
  

        Busterõs Story  by Cassandra Bacha

    

 

October & November  

BICHONS BITS AND BYTES  

Autumn...the yearõs last, lovely smile 

Up until a year ago, my Mom, Grandma and I thoroughly enjoyed 

our little Buster òBoo Booó Bacha, our òrescuedó Bichon.  Years earlier 

when we had adopted him, he was quite a wreck, 

categorized by the shelter as a òlast chanceó dog.  

Covered with infected sores all over his body, a 

hurt hip, and terrified of anyone who came close, 

we adopted him right before Christmas and felt 

he was the best present we could have wished 

for.   

Over the years we 

nursed him back to 

health and discovered that he was quite a 

ògiftedó dog who could speak three languages: 

English, Spanish and Dog slang.   All was well until 

about a year ago when my Grandma was in the 

hospital recovering from a hip replacement, and 

my Mom and I needed to be with her, out of 

town.  My Uncle agreed to dog sit while we were 

all away.     

During this time Buster dug a trench under my Uncleõs fence and 

went exploring.  He never returned.    

Frantic, my Uncle placed posters, went door -to -door handing out 

flyers, and advertised rewards for Busterõs return.  He and his family 

traveled to view dogs that were supposedly Buster, but all attempts came 

back negative.    
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Because Buster was wearing his li-

cense and was òmicro-chippedó all 

we could do was hope that someone 

would return him.  Two months 

passed and still no word about Buster.  Sadly, it seemed like everything 

reminded us of Buster .  

After six months, the three of us admitted that we would proba-

bly never see Buster again.  Our hope was that whomever had him was 

treating him well.  My Mom and I called Bichon Fur Kids, hoping to find another furry friend.  Fortu-

nately, Marti and her volunteers found us Noelle, who we later renamed òMuffyó. The night we picked 

Muffy from Martiõs home and fell in love with her, we agreed to help by fostering  a second dog named 

Romeo.  When Marti showed us his picture, we couldnõt believe how much he looked like our lost Buster, 

but we knew it wasnõt so.  We picked up him up and fell in love with this adorable little boy.  A week 

later, we agreed to adopt Romeo. Romeoõs name fits him perfectly.  He is full of kisses and loves to be 

hugged and cuddled.  

Six months later, and just a few days before the one -year anniversary date of Busterõs disap-

pearance, I came home from school to a very happy Mom.  She was excited and said, òCassandra, quick, 

sit down and listen to this voice message!ó  I did as told, not knowing what to expect.  

 

Our answering machine blurted out, òHi Ms. Bacha. I am calling from the Moreno Valley Animal 

Shelter.  We just scanned a dog that was retrieved and we are currently holding òBusteró for you. Un-

fortunately, Buster doesnõt look very good, especially his eyes.  When you come in, donõt be alarmed 

when you see him.  Please call back right away.  Thank you.ó  I couldnõt help but start crying.   

  

My Mom called the shelter and learned that Buster was spotted roaming an apartment complex, 

eating food from garbage cans and sleeping under a car.  When we drove two 

hours to the Animal Shelter to retrieve him, we found him lying in a cage 

with his back to the door, similar to the first time we rescued him many 

years ago.   My Mom and I in unison said òBuster?ó  He turned and started 

clawing at the cage licking our hands.  

We couldnõt believe it was our Buster, and that he remembered us after a 

year away.  We paid all the fees and drove directly to the nearest groomer, 

who took three hours to shave all of his motor oil drenched, matted (almost 

dread -lock looking) hair and remove the crust all around his eyes so that he 

could open his eyelids.  The next morning we took him to the veterinarian to get thoroughly examined 

and got medication for his infected eyes.   

 

Now Buster is back to normal and is enjoying his new 

brother and sister, Romeo and Muffy, and all of us couldnõt be 

happier.  Please tell all your friends to microchip their dogs.  It is 

DEFINITELY worth its price we would have never have found 

Buster without it!  

 

What a lucky boy Buster is.  We love happy endings.  

 

 

Busterõs Story 

Cassandra Bacha 
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Pillsbury doughboy and the Michelin Tire man wrapped up 

in fur. He groaned when he walked. I swear even  his 

 cheeks were bloated.  

 I ran to the phone  and called our vet. After a few 

seconds of uproarious laughter, he told me the dog would 

probably be OK, however, I needed to give  

 him Pepto Bismol every 2 hours for the rest of the 

night.    

 God only knows why I thought a dog would like 

Pepto Bismol any more than my  kids did when they were 

sick.  Suffice it to say that by the time we went to bed 

the dog was black, white and pink. He was so bloated we 

had to lift him onto the bed for the night.   

We arose at 7:30 and as we always do first thing; put  the 

dog out to relieve himself. Well, the dog was as drunk as 

a sailor on his first leave. He was running into walls, fal-

ling flat on his butt, and most of the time when he  was 

walking his front half was going 

one direction and the other half 

was either  dragging the grass or 

headed 90 degrees in another 

direction.  He couldn't lift his 

leg to pee, so he would just 

walk and pee at the same time. 

When he ran down the small in-

cline in our back yard he couldn't 

stop himself and nearly ended up 

running into the fence.  

