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uddenly	jolted	awake	from	a	restless	sleep,	the	little	terrier	was	all	at	once	reminded	of
where	he	was.	The	bright	fluorescent	lights	made	him	squint	his	sleepy	eyes.	The	two

other	small	dogs	he	was	cuddling	against	during	the	night	were	both	up	and	barking,	along
with	many	other	dogs	in	the	shelter.	The	little	terrier	stood	up	and	stretched	his	legs,	which
were	sore	and	achy	from	his	spending	so	much	time	on	the	cement	floor	and	not	sleeping
well.	The	shelter	dogs	could	hear	 the	people	arriving	 to	bring	 them	outside	 to	go	 to	 the
bathroom,	and	they	were	anxious	to	get	out	of	their	cages.

The	little	terrier	was	thirsty,	but	the	water	bowl	meant	for	him	and	his	cagemates	had
been	 knocked	 over,	 and	 it	 was	 now	 empty.	 He	 would	 have	 to	 wait	 for	 it	 to	 be	 filled
eventually	by	the	busy	workers.	Having	been	in	the	stray-dog	holding	area	for	two	weeks,
he	knew	that	barking	and	getting	upset	wasn’t	going	to	make	anyone	come	and	let	him	out
any	sooner.	The	stray-dog	holding	area	was	scary	and	loud,	and	although	the	little	terrier
waited	each	day	for	two	weeks	for	his	family	to	come	and	get	him,	they	never	did.	He	was
then	moved	 to	 the	adoption	area,	where	he	hoped,	 like	all	 the	other	dogs,	 that	 someone
new	would	see	him,	fall	in	love	and	take	a	chance	on	him.

So,	each	day,	he	made	every	effort	to	look	cute,	behave	nicely,	wag	his	nubby	tail,	and
give	his	best	puppy-dog	eyes	to	the	visitors	passing	by.	But	with	each	monotonous	day,	he
was	overlooked,	and	he	became	 less	and	 less	hopeful.	He	was	so	anxious	 to	spend	 time
outdoors	 that	when	he	was	noticed	and	 taken	outside	by	potential	adopters,	he	 forgot	 to
interact	with	them.	All	he	wanted	to	do	was	sniff	the	fresh	air,	lift	his	leg	on	trees,	roll	in
the	grass	and	watch	the	squirrels	on	the	other	side	of	the	fence.	There	was	one	nice	family
that	took	him	out	to	the	yard	to	spend	time	with	him.	But	once	the	little	terrier	spotted	two
little	 geckos	 playing	 chase	 and	 race	 around	 the	 base	 of	 a	 tree,	 and	 he	 couldn’t	 help
himself.	His	Rat	Terrier	 instincts	 took	over,	and	he	 fixated	on	 the	 two	geckos,	watching
them	closely,	following	their	path	around	and	around	the	tree.	At	first	the	children	giggled
at	his	silly	antics,	but	then	they	grew	bored	watching	him.	He	missed	his	chance	to	play
with	the	children,	make	eye	contact	and	form	a	bond.	Because	of	his	 love	of	nature,	 the
little	terrier	seemed	aloof	to	humans.	But	it	wasn’t	his	fault.	He	was	bred	by	humans	to	be
this	way,	and	so	he	was	just	following	his	natural	instincts.	Before	he	knew	it,	the	family
was	 tugging	 on	 his	 leash	 and	 bringing	 him	 back	 to	 his	 cage.	He	 knew	he	 hadn’t	made
them	fall	in	love	with	him.	His	heart	sank	as	he	heard	the	clink	of	his	cage	door	closing
and	watched	 the	 family	walk	 away	 and	 down	 the	 row	 of	 other	 hopeful	 dogs.	 This	was
another	missed	opportunity	for	the	little	terrier	to	make	it	out	of	the	shelter.

