Grace: I First Saw You Roaming One Day in October
October 98’: The first time I saw her she was trotting down a side street, just outside of ‘downtown’ Victor Montana; my new hometown, population 250. Lee and I were on our way to the Post Office when we noticed a chubby little girl walking down the side of the road with eight young puppies trailing behind her. 

   “Oh, how cute!” I commented as we drove past only to notice that this adorable little scene was not quite so happy. The girl was weeping in obvious frustration as she tried unsuccessfully to shoo the juvenile pack away – the pups leaping in circles around her, yipping and panting in joyous abandon.
   I convinced Lee to drive around the block so we could go back and investigate and when we pulled up alongside the teary-eyed ‘puppy-pied-piper’, I rolled down my window.
   “What’s going on?” I inquired, suppressing a chuckle. The tears just seemed so out of place in this comical scene. 

    “These puppies are following me and they won’t leave me alone” she sobbed, kicking at one of the frolicking canines. “When I walked past their yard they got out and came running after me. I tried to make them go away but they just wouldn’t!” 
   She wiped at her snotty nose with a chubby fist as I got out of the truck. Then heaving a sigh she looked hopefully up at me as I bent down to scratch behind the ears of a little black fur ball, then smiled weakly as I looked up at her tear-streaked face. 
    “Can you show us where they came from?” I asked and she answered with an eager nod of her head. 
   “Alright Lee, let’s take these puppies on home.” 
   “What, the heck?!” Lee frowned at me as I began loading eight squirming fur-balls into the cab of the truck. “Are you crazy? He batted at a brown and black merled pup that was trying to get in his lap. “What if someone sees us?” He asked, scowling anxiously out the back window of the cab, as I helped the girl into the truck. Scooting in beside her I slammed the door closed. 
   “Come on Lee, we just can’t leave them there” I reasoned as he reluctantly began to head in the direction our little passenger pointed, shaking his head in utter disbelief. 

As we turned the corner I took a minute to survey our situation, thinking suddenly that Lee was so right – what if someone saw us? This didn’t look good! However, my fear was quickly displaced by a sense of delight as I considered the absurdity of the situation. Here I was in the cab of an old truck with my husband, a self-proclaimed non-pet, non-kid person with eight squirming puppies and a teary-eyed-child-stranger as passengers.  Lee glowered at me as I let out an un-suppressible giggle, but continued to drive in the direction the little girl pointed. 
   As he did. I noted with interest how varied our furry passengers were. Some were merled, some spotted, and one, a solid black short hair. But one that especially stood out to me had long, glossy white fur, a black tail and a black spot on one flank. I stared into an irresistibly winsome face marked with a pink nose, one black ear, and a black ‘patch’ over one eye.
    The drive to the house was only two blocks and as we pulled up in front of the yard I quickly reached for the door. As it opened the girl and the litter of pups piled out en-masse. I quickly herded them back into their yard. Spotting the hole in the fence where they had made their escape and finding no one home, I filled it in with some rocks from the driveway.

   The child, now smiling broadly, waved as we drove away. I smiled and waved in return, glad to see that she was happy, but my mind was on the puppy with the sweet winsome face.  