His pupils were dilated and he 

was as dizzy as a loon.  

 I endured another few seconds of laughter from 

the vet (second call within 12 hours) before he  

 explained that the yeast had fermented in his belly and 

that he was  indeed  drunk.   He assured me that, not 

unlike most binges we humans go through, it would wear 

off after about 4 or 5 hours and to keep giving him Pepto 

Bismol.  

 Afraid to leave him by himself in the house, Perry 

and I loaded him up, and took him with us to my sister's 

house for the first Thanksgiving meal of the day. My sis-

ter lives outside of Muskogee on a ranch, (10 to 15 min-

ute drive).  

 Rolls firmly secured in the trunk (124 less 12) and 

drunk dog leaning from the back seat onto the console of 

the car between Perry and  I, we took off.  

 

Jasper and the Unbaked Yeast Rolls  

 

  We have a fox terrier by the name of Jasper. 

He came to us in the summer of  2001 from the fox 

terrier rescue program.  

 For those of you  who are  unfamiliar with this 

type of adoption, imagine taking in a 10 year old 

child  about whom you know nothing and committing 

to doing your best to be a good  parent.  

 Like a child, the dog came with his own idio-

syncrasies. He will only sleep on the bed, on top of 

the covers, nuzzled as close to my face as he can 

get  without actually performing a French kiss on 

me.   

   Lest you think this is a bad case of 'no disci-

pline,'  I should tell you that Perry and I tried every 

means to break him of this habit including locking  

him in a separate bedroom for several nights. The 

new door cost over $200é  but I digress.   

   Five weeks ago we began remodeling our 

house. Although the cost of the  project is downright 

obnoxious, it was 20 years overdue AND it got me 

out of  

cooking Thanksgiving for family, extended family, and 

a lot of friends that  I like more than family most of 

the time.   

 I was assigned the task of preparing 124 of 

my famous yeast dinner rolls for the two Thanksgiv-

ing feasts we did attend.  I am still cursing the elec-

trician for getting the new oven hooked up 

so  quickly. It was the only appliance in the 

whole darn house that worked, thus  the assignment.  

I made the  decision to cook the rolls on Wed evening 

to reheat Thurs am.   

 Since the kitchen was freshly painted, you 

can imagine the odor.  Not wanting  the rolls to smell 

like Sherwin Williams #586, I put the rolls on baking  

sheets and set them in the living room to  rise for a 

few hours.  

 Perry and I decided to go out to 

eat,  returning in about an hour. The rolls were ready 

to go in the oven.  

It was 8:30 PM. When I went to the living room to 

retrieve the pans, much to  my shock one whole pan 

of 12 rolls was empty. I called out to Jasper and my  

 worst nightmare became a reality. He literally wob-

bled over to me.  He looked like a combination of the 

A Very Funny Dog Story  

Barbara Riggs received and shared this story with us via email and we all enjoyed it so much that we thought we would share i t w ith you.  
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 Now I know you probably don't believe that dogs burp, but believe me when I  say that after eating a  tray of 

risen unbaked yeast rolls, DOGS WILL BURP.   These burps  were pure "Old Charter". They would have matched or 

beat any smell in a drunk tank at the police station. But that's not the  worst of it.  

 Now he was beginning to fart and they smelled like baked rolls. God strike me dead if I am not telling the 

truth! We endured this for the entire trip  to Karen's, thankful she didn't live any further away than she did.   

 Once Jasper was firmly placed in my sister's garage with the door locked, we  finally sat down to enjoy our 

first Thanksgiving meal of the day. The dog was the topic of conversation all morning long and everyone made trips 

to the  garage to witness my drunken dog, each returning with a tale of Jasper's latest endeavor to walk without 

running into something. Of course, as the  old adage goes, 'what goes in must come outõ and Jasper was no excep-

tion.  

  

  Granted if it had been me that had eaten 12 risen, unbaked yeast rolls, you might as well  have put a con-

crete block up my behind, but alas a dogõs  digestive system is quite different from yours or mine. I discovered 

this  was a mixed blessing when we prepared to leave Karenõs house. Having discovered his 'packages' on the garage 

floor, we loaded him up in the car so we could hose down the floor.  

  This was another naive decision on our part. The blast of water from the hose hit the poop on the floor and 

the poop on the floor withstood the  blast from the hose. It was  like Portland cement  beginning to set up and  cure.  

  We finally  tried to remove it with a shovel. I (obviously no one else was  going to offer their services) had 

to get on my hands and knees with a  coarse brush to get the remnants off of the floor.  And as if this wasn't  

 degrading enough, the darn dog in his drunken state had walked through the poop and left paw prints all over the 

garage floor that had to be brushed  too.  

  Well, by this time the dog was sobering up nicely so we took him home and  dropped him off before we left 

for our second Thanksgiving dinner at Perry's  

 sister's house.  

 I am happy to report that as of today (Monday) the dog is back to nor-

mal both in size and temperament. He has had a bath and is no longer tricolor. 

