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So many exciting things it's hard to keep up, but I'll try my very best!

To all you "Dads" out there....no matter how many legs your
"kids" have...here's with you a wonderful Father's Day!!!

(GCh Oxheart Red Headed Stranger at Bedrock - "Willie" w/his get)




Before I begin my story on how Tula saved the cat, I thought a little background was
in order. We are a multi animal household and I never get tired of watching how the
different animals interact. On top of all the hierarchy is Kharu, our African Grey. He
is 22 years old and has seen a lot of dogs come and go. He loves them all and teases
them by calling out "bad dog" or "stop" when they're running through the house. We
also have a Himalayan cat, Cassie who is 10, and she rules with an iron paw. The
only dog she ever really liked was my bloodhound. We call her the "stair troll"
because she likes to park her white, fluffy self on the stairs and not let the dogs pass
by. She has been known to reach out and thump Henry, our 11 year old Stafford, on
the head for no good reason whatsoever. Over the past year we have observed subtle
changes taking place in the relationship between Tula, and our other Stafford who is
4, and Cassie. Although they still take turns chasing one another about the house
and although Cassie still leaps out at Tula from behind pieces of furniture, they also
have on several occasions, touched noses. My background with dogs was search and
rescue and after I lost my Bloodhound to Lymphoma I didn't really anticipate
training another dog to search, at least not a Stafford. Then Tula came along and I
couldn't ignore the fact that she had a really outstanding nose so I have trained her
to air sent. This comes in handy when Henry is wandering our 6 acres and I need to
locate hime. A simple "Where's Henry?" and she's off. She comes back when she's
found him and then will "show me" when asked. Maybe it's just her nature or maybe
it's in part because of this training that she keeps tabs on where her "pack" is. I was
in the kitchen cooking dinner one evening when Tula all of a sudden went roaring up
the stairs. She stopped at the top, and kept alternating her gaze from the top of the
stairs to me in the kitchen. When I asked "What's up?" she came tearing back down
and then immediately back up to her post at the top of the stairs. After a repeat of
this I decided that I had better have a look and sure enough when I get to the top of
the stairs, there's a problem. Cassie's nails were caught in the screen of the wide open
window and in struggling to get free she had begun to push the screen out. Now I
know cats have 9 lives but I can't imagine that a drop from the second floor window
wouldn't have used one of them up. Although you would think Cassie would be
more grateful to her savior, Ive decided that cats aren't really prone to showing huge
amounts of gratitude. I do think that there have been a few less sneak attacks made
on the unsuspecting Staffordshire Bull Terriers in this house and who knows what
will come next? And when my husband says "Do you know your dog can't even
heel?" I can smugly respond, "So? She saved the cat!"
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-Sheryl R. Garrison







