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Silvia leapt off her favorite blue blanket as 
Hannah called for a game of Frisbee.



Hannah’s first throw looped in the air and landed right on 
top of a bush - a whimpering bush. The two friends ran to 

retrieve their disk, but stopped short at the sniffling sounds. 
Silvia growled. Hannah looked under the bush. Silvia showed 

her teeth. Hannah found a small shivering puppy.



Silvia stood over the puppy snarling. Hannah ran to 
get the puppy some food. Silvia barked at the puppy, 

“Don’t you eat my food!” The puppy was hungry and paid 
little heed to Silvia’s warnings. When the puppy was full, 

Silvia’s menacing voice, “Don’t you eat my food!”
 had a threatening ring that sent her running.



The next day, Hannah went off to school. Silvia was curled 
up inside in her favorite blue blanket, and the puppy, 
hungry again, ventured out from under the bush.



The puppy whimpered. No one came. The puppy whimpered again.  
Still no one came. The puppy ventured closer to the house. Nothing  
happened. The puppy put her paws on the door and…her legs fell through.



The kitchen was quiet. No Hannah. No Silvia. Just cabinets, tables, 
chairs and … and across the room a big bowl of food. The puppy 
darted across the kitchen and began to eat. Silvia heard the noise and 
thundered down the stairs. “Don’t you eat my food!” she growled.



The puppy was now more scared than hungry. The puppy ran. 
She ran over the sofa and under the table, around the lamp 

and behind the chair and up the stairs. Silvia chased the 
puppy over the sofa and under the table, around the 

lamp and behind the chair and up the stairs.



Only Silvia was much bigger than the puppy.
As she chased the puppy, she knocked the sofa

over, sent cushions flying, toppled the table,
crashed the lamp, slid the rug against

the wall, and collided with the chair.



Upstairs, the puppy dashed under Hannah’s bed, while 
Silvia stood growling. Silvia snarled. The puppy’s heart 

pounded, and then the puppy plopped herself down,  
safely out of reach. Silvia snapped. The puppy stayed.  

Silvia, frustrated and resentful, frumped down the 
stairs, kicked the downed furniture, the chairs in the 

kitchen, her food bowl, and even spilled her water.



With nothing new to kick, bump, or knock, Silvia wanted to eat. 
She saw her food bowl under the cabinet. With her nose, she tried 
to reach it. She scrunched down low hoping to fit under. She tried 
with a paw to swipe at the bowl. The bowl had slipped out of reach.



Silvia crouched low to the ground and stared longingly at the 
bowl. She wished it would move. She hoped the power of her 
stare would bring the bowl out to her. Just then, the bowl did 
start to move. The bowl moved closer and closer to the edge 
of the cabinet. Silvia’s eyes began to sparkle with anticipation.



The sparkle suddently turned dark with anger. The puppy was back. 
Silvia growled. Silvia snarled. The puppy pushed the bowl. 

Silvia commanded, “Don’t you eat my food!” The puppy bravely  
nuzzled the bowl out from under the cabinet. Silvia snarled again.

The puppy retreated under the cabinet. Silvia ate. Silvia slowly smiled.



Having a puppy around might be nice after all, 
Silvia thought, and she invited her new friend to join 
her upstairs for a nap on her favorite blue blanket.



The End