It	was	difficult	being	a	homeless	pet	at	the	county	shelter.	The	little	terrier	lost	weight
from	being	fed	only	one	bowl	of	food	daily,	which	he	had	to	eat	as	fast	as	possible	so	that
his	cagemates	would	not	help	themselves	to	his	dinner.	His	skin	was	itchy	and	flaky,	and
his	fur	was	shedding.	He	was	hungry	for	food	and	starving	for	attention.	But	most	of	all,
he	 missed	 the	 love	 and	 affection	 of	 his	 family.	 The	 routine	 at	 the	 shelter	 was	 boring,
uncomfortable,	noisy	and,	at	times,	scary,	which	left	him	in	a	constant	state	of	uneasiness.

Finally,	 a	worker	 at	 the	 shelter	was	 at	 his	 cage,	 and	 the	 little	 terrier	 stood	 as	 still	 as
possible	while	the	worker	slipped	the	leash	around	his	neck.	He	could	finally	get	outside
to	do	his	business.	At	the	shelter,	his	name	was	“Ritz.”	The	shelter	workers	gave	him	that



name	 the	 day	he	was	 brought	 in	 as	 a	 stray,	 since	 they	had	no	way	of	 knowing	his	 real
name.	 He	 was	 only	 just	 now	 starting	 to	 identify	 with	 the	 name	 “Ritz,	 “but	 he	 missed
hearing	his	old	name,	the	one	he	had	been	called	since	he	was	a	puppy.	He	walked	past	the
other	dogs,	down	the	row	of	cages	on	the	cement	floor,	toward	the	exit	to	the	yard.	As	the
big	door	was	pushed	open,	the	fresh	air,	the	scent	of	the	trees,	the	grass,	the	birds	and	the
squirrels	hit	the	little	terrier’s	nose.	It	was	such	a	stark	contrast	to	the	smell	of	the	inside	of
the	shelter.	The	feeling	of	freedom	was	both	wonderful	and	depressing	at	the	same	time—
wonderful	because	he	loved	nature,	and	depressing	because	he	knew	it	was	only	a	matter
of	time	before	he	was	back	in	his	cage	with	nothing	to	do	but	wait.

When	 nighttime	 came,	 the	 little	 terrier	would	 close	 his	 eyes,	 ignore	 the	 noise	 of	 the
shelter	and	forget	where	he	was.	To	help	himself	fall	asleep,	he	would	think	of	wide	open
spaces,	 big	 fields	 of	 green	 grass	 and	 giant	 trees	 as	 far	 as	 the	 eye	 could	 see.	He	would
imagine	running	free	through	fields	of	wildflowers.	He	thought	of	beautiful	horses	grazing
in	 a	pasture	 against	 a	 crisp	blue	 sky.	He	pictured	himself	helping	a	 cowboy	 round	up	a
herd	of	cattle,	and	feeling	the	ground	rumble	under	his	feet.	Blocking	out	the	reality	of	the
shelter,	he	would	drift	off	to	sleep	and	dream	of	riding	on	a	horse	with	a	cowboy	while	the
sun	was	setting.	All	night	long,	the	little	terrier	would	dream	of	being	free,	free	among	the
beautiful	wonders	of	nature…

After	weeks	in	the	shelter,	 the	little	 terrier	watched	as	the	other	dogs	came	and	went.
They	did	so	with	such	randomness	that	it	was	impossible	for	him	to	make	any	meaningful
friendships.	He	 realized	 the	 small	 fluffy	dogs	were	 the	 first	 to	get	 adopted,	 so	he	never
bothered	 to	 get	 to	 know	 any	 of	 them.	There	were	 always	 lots	 of	 pit	 bull	 terriers	 at	 the
shelter,	more	 than	 any	 other	 type	 of	 dog.	Because	most	 of	 them	were	 so	 friendly,	 they
seemed	to	find	new	homes	quickly.	They	were	his	favorite	dogs	because	they	were	so	nice
to	 him.	He	 enjoyed	 playing	with	 the	 other	 dogs	 in	 the	 yard,	 but	watched	 sadly	 as	 they
found	new	families	and	left	him	behind.	He	realized	that	before	coming	to	the	shelter,	his
life	was	based	on	his	personality	and	his	ability	to	behave	nicely.	His	family	expected	him
to	have	nice	manners,	walk	on	a	leash,	do	his	business	outside	and	only	chew	on	his	own
toys	and	not	anything	else	in	the	house.	He	had	learned	how	to	be	part	of	a	family.	They
had	taken	the	time	to	teach	him	all	that	was	expected	of	him.	Their	many	training	sessions
together	 helped	 him	 form	 a	 loving	 bond	with	 them.	He	missed	 his	 family	 terribly.	 The
comforts	of	a	loving	home	with	a	routine	he	could	count	on	were	all	the	little	terrier	knew
until	 his	 life	was	 turned	 upside	 down.	Now,	 at	 the	 shelter,	 it	 seemed	 that	 he	was	 being
judged	not	by	his	ability	to	behave,	but	by	his	physical	appearance.	And	for	some	reason,
his	Rat	Terrier	looks	weren’t	popular	or	trendy	with	people,	and	so	he	wasn’t	getting	a	lot
of	attention.

