A fence is no obstacle for resourceful puppy Blue Ears
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Boxford —

“We need a fence for Blue Ears,” I said to my husband.

(Regular Readers will recall that Blue Ears is our new puppy.) Sure, we live on, and near, lots of open land, but you try letting a Bernese Mountain Dog roam in a marsh and then roll in coyote/deer/rabbit/fisher poo and then you de-tick him and brush him and take the mole fur (yes, Blue ate a mole!) out of his mouth. No thanks – at least not on a daily basis.

So I hired a fence guy and created a rectangular fence layout. It allowed one leg to be the walk-out basement of our house, and another to be a large boulder wall that ran along our patio.

“That way we only need two sides of fencing,” I said proudly, as if I'd invented the wheel and not just a fairly obvious dog yard.

They built the fence in no time flat, and it looked fantastic. The day the fence was completed we had guests from out of town. And, after Blue Ears said his happy, furry, slobbery, hellos, I breezily said, “Well, now I'll just let him out . . . into his dog yard.” I was the triumphant hostess.

My husband began to make drinks, and I came back in smiling.

Suddenly my older daughter said, “Mommy, why is Blue at the door?”

I sipped my drink.  “Oh sweetie, don't be silly, he's . . .” and then I saw him. Sitting, at our back door, head cocked as if to say, “I like how you decorated the yard with all those wooden things, but now I'm ready to be back with you.”

I hauled him back to the gate.  Had I not hinged it?  I put him back in, closed the gate securely, and walked back to the house.  Instantly, from behind, I heard a shuffling and rustling.  I turned and saw my bear-like puppy finding paw-holds in the cracks of the boulders and propelling himself up to freedom.

That weekend my husband went out bought yards of hog-wire and laid it along the lower portion of the rock wall.  He covered all but the highest end.   And after two weeks of use, Blue Ears remained contained. 

Cue a nice family dinner two nights ago.   I'd prepared chicken sandwiches with toasted sourdough bread and a home made aioli sauce.  The girls were playing dress-up in old Easter dresses and winter hats and scarves (a combo, I assure you, looks exactly as you'd expect) and Blue Ears was in his yard with a bone.

“Girls,” I trilled, “It's dinner time.”  Down came the girls in their finery, in came my husband and . . . . to the back door came . . . Blue Ears.

“Nooo!”  I shouted.

I went out and again dragged him back into the dog yard, checked the latch and walked away.   I heard the same bush-rustling as before and promptly found myself being licked by perhaps the world's first dog with opposable thumbs.

My husband came out and took a turn at fencing Blue while the rest of us ran parade-like through our house.  We clambered over puppy gates and ran down hallways, Easter skirts and crocheted snow scarves fluttering as we ran, in order to have the best view to witness the canine Houdini.  There, as we all peered out the window and watched him scale the high rocks, it became official, we actually had a very furry mountain goat who liked smoked beef bones and a good belly-scratch. 

We ate dinner in stunned silence; nobody even commented on my homemade aioli sauce. 

Today, as I type, the fence guys are back fencing in the rock wall.  And Blue?  He's asleep on my feet, snoring, no doubt dreaming of being the first dog to sprout wings and fly.

Esther Baird is a writer in Boxford.  For ideas, comments or questions visit her site at:  www.estherbaird.com or email her at:  esther@estherbaird.com

