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Lolly 

 “You want me to do what

again.  She was almost begging me now.
 “Abby,” I began. “I hate to tell you this, but I’m not in any position to 

 “Please, Mary?” Abby pleaded.
 “Why?” I moaned into the phone.

where I’ll be staying doesn’t allow dogs.”

 “I know this is short notice, Mary,” Abby said. “I wouldn’t have asked 

end?”
 I sighed again. “Maybe. How old is she?”

 “Is she housebroken?”
 “Well, um, no.”
 “What?!”
 “She almost is!” Abby cried in an attempt to rescue her puppy’s repu
tation. “She goes to the bathroom outside, but you have to take her outside as 
soon as she starts pawing at the door. She also likes to chew. She still doesn’t 

around the house.”
 “You’re kidding, right?”



leave anything breakable in your living room while she’s there.”

this place? 

leave?” 
 “Tomorrow morning,” Abby replied. “My neighbor is driving me to 

know it.”

“Oh, dear,” Abby sighed.  
 “What was that?” I asked her.  



like she broke the lamp.” Abby began to laugh. “Talk to ya later, Mary.  Love 
you.  And thanks again.”
 Abby hung up. I kept holding my phone, wondering what I was getting 

was coming to my home, I began to make the necessary accommodations.  I 

that Saturday morning when Abby knocked on my door.
 “Hey, Mary!  It’s me,” I heard a voice say.
 I opened my door to see Abby wearing black sweatpants and a neon, 

(or so) black lab puppy cradled in her arms. The puppy’s tail was wagging so 

 “Hi, Mary!” Abby beamed as she stepped through the doorway. “I’d 

 I looked down at Lolly. She was already balancing on her two back 

 “Down, Lolly,” Abby commanded gently. To my surprise, Lolly 



do it.”
 “That’s good,” I said, trying not to sound worried.
 “She’s a good girl,” Abby said. She turned her gaze towards her dog 
and stooped down to pet her. “Aren’t you, Lolly?” Ohhhhh, what a good little 

dows.
 “This bag has everything Lolly will need this weekend,” Abby said to 

her bag:  a giant rope, a Frisbee, and a squeaky ball.”
 “A giant rope?” I asked her.

it.  Let her win.”

outside to do her business, she’ll let you know. She’ll whine and paw at the 
door.”
 “Okay,” I said again.

toward you, it means she wants you to rub her tummy,” explained Abby. “She 

 “Alright,” I responded.
 Abby looked at her watch. “I need to go soon,” she said. “Lolly’s ken

 I looked down at Lolly. She looked up at me and wagged her tail.



 Lolly stared hard at me and tilted her head to one side. Her tail stopped 

that this only happened when I met new people and didn’t know what to say to 
them. Apparently, it happened to me when I met dogs, too.  

 “Down, Lolly,” commanded Abby. Lolly immediately sat down but 
continued to wag her tail. “This is Lolly’s kennel,” she said to me. “I put her 

sometimes.”
 “I can see that,” I said as I stole another glance at Lolly. Even though 
she was still sitting down, her whole body was shaking wildly as she contin
ued to wag her tail. She was still panting with her mouth wide open, her pink 

 “She had a bath last night, so unless she gets really dirty playing out
side or something, you won’t need to bathe her,” Abby continued. “But there’s 

 “Any questions?” Abby asked me.
 “No, I don’t think so,” I replied.
 “Okay,” said Abby. “I’ve gotta head to the airport now. Thanks again 

 “Down, Lolly,” said Abby gently, and Lolly obediently sat down right 

 Abby stood up again.

closed the door behind her once again.

rushed into my head as soon as she was gone. I didn’t know how well I was 



puppy go to sleep? How do I make her obey me?

me. I knew that she wasn’t strong enough to knock me down, but it still took 
me by surprise.  
 “Down, Lolly!” I cried, hoping she would listen to me. 
 To my surprise, Lolly obeyed my command. She immediately sat back 
down.