Soon	 enough,	 the	 little	 terrier	 realized	 that	 some	 of	 the	 dogs	 disappeared	 from	 their
cages…and	not	because	they	had	finally	gotten	adopted,	but	because	they	had	been	at	the
shelter	too	long.	The	fur	on	his	neck	stood	up	when	he	thought	about	what	could	possibly
be	happening	 to	 those	dogs.	He	 tried	not	 to	 think	about	 it.	But	with	 so	many	new	dogs
showing	up	 every	day	 and	only	 so	many	people	 coming	 in	 to	 adopt	 them,	he	knew	his
chances	were	limited.	The	little	terrier	just	had	to	find	a	new	home	soon.	The	tag	on	his
cage	with	his	name,	breed	and	other	information	had	just	been	changed	that	day.	The	word
“URGENT”	 in	 big	 red	 letters	 had	 been	 placed	 across	 his	 information	 card,	 signaling
potential	adopters	that	he	had	been	there	too	long.



That	evening,	he	came	back	inside	from	his	walk	and	his	last	chance	to	relieve	himself
for	 the	 day.	 He	 knew	 the	 shelter	 was	 closing	 and	 that	 there	 would	 be	 no	more	 people
coming	in	to	adopt	pets	that	day.	He	settled	into	his	corner	of	the	raised	bed	in	his	cage,
leaving	enough	room	for	the	other	two	dogs,	and	he	tried	to	drift	off	to	sleep.	He	focused
on	thoughts	of	the	open	fields	and	the	ranches	he	conjured	up	in	his	dreams.	He	thought	of
working	alongside	a	 cowboy,	 and	 living	 the	cowboy	 life.	His	dreams	gave	him	comfort
and	 helped	 him	 sleep	 as	 soundly	 as	 possibly	 in	 the	 relentless	 noise	 and	 unrest	 of	 the
shelter.	 Images	 of	 graceful	 horses	 and	 peaceful	 cows	 were	 always	 on	 his	 mind.	 His
dreams,	and	a	constant	wishing,	hoping	and	aching	 for	his	very	own	person	 to	be	with,
were	 his	 only	 escape	 from	 the	 hopelessness	 of	 what	 his	 life	 had	 become.	 He	 couldn’t
escape	the	need	he	felt	to	be	loved,	and	he	prayed	for	the	cowboy	from	his	dreams	to	come
and	save	him.	He	was	a	shelter	pet,	and	he	had	to	find	a	way	out.

