MAGGIE MAY MUSINGS

She doesn’t sing like a nightingale, but she surely does other voices well. The
high-pitched. ear-splitting bark of a small Scottie who takes all her guard work
seriously has become a familiar sound from Flora Place. She has a “what’s for
dinner” vocal, and a pathetic whimper of walk time notification, and a joyful,
“Oh, boy! Someone’s coming to see us!” happy yap. This report is coming from
Maggieville.

It just took barely three months for this wee black dog to take over her new
homestead. 1 fostered her through two major surgeries, neither life threatening,
but anesthesia and sutures were involved, tests, vaccinations, and one horrendous
grooming in which she had to be completely shaved down so she resembled some
kind of hound-dog mix. And, of course, the sudden end of her ten years in the
same home was traumatic and confusing to Maggie May.

Her natural bubbly personality saw her through the dramatic changes in her
life, and she more than filled the vacuum in my life after being without a Scottie
or Scotties for the first time since 1987. It was a perfect match.

It’s been Scotch meeting Scotch, since I grew up in an area of town called
Scotch Row, populated by immigrants from Scotland, many of whom were my
close relatives. I mention this only because the temperament of the Scottish
Terrier is familiar to me, since the “stubborn™ trait is also classic among the
Scottish people.

Maggie knows who is Alpha here, but she is programmed to challenge it
frequently. 1 love the contest! Never a dull moment with a Scottie in the
household, right? Maggie May is the best at everything...smart as a whip, and
happy as a clam. But her best suit 1s her loving way with everyone she meets. She
charms all who come in contact with her, which absolutely blows the legend that
Scotties are stand-offish and not overly friendly to strangers.

If she disappears somewhere in the house, and I want or need to know where
she is, the instant way to find her is to stand in the kitchen and lift the cookie jar
lid. Presto! She magically appears like a genie out of a bottle. She has made up a
game for us to play at a special time...the last twenty minutes or so before calling
it a day. There is a tennis ball in the toy box which I “hide” under all the other
toys. She digs it out and plays with it herself for a little while, tossing it up and
chasing it. When she decides it’s time for me to participate, she drops the ball at
my feet, and I’'m supposed to throw it down the hall for her a few times. That
done, back it goes into the toy box and we have a bedtime snack. The daily
routine she has established is also almost inflexible. I don’t really mind being
herded through the day because Maggie is so pleasant (adorable) about it. She has



her must-do’s also. When 1 pick up my purse and car keys, she knows it is watch-
duty time for her, and she retires to her corner in the foyer with no objection.

I have to say, as one who has had eight Scotties so far, five of them being

Rescues, that Maggie May is the smartest, the most cheerful and people friendly,
the most charming and intuitive Scot I’ve had. She is the classic Scot in spades!
[ waited two years for a replacement for Becky, and had given up expecting one
to show up, considering the restrictions I had to apply because of possible
contingencies. But one day the phone call came...a Rescue was about to be
picked up the next day and a foster home was needed immediately. My list of
preferences was miraculously fulfilled to the letter. Then | asked, what is her
name? Maggie May was the answer. I had never taken a Rescue dog sight unseen
before, but the name seemed providential. Our first family Scottie was named
Maggie, a nickname for Margaret, my Scottish mother’s name. And my middle
name is May. [t appeared destined to be a match.

And so it has been. There are still a couple of problems to be worked
out...Maggie is an effusive barker, but is reading my lips when I say, QUIET
loudly. The other problem is coming on too strongly with other dogs who don’t
quite know if she is a friend or foe. Maggie does everything with such gusto, no
one would ever guess she is a senior dog.

Many thanks to everyone who has been involved in bringing all this furry joy
into being and turning the homestead back into the Scottie kingdom it was for 28
years before Maggie. Squirrels, rabbits, and feral cats beware! This is Maggie
May’s turf now, and she is relentlessly on duty!

Edie May Weigand



	Maggie_May_Musings
	Maggie_May_Musingspg2



