
 

 

Dogs are man’s best friend. What am I doing writing about dogs? I have had my dog Rico only 
since August of 2016, our second dog, Augie, only a little over three months. So I am talking 
about dogs in front of people here that have so much more knowledge and experience than I 
do with dogs that I feel little embarrassed about it. However, I am hoping that you will all 
forgive my naivete and at times obvious observations because of my newness to the 
experience.  
 
I grew up with a dog in our house when I was born, a big burly English bulldog named Mugs. 
There are pictures of my brother riding him around the yard and sitting on him like a stuffed 
horse. But none of me. Not sure if I was that scared of him. I do remember him and don’t 
remember any feelings of fright or worry around him, but it was a long time ago (!). We had 
other dogs over the years as well, Jason, Bumble Bee, Rerun, all great dogs, but they 
belonged to everyone in our family and none were exactly mine. Also, these dogs were all a 
cause, I know, of many allergies I had growing up, one allergy among many, in addition to the 
cats my Mom and Dad had, wool, dairy, dust, and on and on. So, I was not so close to our 
dogs to realize the transcendence they offer regarding this earthly life.  
 
I became interested in getting a dog as an adult only very recently, after my sister got her 
current Havanese named Phil, his name changed by the previous owners from Fidel, for 
Castro. Now Havanese do come from Cuba, but the previous owners did not take to a dictator 
in their house. He also did not fit the personality traits of a dictator, as Phil is submissive, 
gentle and loving (except when around a big dog. He then does exhibit some elements of 
Napolean). 
 
Phil was and is the most unusual dog I ever spent time with. He was attentive but not clingy, he 
brought on no allergies when I was around him, and most of all, in spite of visiting him months 
apart, he would wildly greet me when I would return to Portland with an incredible welcome 
that seemed to me to say “WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN! FINALLY WE ARE ALL BACK 
TOGETHER!” And he would seem to be so calm while I was there, only agitated again when I 
would leave, as my sister would tell me. How could I not want that in my own house? 
 
So about three years ago now, my sister ran across the breeders name and email for Phil. They 
say that timing is everything, but after a quick email to the breeder just out of curiosity I 
received an email a few days later that he did, indeed, have a litter of four pups, just born a few 
weeks earlier. So I was told that in a few weeks, if he felt they were ready to meet strangers, 
then I could come take a look at them. Well, I was only going to be there for two weeks, so this 
may or may not work out, I told myself.  
 
Two days before I was to leave I heard from him and he said if I would come tomorrow, which 
was my last day there, I could take a look. I had not told him that I would be leaving, as I didn’t 
want to rush him as to when to let the pups see strangers. Well, my sister and nephew went 
out and were so taken with these beautiful little babies. After a few phone calls and text 
pictures to Bud in Connecticut, we put down a deposit for one of the pups, to decide which 
one later.  
 
Well, after much deliberation, we chose the pup that would be named Rico. Within two weeks 
of having Rico in our home I was shocked at how both Bud and I felt about him, how much 
love had filled up our home, how much laughter and joy he brought to us. We have to say, too, 
that he occasionally brings sadness, for instance when he is ill, or when I hear of other dogs 



 

 

that pass away and my thoughts go so quickly to, although hopefully many years from now, 
when that might happen to our family. But mostly we are in the joy category.  
 
Rico is definitely a teacher by trade, as has taught us so many things at a much deeper level 
the best way a teacher can, by example, such as the following: 
 
Unconditional love 
 
 No matter what they do that we are frustrated with, or upset about, or even angry 
about, we learn that the action is behavioral and can be changed if we work on it. Especially 
we have learned to always approach a problem with very little anger, as they are so connected 
emotionally and can be affected for hours or days by the way we speak to him. (We have given 
Rico some time-outs, however, to “think over his aberrant behavior”). 
 
Bonding with family 
 
 He always give us an individualized greeting every time we come home, whether we 
have been gone 10 minutes or five hours. With me he taps the back of my hands in a playful 
way, with Bud he nuzzles his head and licks his nose. And then often runs to get a toy for us to 
throw. And he has different way of playing with Bud and me as well, totally unique to each of 
us. 
 
Protecting loved ones 
 
 Boy, does Rico protect us. He is on guard at the front window watching the street for 
marauders of the four-legged variety, as well as two-legged creatures attempting to pass by 
our yard in the street! “Get any from here! Richard! Bud! There is danger outside! Who do they 
think they are walking on the public street? And they had better watch it or I will bite their 
ankles!!!” 
 
Joy of play 
 
 We watch him in unbridled joy running through a field, or just running down our hallway 
and the smiles and outright laughs that this elicits lightens our hearts and brings the true 
meaning of joy to the forefront. 
 
Caring for another 
 
 Having had no children of my own, I have only ever had Bud to care for and he can 
always speak up and tell me what he needs. This is more like having a young child that cannot 
speak or tell you what they want or need or what is wrong. We are still learning to watch for 
signs, but we mostly speak the unspoken language with Rico now. But it still can be 
challenging! 
 
Life is better in a pack  
 
 We realized very quickly what we were missing in our household as we each had 
separate lives for most of the day five days a week…the sense of a wolf pack. Even when we 



 

 

are apart now, there is always that pull to get back to the pack for feeding, playing, petting, 
etc.  
 
It was this last realization that made me want to get a second dog, one that Rico could play 
with and simply be with during the days when we are gone at work. In drama lingo, “Enter 
Augustus Tiberius.”  
 
Watching Rico without someone to share a common background with made me think of 
adding to our pack. A friend convinced me that a rescue was a better route, to try to give a dog 
a good home that truly needed it. Well, I had a lot of worries. Would I be allergic to it? Singing 
would be an impossibility. Would he have lots of emotional scars from his previous situation? 
No way of knowing this, really. And would he and Rico get along? I didn’t even think about the 
dynamic if we ended up with two Alphas, which was mentioned to me recently. That could 
have been a disaster that may have had no solution.  
 
The first few days adding Augie into the household was fine. Rico seemed welcoming, Augie 
seemed needy for attention, but both of those things seemed great. We figured Augie would 
calm down needing so much attention and that Rico would start to play with Augie. Well, family 
dynamics being what they are, it took several weeks to calm Rico down from his outrage at 
realizing that Augie was STAYING with us! And that he was going to have to share his toys with 
Augie! And that Augie might not want to play 24/7 with him all day long!  
 
Things have calmed down a great deal since those first few weeks, but they still have spats 
and it seems Augie would rather play with us adults than with Rico sometimes. But the 
moments of joy they share when the two of them are playing and wrestling and running 
together show me that it was a wonderful decision. We are particularly aware now that Rico 
knows we are all one pack. He will, as stated, occasionally get grumpy or mad at Augie, but 
now we witness the “I’m sorry” nuzzle Rico will give Augie on the nose, asking to be forgiven or 
“sorry about that, are you ok?” The Havanese, it is written, think they are human. And Bud and 
I definitely agree. 
 
The joy of dogs has now imbued our household with a bright light that was much dimmer prior 
to their arrival and the happiness they bring to us is a gift that we can only say comes from 
God. 
 
 
 