was still attached to her collar. I knelt down, unhooked the leash, and placed it 
in her bag.  

exploring the various scents in the carpet that only her nose could detect. She 

candelabrum with my new candles in it.
 “No, Lolly!” I cried.

knocking the entire candelabrum on its side with a reverberating clang. Lolly 

her.
 This can’t be happening



 “Lolly, SIT!” I yelled as I raised my head up. I hoped she would obey.

my bedroom doorway. She began to chew on the candle as I stomped toward 
her.  

under the bag.
 What’s she looking for? I wondered. I was still holding the candle.  

sight.  I set the candle down on the end table and sat on the couch.

wanted me to do.  
 I picked up the ball and almost shrieked with disgust. It was drenched 
in her saliva.
 Lolly watched my every move and wagged her tail. She was waiting 

catch it.

across the room, and landed with a splash in the aquarium.
 Lolly didn’t hesitate one second. She sprinted toward the ottoman and 

slightly, swung at the ball again, and lost her balance.
 “Lolly! NO!” I cried.
 KASPLOOSH!

instantly imagined her tipping the aquarium over as she struggled. I dashed to 



 I glanced around the living room. From where I was standing, I could 

 Raging anger boiled inside me and threatened to explode all over this 

wrecking it.
 I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, letting the air hiss between 
my teeth.
 “LOLLY, SIT!” I commanded.
 To my amazement, she immediately sat down on the ottoman. She 

cock her head. She didn’t move at all.

ottoman without moving a muscle. I stood next to her as I wrung aquarium 

 This is too much

 “Go away, Lolly,” I said.
 Lolly sat down next to me and nudged my hand with her cold, wet 
nose. I ignored her again. She slowly walked away with her tail between her 

trouble.

 “Now what?!” I moaned.
 Lolly was whining and scratching at the door. She needed to go out
side.



the paint with her toenails.  
 “Alright!  I’m coming!” I said. I hooked the leash to Lolly’s collar to 
take her outside.

tail wagging.

I’d rather have Lolly run outside at the park than inside my living room again.

trip back inside so I could put on my running shoes. We returned to the side
walk, and I gently tugged on her leash to tell her the direction in which she 

same size as the candle Lolly had tried to chew earlier. I picked it up and 

 “Lolly, sit,” I said. “Stay.”
 She obeyed. I unhooked her leash and raised the stick in the air. Lolly 
gazed at it the entire time, not even blinking.

 “Good girl,” I said. I picked up the stick and launched it across the 

 Again, Lolly came back to me, stick in mouth, and dropped it at my 



 “Lolly, come here,” I called.
 She trotted back towards me so I could hook her leash onto her collar. 

bushes to the hot dog stand.

I’ve got another dollar in here somewhere.”

“Here it is,” I said. But as I was about to give it to him, a breeze snatched it 

 “Oh, great!” I moaned. What else could happen today?

ning to chase the dollar as the wind carried it down the sidewalk. Her leash 

At last, she managed to pin the dollar down on the sidewalk with her paw.
 I was impressed.
 “Good girl, Lolly,” I said as I picked up the dollar. We walked back to 
the hotdog stand together.  

hotdog.



was hard to tell her no.

her tail.
 “What is it, girl?” I asked her.
 I looked down the sidewalk and saw an older gentleman walking to
ward us. He stopped when he reached our bench.

 “Yes,” I replied. “She would like that.”

 “What’s your dog’s name?” he asked me.
 “Lolly,” I replied. “She’s not my dog, though. She belongs to my sister.  

 “Well, I can tell that this dog adores you,” the gentleman said.
 How could this dog adore me? After yelling 
at her this morning? After verbally complaining about giving her what she 
needed?  After almost not taking care of her for only two days?

 Lolly licked my hand. This time, to my surprise, I didn’t pull away or 
shriek.

walked away.




