BONDING WITH GINGER

Barbara Ferrell Hero

My new puppy is sleeping on my lap as I type this.  Ginger Crystal is now 10 weeks old.  We have been together for two weeks. She weighed a pound and a half two weeks ago. When she is like this I feel so much love coming from me and coming from her.  We have bonded.

A new puppy is like having a new baby.  The puppy is dependent for food and comfort.  One has to show one’s dominance without harming her.  That is THE lesson that I learned from two books on puppy training.  One is called “Dog Speak”, the other “The art of Raising a Puppy”.  Both stress the dominance principle.  Who is running the show, the puppy or you?

When we first brought Ginger home, I let her play and then put her in the new carrying  case.  She cried so much that I took her out and slept on the living room couch with her lying over my stomach.  The next night I slept for a few hours, up at four for the rest of the day.  After she rests she becomes more and more active, tussling with the mats in the bathroom, running like a wild animal around the dining room and kitchen.  When she is calm, she is all love and seems to sense what I want.  She is very playful, fun, devoted, obedient, when not wild.  It is easy to divert her attention to a ball or a toy.  There is no doubt that she has taken over the household.  We have to be careful where we tread, so as not to step on her, or trip on one of her toys.

My reality has changed since the puppy came to me.  The things that I thought were so important, now seem of lesser value to me.  What is most important now is taking care of and nurturing this little ball of life, which wants to please.  We both do need our quiet time. She wants to share her quiet time with me.  Also, she wants to explore the tiny universe that I have created in my home.  I get up at night to change her papers and early in the morning as soon as I hear her calling.  And right now we are sharing our space together.  Right now she is on my lap.  I am going into my trance-like state and writing this piece about her. Is she psychic enough to know that this is all about her?  Is this attention coming through to her?  

I have little bite marks on my hands from a few days back when she was struggling to be the dominant factor in our relationship.  I praise her and give her treats when she goes to the paper in the kitchen.  I either distract her when she chews on a forbidden item, such as a stack of journals, or the rug, or the plant.  Or I put her in her cage, where she has her food and water, paper and place to curl up and sleep with her favorite stuffed toy.

She just left my lap to drink her water.  And now she is back, licking my hand and yawning. 

I probably have just enough time to finish this piece before she is up and ready to go exploring a little more of the outside world than she did this morning.

I am learning to live in the moment, not to worry about the future or the past, to take one thing at a time, to be thankful for the privilege of life and love from a tiny species that is not so very different from me.  Who is teaching whom in this play of puppy and human?  Have our realities merged?  I think so, and I am benefiting from it.  
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