
  

If blissful ignorance could be personified, it would be wearing jeans, T -shirts 

and look a lot like my daughter and me. For many years, we saw our family as 

complete and happy with just our two lovable cats.  

When we first contemplated adopting a dog, my daughter launched into the most 

shameful negotiations and eternal promises of responsibility ð none of which, by 

the way, came to fruition. The idea was tabled until we could give the dog a back-

yard and until I could arrange to work from home.  

Some years later, we moved into a home with a backyard and I began my search 

for a home -based business. Within four months, I was working from the comfort 

and privacy of my future dogõs residence. I waited another four months just to 

be sure the business was stable and thought òNow I just have to talk the cats 

into it.ó I started by trimming their nails. Then I invited friends with dogs over 

to gauge their responses. One was marginally accepting and the other just 

needed a bit more positive thinking.  I thought, òWe can do this.ó 

We contacted Marti who shared the story of one particular rescued dog, who 

was suffering from neglect and some minor infections, but otherwise healthy. My 

initial thoughts were that he wasnõt the type of 

dog I had envisioned for our family. I imagined 

myself watching TV and eating bon -bons with a 

small, sedate white ball of fluff to keep me 

warm. This dog tipped the scales at 20 lbs., 

wasnõt known for liking to cuddle, and was very 

high energy. Marti suggested that we ôjustõ fos-

ter him with the understanding that, if things 

didnõt work out, she would find him a forever 

home.  

Arrangements were made for us to pick him up 

from the vet where he had just been neutered. 
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I guessed that the little guy would be in pain, possibly still sedated, and I 

expected, distrustful.  As the assistant led him out, I was immediately 

taken with his sweet and gentle expression. I knelt down just in front of 

him and slowly extended both hands for him to sniff. Instead of sniffing, 

he òchinnedó me, gently resting his sweet chin on both my palms, and looked 

up at me with two big brown weepy doe eyes. I silently wondered if Marti 

taught this technique to all adoptive dogs.  

Over the next few months, Chopstix as we came to call him adapted quickly 

and easily to our lifestyle, even befriending one of the cats, and acknowl-

edging the other as òthe Alphaó.  When Alpha wasnõt around, however, his 

wild side surfaced --  and he would hunt down and savagely disembowel one 

defenseless squeaky toy after another.  Tug -of -wars with old socks re-

vealed a fierce wolfish growl, and at dusk when hunger overcame him, he 

ravaged Emeril Lagassiõs homemade Chicken Stew recipe. Worst of all, he 

grew into the biggest bed hog of all time, imposing a zero -tolerance policy 

for any human movement in bed prior to his REM sleep. I learned that, when 

all four of his legs were up in the air and twitching at full speed, it was fi-

nally safe to move. In the midst of his charming little snores and grunts, I 

imagined that hundreds of poor little bunny rabbits breathed their last 

breaths in his dreams.  

Chopstix ôdark sideõ notwithstanding, I believed our little guy had adopted 

us as his òpackó and that he was secure in his forever home. Some months 

later however, he shook my confidence and reminded me not to take him for 

granted. One morning a couple of Hispanic tree trimmers knocked on my 

door to do some work in my yard.  As I stood at the front door talking with 

them, Chopstix darted around my legs and launched his journey to freedom 

before we even realized what had happened.  I grabbed my car keys and 

left the two perplexed men standing on my porch.  I drove around the 

neighborhood to all our local haunts, to no avail.  With a crushed ego and 

worried sick, I started to return home.  

On the way, I saw a man walking his little dog and stopped to ask him if he 

had seen my dog. To my joy, he said, òYes, I just saw him. Heõs running down 

Whitecap with two Mexicans chasing him!ó  The image this conjured in my 

mind was straight out of a Looney Tunes cartoon.  As I turned the corner 

In case you are wondering 

about his name, he was 

named òBarneyó when we 

fostered him. Shortly 

thereafter, we found him 

lying on my daughterõs 

bed with both of his paws 

crossed in an òXó shape. 

This reminded us of 

chopsticks ð hence, his 

name.  

...and now you die!! 

What do you mean too big?  