The	following	day,	despite	the	hustle	and	bustle	of	shelter	activity,	the	little	terrier	was
feeling	bored.	Lying	on	the	cement	floor,	he	rested	his	chin	on	his	outstretched	paws	and
drifted	in	and	out	of	a	nap,	tuning	out	the	noise	around	him.	But	then,	something	caught
his	attention.	It	was	a	new	sound.	His	eyes	opened	wide.	Hearing	a	certain	clickety-clack
of	 boots	 coming	 down	his	 row,	 he	was	 suddenly	 alert.	He	 cocked	 his	 head	 to	 the	 side,
focused	intently	and	listened	carefully.	As	the	sound	came	closer,	he	stood	up	with	his	ears
and	nubby	tail	perked	up	straight.	His	heart	started	to	pound.	The	clickety-clack	sound	he
heard	 was	 from	 cowboy	 boots!	 It	 was	 a	 cowboy!	 A	 real	 cowboy,	 here	 at	 the	 shelter,
looking	 for	 a	 dog!	 The	 little	 terrier	 leapt	 up	 and	 down,	 barking	 and	 howling	 with
enthusiasm.	But	 the	 cowboy,	walking	with	 a	 shelter	worker,	was	 heading	 straight	 for	 a
cage	 on	 the	 opposite	 side	 of	 his	 row.	 They	 stopped	 right	 in	 front	 of	 a	 medium-sized,
sturdy,	 athletic,	 tan-and-white	pit	 bull,	 put	 the	 leash	around	her	neck	and	out	 they	went
into	 the	 yard.	 The	 little	 terrier	 spun	 around,	 barking	 and	 whining	 to	 get	 the	 cowboy’s
attention,	 but	 he	 was	 gone.	 He	 glimpsed	 the	 brim	 of	 the	 cowboy’s	 hat	 as	 the	 man
disappeared	out	 the	door	 to	 the	yard.	A	nearby	shelter	worker	heard	the	ruckus	the	 little
terrier	 was	 making	 and	 said,	 “Come	 on,	 Ritz.	 I’ll	 take	 you	 out	 if	 you	 have	 to	 go	 that
badly.”

Pulling	the	shelter	worker	out	the	door	as	fast	as	possible,	the	little	terrier	scanned	the
yard	to	find	the	cowboy.	Off	 leash	in	 the	safety	of	 the	fenced	yard,	he	raced	over	 to	 the
man.	In	his	excitement,	he	forgot	his	manners.	He	jumped	up,	pressing	his	front	paws	on
the	back	of	the	cowboy’s	legs,	startling	him,	and	making	his	knees	buckle	slightly.

“Whoa!”	said	the	cowboy	in	a	lighthearted	voice.

“Hey	there,	little	fella!”	he	said	squatting	down	to	say	“hi.”

The	 little	 terrier	 admired	 the	man’s	 cowboy	 boots	 and	 leaned	 against	 the	 leg	 of	 his
faded	jeans	so	he	could	be	pet.	The	brim	of	his	hat	provided	shade	as	Ritz	looked	up	into
his	kind	face.	Without	thinking,	Ritz	stood	up	on	his	hind	legs,	put	his	front	paws	on	the
cowboy’s	 chest,	 and	 enthusiastically	 licked	 his	 face.	 The	 cowboy	 stumbled	 backward
slightly,	laughing	at	the	sudden	affection.

“That’s	Ritz.	He’s	a	Rat	Terrier.	Came	in	as	a	stray	more	than	a	month	ago.	He’s	a	good
dog.”	The	shelter	worker	told	the	cowboy.	“But	you	said	you	wanted	an	all-purpose	dog…
for	your	ranch,	is	it?	What	do	you	think	of	Rose?	Honestly,	she’s	the	best	dog	we	have	at



the	 shelter	 right	 now,”	 the	 shelter	 worker	 explained	 about	 the	 pit	 bull	 the	 cowboy	 had
taken	into	the	yard.	“She	is	calm,	well	behaved,	loves	people,	and	is	well	trained.	We	all
fell	 in	 love	 with	 her	 instantly.	 She	 was	 also	 a	 stray;	 her	 family	 never	 came	 for	 her.
Someone	named	her	‘Rose’	during	intake	because	of	the	rosy	color	of	her	nose.”

“She’s	a	very	nice	dog,	very	calm	and	mellow.	Aren’t	you,	girl?”	the	cowboy	replied	to
both	 the	 shelter	 worker	 and	 Rose	 the	 dog.	 Rose	 had	 been	 lying	 down	 in	 the	 sun,	 half
closing	 her	 eyes.	 She	 flopped	 over	 on	 her	 side	 for	 belly	 rubs	 from	 the	 cowboy	 as	 they
talked	about	her.

