that I should end up abandoned in a
cage. The people that put me in here are nice enough, but I’m sure
missing my family. Maybe they’ll find me. I keep looking for them,
but so far no luck.

It’s difficult being here because so
many dogs bark crazily whenever another dog goes by. Then there are
all kinds of people sticking their fingers at me, some even tease
me to see if I bite. At night, some dogs cry and whine as they miss
their families too. It’s dark and lonely and
frightening.

Well, things aren’t looking so good.
I’ve been here for a little while now. Still no familiar faces.
There are lots of other dogs here, too. Some have already been
adopted by humans; some have been here longer than me. It just
doesn’t make sense.

Okay, this isn’t funny anymore. I’m
starting to think I’m never going to get out of here. I’ve even
stopped looking for a familiar face and now I’m just hoping to get
any human’s attention. But what’s the use. There are so many cute
and fuzzy little puppies that seem to get all the attention. And
some really unusual and pretty dogs seem to do okay, too. Me, I’m
just an average mutt, black and tan shepherd/rottweiler mix, they
say. Dime a dozen, nothing unique about me. And I guess that every
day that goes by, my chances get even slimmer.

Well, today is Saturday. I’m not
really trying any more and ignoring all the commotion. So many dogs
clamoring for attention from the humans that come and go. I’m just
going to stay out here and chew my blanket. That comforts my upset
stomach a little.

Something makes me finally go inside
and take a look around. Don’t know why, it’s all so useless, no
one’s probably going to notice me.



Hey, what’s this! A human just stopped
and said, “Hello. Are you a good boy?” She’s actually looking at me
like she’s seeing me! I look back and cock my head and ask, “You
talking to me?” She stays for awhile, saying things to me, almost
like she wants to know me. She said she’s been watching me for a
little while and wonders if I could get along with her dog at
home.



 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/15598
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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