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And Puppy Makes Three
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y " it Jenny scolded. “It should be coming up

i any secand,” Jenny was my wife, That
January everung in 1991, we were dﬁving rhmugh jnk:,r
blackness acrass whar had once been Florida swamp-
land. We had been married for a little over a year and
decided it was time for another family member, A dog,
te be exact. We were on our way w look ar a liver of
Labrador rerrievers,

Owr headlighes shined on a mailbox. The numbers
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on the side reflecred back at ws. This was the place. 1
rurned up a gravel drive chat led ino a large wooded
property. There was a pond in front of the hause and a
simall barn out back, Ar the door, 2 woman named Lori
greeced us, with a big, calm yellow Labrador retriever by
her side.

"“This is Lily, the proud mama,” Lori said. Lily's
storaach was sl swollen cven though shedd given birth
five wecks before.

Jenny and [ got on our koees, and Lily happily
accepted our affecrion. She was juse what we pictured a
[ab would be—sweet natred, affectionate, calm, and
beautiful.

“Where's the father?™ T asked.

“Ch,” the woman said, hesicaring For just a fracrion
of a second. “Sammy Boyi He's around here some-
where." She quickly added, "I imagine you're dying to
scc the pupples.”

Lari led us through the kitchen into a wtility room.
The puppies stumbled all over one another as chey
rushed 1o check ourt the strangers.

Jenny gasped. "I don't chink I've ever seen anything
w0 cure in my life,” she said.

The litter cansisted of Ave females and four males.



Murley: A Dog Like Mo (Hher T

Losen was :Jxlr.'m}__g £400 [or the females and $375 for the
males. One of the males seemed particularly smiceen
"."-'i."l'l LI%. HE TAnLS "I'H: Eﬂl[:lﬁt'il' {:lf tht g_'.l'l'll.]Fl ::irtd EI]HIEEIJ.
il.-.lt('l L15. Snmtrﬁaulting i.]'l.“:l L1 |:|:IT."C, ht‘ I'.']ﬂ."!'l.'ﬂd. I'I:i!h WH.}"
UP CFLAT Ehi.]'m ] ]ll']'{ L EH:ES. HI:' gn:w.-'td [T CHIT Fi[]-
ECrs with surprisirtgl}r shnrp hﬂh}f teech and xmm]':l:d
clumsy circles around us on giang paws that were way
oo big for the rest of his body.

“That one there you can have for three hundred fifoy
dollars,” Lori said.

“Awe, honey,” Jenny cooed. “The liccle guy's on clear-
ancel”

1 had 1o admit he was precry darn adorable. Frisky,
ton, Before T realized what he was up to, the rascal had
chewed off half my warchband. .

"W have o do the scare est,” T said. 1 had wld
Jenny the story many times of picking our Saint Shaun
when | was a boy. Sitting in this heap of pups, she rolled
her eves at me. “Sertously,” I said. "Ie works™

| stoed up and turned away from the puppies. Then
[ swunp quickly back around, wmking a sudden step
towird chem. | stomped my foor and barked our,
“He?™

[ didn't seem o scare any of them. Bur only one



When the Grogan family is ready for a dog, they
choose Marley, a yellow furball of a puppy who
quickly grows inte a large, rowdy Labrador
retriever. Marley has a zest for life, and as he
erows, so does his enthusiasm. He has an
appetite for whatever he can ger his paws on—
from fine jewelry to underwear—and the one
thing he always finds is trouble. Marley even gers
kicked out of ebedicnee school! Can this ram-

bunctious pup ever learn how to be a good boy?

wsw, harpercollingchildrens.com
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