How I got my name.  
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 onto Whitecap, sure enough, I saw Chopstix running for his life with my two workmen right behind him.  As 

Chopstix saw me get out of my car, he immediately ran over to me and safely into the house. (We have 

since learned not to take his loyalty for granted and also learned that life presents a sumptuous buffet of 

temptations for our little thrill -seeker!)  

To help strengthen the bond, we also learned the value of daily exercise. The highpoint of his day is our 

afternoon walk in which he leads me all over town marking his territory.  To be clear, other dogs just donõt 

understand their boundaries and require his constant reminder.  I am quite sympathetic to his cause and 

realized a secondary benefit to our power walks - buns of steel.  After years of a mile -plus walk everyday, 

I may not have achieved the òsteelyó look, but I would certainly testify to its bun-building benefits!  

Each night as I ready myself for bed, there is one sound that will bring Chopstix running into my bedroom 

from anywhere in the house - the thump of my tennis shoes as they hit the carpet.  He knows the dirty 

sock will follow shortly and as this òtreasureó hits the floor, it becomes his most prized possession.  He 

grabs my socks and runs around the house looking for an appropriate hiding place, all the while emitting a 

òcooingó sound (Marti never told me he was part pigeon.)  After some prancing around and aggressive shak-

ing of the head (to make sure itõs dead), he will bury his treasure in a pile of unfolded laundry or loose 

bedding.  And while I truly do have a life, this nightly ritual has become as sacred to me as it is to him.  

Chopstix has attended many of my daughterõs soccer games and enjoys them.  For one early-morning game, 

I left without makeup, thinking I would just remain inconspicuous throughout the game.  I found an out -of

-the -way spot for the dog and I to sit and enjoy the game, when all of a sudden, I began to hear a distant 

siren.  Knowing that this was the call of the wild to Chopstix, I prayed that the siren wasnõt heading in our 

direction, but a few seconds later I knew I was toast.  

As it got louder and louder, Chopstix launched into his howling, covering all eight notes of the musical 

scale. Naturally, everyone in the bleachers turned around and started laughing. The fire -engine truck 

drove right by our field and then took another two eternities to fade out in the other direction. I tried 

cupping my hands around his snout to stifle the howling, but it only òpuffedó out from the side of his jowls. 

I no longer go out without makeup.  

It has been four years now and, as I relax in the kitchen waiting for his 

stew to finish simmering, I see Chopstix standing on all fours and eyeing 

me with his chin lowered and resting on the first step of our staircase. I 

am overwhelmed with the enjoyment his antics bring --  and the way his love 

has completed our family.  Chopstix has since chinned me many times, and 

he may not have known it then, but he had me at first chin.   
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Iõve wanted a dog ever since I was a little girl. A dog is a girlõs best 

friend. But I never knew a dog could make me as happy as Chopstix has.  

I remember the day I got him, I was in the 5 th  grade and I had gotten a 

fight with a couple of girlfriends so when my mom picked me up for 

school I was bawling like a little baby. I then got in the car and I saw 

this limp small dog in back seat all curled up looking at me with the 

whites in his eyes.  

I whispered, òIs he ours?ó And my mother nodded. All of a sudden the 

tears of sorrow turned to tears of joy. My wish had come true: I had 

gotten a dog.  

At first Chopstix seemed very shy and calm, which was a tad disappoint-

ing because I had wanted a very active social dog. But as the weeks went, 

by he began opening up. And I learned to love all the little things about him.  

Chopstix would make us laugh by going òcave dogó on us and he would run from one end of the hall way to 

another growling at himself. He would whine and roll his tongue when we gave him a treat that was too 

big then he would bury it in our clean laundry or bed. He would howl at sirens, making a little òoó with his 

mouth. Even the way he plays now is so hilarious.  

Chopstix is constantly making us laugh. And the way he runs is like nothing youõve ever seen before in 

your life. He is like a little jack rabbit. He may be a small dog but boy can he run. We could take him to 

a dog park and he could run for hours without even breaking a sweat.  

This dog is a one of a kind. He is a miracle. I couldnõt have picked a bet-

ter dog for the Loo family.  

 

 

 Chopstix from Another Angle  

 

 

 

 

By Charrisa Loo 
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