Trixie

You were the little puppy left behind,

By those who wanted, a perfect furball find.

Little did these dog shoppers see

That the white beauty mark on your nose,

Fits you to a “T”

For it says, “I’m special. Look at me!’

Trixie’s breeder, Denise, gave her a healthy start.

This special care fulfilled the wishes of our heart.

Playful Paws, has given us the best

Because of her parents health testing,

It was number 1 in our quest.

Trained at 12 weeks, Always ready to play,

Trixie, you’ve been our star,

From your very first day!

Hardly ever a bark, or, a woof.

You’re easy on our ears, under our roof.

It’s nice to enjoy

Not a thing, do you destroy

You left all of our stuff alone….

Content with your own toys, &, well chewed nylabone.

Your’re one year old, &, never had a mat.

We are so very thankful for that.

Trixie, You are now a great ball catcher,

But, alas, you’re, also, a bit of a thief,

As a hankerchief snatcher.

This needs to be said.  Don’t let these compliments

Go to your head.

Until you turned 9 months old,

Weary, were we.

From your unstoppable activity.

Yet, you still do blitz & run.

For that added burst of fun.

Our friends make such a fuss ….

They’re always in a rush, to be the first tot say,

“Who will play with Trixie today?”

Or, asking us to drop her off for a stay.

I leave this little piece by me,

For others to see, on your birthday number one,

How happy we are with you, &, all you’ve become.

Sadly, poet I’m not, expressing poorly my thought.

How lucky we are, when, all is said, & done.

We’ve chosen the best dog for us…..

Second, to none!