The	little	terrier	had	to	act	fast	if	he	was	going	to	win	over	the	cowboy.	Ritz	had	met
Rose	the	pit	bull	before	and	knew	how	lovable	she	was.	But	this	was	his	chance,	this	was
his	 cowboy,	 and	 he	 just	 had	 to	 make	 the	 cowboy	 fall	 in	 love	 with	 him.	 This	 time,	 he
ignored	the	squirrels	in	the	trees,	turned	his	back	on	the	geckos	and	resisted	the	urge	to	run
off	and	 lift	his	 leg	on	every	 tree	possible.	 Instead,	he	sat	next	 to	Rose,	very	proper,	and
made	constant	eye	contact	with	the	cowboy.	When	that	wasn’t	enough,	he	trotted	around
him	 in	 circles,	 barked	 happily	 and	 jumped	 up	 and	 over	 Rose,	 landing	 perfectly	 on	 the
other	side	of	her	sprawled	out	body	lazing	in	the	sun.	He	wanted	to	show	the	cowboy	how
agile	and	athletic	he	was.	After	leaping	back	and	forth	over	Rose,	who	barely	opened	her
eyes	during	his	antics,	 the	little	terrier	ran	over	to	one	of	the	benches	and	jumped	up	on
that.	He	sat	down	for	a	few	seconds,	then	jumped	back	off	and	ran	swiftly	back	over	to	the
cowboy’s	 side.	He	sat	 at	 attention	 right	next	 to	 the	cowboy’s	 leg,	 looked	up	at	him	and
barked	again.

By	this	time,	the	shelter	worker,	the	cowboy	and	the	other	families	in	the	yard	were	all
watching	the	little	terrier’s	show	of	agility.	Ritz	spun	around	in	a	perfect	circle,	darted	off
to	 speed	 around	 a	 tree	 and	 pranced	 back	 happily,	 returning	 to	 the	 cowboy’s	 side	 again.
Sitting	proper	he	 looked	up	and	howled,	proud	of	himself.	 In	one	 last	show	of	hope,	he
lifted	his	paw	high	in	the	air	and	waved	it	at	the	cowboy	and	offered	up	a	high	five.

“I	 think	Ritz	 is	 trying	 to	 tell	 you	 something,”	 the	 shelter	worker	 said	 to	 the	cowboy,
smiling.

Soon,	some	kids	gathered	around,	petting	both	Ritz	and	Rose,	making	a	big	fuss	over
them.	The	cowboy	stepped	back	and	watched	the	interaction.	The	little	terrier	proudly	held
his	 head	 high	 for	 all	 the	 attention,	 while	 Rose	 enjoyed	 all	 the	 belly	 scratches.	 Busy
soaking	up	 the	attention	 from	 the	kids,	 the	 little	 terrier	didn’t	notice	 the	 leash	being	put
back	on	Rose	and	the	cowboy	walking	her	back	inside.

The	shelter	worker	scooped	Ritz	up	and	before	he	knew	what	was	happening,	the	little
terrier	was	 back	 inside	 being	 placed	 back	 in	 his	 cage.	With	 the	 clink	 of	 the	 cage	 door
closing,	he	felt	the	sting	of	rejection.	He	was	so	sad.	He	looked	across	and	saw	Rose	was
back	 in	 her	 cage,	 too.	Maybe	 the	 cowboy	didn’t	want	 her	 either?	Feeling	 confused	 and
frustrated,	 the	 little	 terrier	 lay	down	on	 the	cement	 floor	and	sulked.	He	had	missed	his
chance	to	go	home	with	a	cowboy.	His	self-esteem	deflated,	he	rested	his	chin	on	the	hard
floor.	But	after	15	long	minutes	passed,	he	heard	the	clickety-clack	of	the	cowboy	boots
again.

He	 sprang	 up	 and	 started	 to	 bark,	 tap	 dancing	 his	 front	 paws	 with	 excitement.	 The
cowboy	 was	 heading	 straight	 for	 him.	 The	 cowboy	 opened	 Ritz’s	 cage	 door	 and	 said



enthusiastically,	“Okay,	little	fella,	you’re	free!	Come	on!”