None the worse for wear I presume. I am also happy to report that just 

this  evening I found 2 risen unbaked  yeast rolls hidden inside my closet door.  It 

appears he must have come to his senses after eating 10 of them  but  

decided hiding 2 of them for later would not be a bad idea.  Now, I'm doing re-

search on the computer as to: 'How to clean unbaked dough from the  carpet.'  

  

 And how was your day?        

  Author Unknown  
  

Jasper and the Unbaked Yeast Rolls:        Continued 

   Doggy Casserole   

1/2 cup boiled poultry, chopped   1/2 cup boiled mixed vegetables  

 1/2 cup cooked brown rice  3 to 4 Tbsp unsalted chicken broth  

 

(Note: Salmon may occasionally be substituted for boiled poultry, with chicken broth omitted.)  

Stir together and serve at room temperature. A good doggy multivitamin/mineral supplement may 

be added for good measure. Be sure to store unused portions in a covered container in the refrig-

erator and discard remains after 3 days.  

BOO!  Guess Who? 

Chef Emerilõs Doggie Deli 
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  Celebrities like Paris Hilton have made being a pet owner the new òitó thing.  Toting small dogs sport-

ing designer jeweled collars to movie premiers, or while on a casual shopping trip down Rodeo Drive, 

dogs have become the new òmust haveó accessory to complete any fashionistaõs ensemble. But unlike 

purses and bedazzled bracelets, these designer dogs are walking, breathing, pooping companions who 

require consistent love, attention and positive reinforcement.  As dogs have moved up the social lad-

der, the demand for quality dog training is on the rise. Renowned dog trainer and behaviorist Colleen 

Demling, owner of Pawtopia Dog Training in San Diego offerõs tips and characteristics to look for when 

deciding on your poochõs trainer.  

òAnyone can call themselves a dog trainer or behaviorist because there is no national school or certifi-

cation,ó says Demling, òSo itõs important to be able to tell the difference between a professional dog 

trainer and one who just happens to like dogs.ó  

Before deciding on a specific class or trainer, pet -owners should consider the following 8 tips:  

Do a reference check  ð Ask where the person got their education, who they mentored with, and 

the last time they were at a conference.  Be wary of òcertificationsó.  Even though there are some 

wonderful organizations that test and certify trainers, many on -line schools will also certify a 

trainer after they have completed a simple on -line course.  

The voice of experience  ð How many hours of hands-on dog training experience does the person 

have?  This is important.  Itõs easy to read a few books and say you are a dog trainer, but without 

extensive hands on experience, you donõt know if the person is really able to observe, assess and 

modify dog behavior.  

Reputation is everything ð Ask to speak to former clients. Ask these clients if they enjoyed the 

class and if their dog showed improvement. These testimonials are often the best indicator of a 

trainerõs ability. Also, ask your veterinarian or other trainers in the area what they think of the 

trainer and her/his ability.  

Size Matters ð Ask the trainer how many dogs they allow in a class at one time.  If itõs more than 

six, you may not get the personalized instruction you deserve.  Higher numbers in a class often 

show that the trainer is more interested in making money than helping you and your dog improve. 

Private classes will allow you to get personalized and customized training for your situation and 

needs.  

RENOWNED CANINE BEHAVORIST OFFERS 7 EASY 

TIPS FOR CHOOSING A DOG TRAINER  

 

   By  Colleen Demling 
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Do they make promises they can keep?  ð Does the trainer promise to make every dog an obe-

dience or agility champion?  The truth is,  not all dogs and owners are capable of this level of 

training, so if the trainer promises you the world, they are just trying to sell you on their class 

or service.  

Can we talk? ð Make sure the trainer is easy to understand.  Ask her/him about their teaching 

method.  You want someone that not only trains the dog but also stops to explain to you what 

they are doing, why, and how you can apply it to your specific situation.  

Getting your moneyõs worth ð Unless you are training for an advance obedience title, I do not 

recommend using trainers that charge a large flat fee for an unlimited amount of classes or 

consultations.  If done right, training should be complete in 4 -8 weeks and the learning should 

be permanent.  

With over 6500 hours of HANDS ON dog training experience, Pawtopia's founder, Colleen Demling, 

has vast knowledge in a variety of methodologies from clicker trainer to e -collars. She is one of only a 

handful of trainers in San Diego that is a Certified Pet Dog Trainer (CPDT) , AKC Canine Good Citizen 

Evaluator, and a member of the International Association of Canine Professionals and the Association 

of Pet Dog Trainers.  She is also a member of a select group of training and behavior advisors for 

Muttropolis.  She has also trained Service Dogs for Canine Companions for Independence.  

 

RENOWNED CANINE BEHAVORIST OFFERS 7 EASY TIPS FOR CHOOSING A DOG TRAINER  

Wasnõt me! Really! Look at my paws! 

Monster is a rambunctious little Bichon boy who provides his Mom, Meg, with lots of funny photo ops.  

Monster is the first little FurKid to enjoy the care of one of the Nannies in the Nannies Network.  He 

was the subject of an article in last monthõs Bichons Bits and Bytes, when we asked for you to send us 

copies of funny pictures you have of your little BFKs     Send your pictures to Judy Mondero at jud-

mond@verizon.net and we will share them with our readers.  

Bean bags rock!  


