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Dedicated to my dog Tucker,

who loves his tiny piece of cheese.
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\ name is Lily,
MW, y Lily
/ Ny and I have a lot
\ \ )7 ﬂ
: LI of friends.

My best friend of all, of course, is Maggie
Rose.

Inthe nighttime, I sleep on Maggie Rose’s
bed, pressed up against her warm legs. I get
to lie there until Mom or Dad pokes ahead in
the doorway and says the word school.

Maggie Rose will groan a little, and then

she climbs slowly out of bed and puts on her



clothes and goes into the kitchen for break-
fast with her brothers. While she’s chang-

ing clothes, I lie on the bed, missing her legs

and trying to show her that we would all be
happier if she just climbed back under the
Covers.

But she never does that on days people say
school. I dont know why.

I think school must be a place, because

one day when Mom said school, Maggie Rose



let me ride in the back seat of the car with
her. We went to a room with many children
her age sitting in chairs. I sat next to Maggie
Rose at the front of the room so that every-
one could admire what a good dog I could be.
[ am very good at sitting.

Maggie Rose said, “Hello. My name is
Maggie Rose Murphy. I live in Golden,




Colorado. I am in the third grade. My father
is a game warden for the state of Colorado,
and my mother works in animal rescue.
She’s a veterinarian. My dog’s name is Lily.”

When she said my name, I looked up at
Maggie Rose and wagged. I did not know
what we were doing, but all the children
were looking at us, and it made me feel very
1mportant.

“Lily is a rescue dog for two reasons,”
Maggie Rose continued.  wagged again. “The
first reason is that she was taken in by the
shelter where my mom works, so she was
rescued. And the second reason is that most
days she goes back to the shelter to take care
of all the animals there.”

Maggie Rose started smiling and speak-
ing a little more quickly. “Lily plays with
the other dogs and helps them relax and
not feel scared. She plays with the cats, too.

She loves cats! Sometimes she curls up with



the kittens and they sleep together. It helps
because then the kittens don’t grow up to be
scared of dogs, and they can get adopted into
tamilies with dogs.”

She paused and took a deep breath.

“So Lily has a job—a job in animal res-

cue. On weekends, I sometimes help at the




shelter, too. It's good for the puppies or kit-
tens to get used to kids. Then theyre not ner-
vous around us.”

“Lucky!” one of the children moaned.

I wagged some more. It just seemed like a
good idea.

“I have two brothers,” Maggie Rose went
on. “One is named Bryan, and he is in fifth
grade. One is named Craig, and he is in
eighth grade. When I grow up, I want to be a
veterinarian. When Craig grows up, he wants
to be a baseball player. And I don’t think
Bryan will ever grow up.”

For some reason, all the children laughed
when Maggie Rose said this even though I
had not done anything special. Sometimes
people laugh just because they are happy
there is a dog in the room.

“My name is Maggie Rose Murphy, and
that is my report,” Maggie Rose said. Every-

one clapped because I was doing such a good



job doing Sit. Then all the children lined up
and took turns petting me, which was very
nice. Maggie Rose gave me a treat, and that
was even nicer.

That was an unusual day. On most

days when somebody says school, 1
don't get to go to that place
with all the children
and the treats. In-
stead, Maggie Rose J -
leaves after breakfast, &
and I go to Work.

Work is a place just
like school is a place.
I go there with Mom.
There are good treats
at Work, and there are
also friends: dogs, cats,
and other animals in
cages. The dogs and
cats and the rest of the



animals stay at Work for a while and then
leave with happy people. I am the only dog
who goes to Work and then goes home and
goes back again the next day. That makes
me special.

I like Work days, even though Maggie
Rose gets out of bed before I am ready for
her to do that. But the days when nobody
says school and when I don't go to Work are
even better.

Then I can spend the whole day with my
girl, Maggie Rose. And sometimes we go to
the dog park!

The dog park is the most wonderful place
I have ever been. Even better than bed with
Maggie Rose’s warm legs. Even better than
Work, where there are friends and treats.

At the dog park, there are dogs, squir-
rels, birds, and children. I do not know if all
the dogs are there all the time or if they just

make sure to be there when I arrive.



I am friends with every-
one at the dog park, except
the squirrels. It really isn’t

possible to make friends with

squirrels, because they always
run away. | have tried, and it just
doesn’t work.

One day at the dog park, I made a

new friend.
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