The	little	terrier,	now	in	the	cowboy’s	arms,	happy	as	could	be,	saw	the	shelter	worker
hand	Rose’s	 leash	 to	 the	 cowboy.	Rose	padded	alongside	 them,	wagging	her	 tail	with	 a
sudden	spring	in	her	step.	“He	is	adopting	us	both!”	thought	the	little	terrier.	“This	is	it!	It
is	finally	my	turn	to	leave!”	Ears	back,	eyes	wide,	the	little	terrier	sat	in	the	cowboy’s	arms
proudly	 as	 he	 passed	 through	 the	 lobby	 of	 the	 shelter	 for	 the	 last	 time.	 With	 a
congratulatory	wave,	the	receptionist	bid	a	final	goodbye.	The	little	terrier	felt	the	sudden
fresh	air	on	his	face	as	they	walked	out	to	the	parking	lot.	The	cowboy	placed	the	adoption
paperwork	on	the	floor,	and	up	jumped	Rose	into	the	passenger	seat	of	the	pick-up	truck
as	if	she	had	done	so	before.	As	the	cowboy	went	around	to	the	driver’s	side,	the	shelter
worker	came	out	and	handed	him	a	closed	cardboard	box	with	a	handle	on	it.	The	cowboy
set	it	down	on	the	seat	next	to	Rose,	climbed	into	the	truck	and	invited	the	little	terrier	to
ride	on	his	lap.

Leaning	safely	against	the	car	door,	the	little	terrier	was	enjoying	every	second	of	his
freedom	 ride.	 Elated	 by	 the	 fresh	 air	 blowing	 against	 his	 face,	 all	 the	 wonderful	 new
smells	of	nature	were	happily	hitting	his	nose	at	once.	The	stale	monotony	of	the	shelter
was	left	behind,	getting	more	distant	in	the	rearview	mirror.	With	emotions	of	excitement,
disbelief	 and	 sheer	 joy,	 all	 he	 could	 do	 was	 soak	 up	 his	 newly	 found	 freedom	 in	 the
comfort	 of	 this	 new	 special	 person,	 an	 actual	 cowboy.	Thanks	 to	 this	 cowboy,	 the	 little
terrier	 was	 about	 to	 start	 a	 brand	 new	 life.	 Fully	 present	 in	 this	 beautiful	 moment,	 he
bonded	 to	 the	 scent,	warmth	 and	 energy	 of	 his	 new	 person.	 Every	 once	 in	 a	while,	 he
would	lean	back,	turn	his	head	toward	the	cowboy	and	lick	his	neck	and	chin.	This	would
make	the	cowboy	smile	and	scratch	him	behind	his	ears.

As	if	in	a	dream,	the	little	terrier	floated	along	open	roads	lined	with	palm	trees	next	to
vast	 fields	 of	 green	 grass	 as	 far	 as	 the	 his	 eyes	 could	 see.	 They	 passed	 the	 occasional
house	with	horses	or	cows	grazing	in	the	big	yards.	As	they	slowed	down	for	a	stop	sign,
there	were	three	little	birds	sitting	on	a	fence.	“See	that	buddy?	See	those	three	little	birds?
That’s	a	sign	that	every	little	thing	is	gonna	be	alright!”	The	cowboy	grinned	at	the	birds
and	felt	the	joy	of	the	moment.

Finally,	they	turned	down	another	long	road	and	then	into	a	driveway	with	a	beautiful
house	surrounded	by	lots	of	open	land.	Lying	in	the	shade	on	the	wide	porch	was	a	big,
fluffy	black-and-white	Border	Collie.	The	quietly	confident	dog	picked	up	his	head	from
his	nap	and	lazily	trotted	down	the	step	and	onto	the	front	lawn	as	the	truck	pulled	up	to
the	house.	Rocco,	the	resident	dog,	was	there	to	greet	the	new	rescues	and	make	them	feel
welcome.	Indeed,	Ritz	and	Rose	felt	instantly	comforted	by	Rocco’s	neutral,	calm	energy.
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