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         				The Amazing Maizey
				Linda Monnahan Peterson
       Maizey was the pet we didn't ask for and didn't know we wanted. She came into our lives in our thirty-seventh year of marriage. At that time, we thought we were done with dealing with dog behavior, good and bad. In the past we had dealt with dogs who had ravaged our livestock, feared thunder and lightning, causing them to chew holes in the house siding to get in, run miles in a storm. Still others had dug holes in the yard and ruined flower beds.
      For five years after our last dog died, we were blissfully happy without a pet of the canine persuasion. Enter Maizey, a mixed breed pup of, I think golden retriever and Husky lineage. She had a lot of spunk, so much so, our daughter, Michelle's family found out the hard way they could not keep her confined as a house dog. She bolted through the screen door, running a few blocks before returning home again. This happened repeatedly, despite the family’s diligent efforts to walk and exercise her. 
    After they found this behavior was not going to change anytime soon, Michelle asked if we would consider bringing Maizey to the farm. The kids had become extremely attached to their pet. While they knew they could no longer keep her in town, if she stayed at Grandpa and Grandma’s, at least the kids could play with her when they came to the farm for a visit. 
     Meanwhile, we had some suspicious incidents leading our kids to convince us it might be a good idea to consider having a dog again. So, after much thought and a lot of prodding, we finally agreed.
     Down the highway Maizey came, loaded into Michelle's van, along with Michelle’s five kids, for her first trip to the farm. After arriving here Maizey was reluctantly unloaded, fed, watered, and given a tour. She was quite timid at first, but then began to wander. We decided it might be a good idea to tie her to the old garage, which she would be using for shelter, until she got used to her surroundings.   
      Sadly, she watched Michelle’s family leave that day, but soon found things to do. Although she learned to love the freedom the farm offered, she never missed a chance to jump into their van when our daughter and the family came for a visit. 
     We realized, as a pup, she would need extra attention. So, every chance we got when leaving or entering the house, we petted, talked to, or wrestled with her. Wrestle is the operative word here. It didn't take long for her to know, when the door opened, she could try to lunge at someone to have a little tussle. Getting scolded for it when we weren't in the mood or weren't dressed for it didn't deter her much. She did eventually learn not to jump on us when we were in good clothes or carrying something.
      But most of the time, Maizey was here to greet us whenever we came out of the house or returned from somewhere. She also made it her official duty to greet my brother-in-law, Arnold, when he arrived for his morning coffee. It became a game for them that first fall, for him to pick up a walnut or a stick off the ground, throwing it as far as he could, for her to retrieve. She also loved to accompany my husband, Gordon, on his morning walks. She could always find something to investigate along the way. And sometimes, she even found a bird to scare up. 
     I neglected to mention Maizey arrived with a kitten in tow. I had always wanted a yellow cat, so when Michelle’s cat had kittens, I had first dibs on the golden one. Funny how kitten weaning coincided very well with Maizey’s arrival here. 
     She wasted no time staking out territory, letting the kitten know which territory was off limits. She was forever running the kitten up a tree or pinning her to the ground in a headlock. I worried this would be the death of the kitten until I realized this was their version of play. Many times, Maizey treed that kitten, then lay just below the tree, waiting to trap her. When tired of her vigil, Maizey then gave the kitten just enough leeway to get a running start down the tree. The chase would be on once again. 
     The fall after Maizey’s arrival, another brother-in-law, Norman, was doing repair work on our house. Maizey came to know his pickup and could spot it a quarter mile away. She never missed a chance to greet him in her usual fashion.
      As work on our house progressed, we pulled an old flare box, a small grain wagon, up by the house to throw the scrap materials in, to hold the supplies needed, and to give Norman's ladder the height needed for the job. Most days, when Norman was on the ladder, Maizey either thought he needed help, or she was looking for attention. Up into the flare box she leapt to stand next to Norman as he worked. It wasn't unusual for them to share a sandwich when he took a lunch break. 
     One day, when Norman wasn't working here, Gordon decided to lie down in the flare box for a short, sunny nap. Maizey must have thought something was wrong. First, she tried to nuzzle her way under my husband's arm. When he ignored her and this didn't get her any response, she began to pull on his sleeve until he got up.
				*  * *
     One summer when I was doing Farmers Market, we found ourselves behind a tractor ride about a mile from home. As we approached the corner near our farm, we spied Maizey, sitting in the church yard, facing the parade. Turning her head back and forth, she was intent on watching each of the colorful tractors as they passed by. 
     When she saw our van in the procession, she quickly turned from the show, shifted into high gear, and beat us home.
     Another of her many antics was to chase our neighboring farmer’s combine head as he harvested the crop. Up and down the rows of crop she chased the reel or the header, making a very harrowing experience for him.
 
        Her crowning achievement, though concerned the daily paper. Just before Christmas one year, our daily paper began disappearing from the delivery box. At first, we thought it hadn't been delivered. But further inspection revealed Maizey had struck again. She had been getting the paper out-of-the-box and bringing it up to either side of the house by her dog dish.
      So much for the dog we didn't think we wanted.
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