

The other night, when I was giving my little dog, Cachito, his bath, I asked him if an old dog could learn a new trick.  By the way, Cachito means “little something” in Spanish.

“First of all,” Cachito said, “Age is relative.  For instance, just because someone has snow on their roof does not mean they do not have a roaring fire in their fireplace – if you know what I mean.” 

“That is true, I suppose, but back to my question - can an old dog learn a new trick?”

Cachito cocked his head to one side and dreamily pondered, “Well, I did have a conversation with a greyhound the other day.  Her muzzle had a little bit of gray in it, but she looked good to me.” 

And then Cachito gave me a naughty little wink and said no more.  So, I gave him one of his favorite treats, hoping that would encourage him to continue.

Cachito resumed, “This greyhound told me she had retired from racing at the dog track.”

Again, he paused, so I gave him another treat.  “Was this greyhound too old to race when she retired?”

Cachito replied, “Oh, no, she was not too old when she retired.”

He paused. What a little trickster! So I gave him another treat and asked.  “Did she stop racing because she got hurt?”

Cachito answered, “No, that’s not why she retired.”

I gave him another treat.  He was really milking this. “Was she not winning any races?”

Cachito said, “No, she was still winning races when she retired.”

“Well, why on Earth did she quit racing?”  Cachito was squeezing every treat he could out of this opportunity, taking advantage, and it was starting to annoy me.  I gave him another treat and asked him once again to continue. What a Curr-Mutt-Chien. That's the breed I tell people when they ask. Since he's a mixture, this nickname fits. He is a mutt. He's also a curr. But he has a certain way about him, so we threw in the French word for dog to give him a little class - chien.

Cachito gobbled this treat like he did all treats, in one fluid motion.  He doesn’t chew them.  Then he cocked his head to one side and slowed his speech as if he were talking to a child, “This greyhound quit racing because she discovered that the rabbit she was chasing was not real.”

“But you still didn’t answer my question.  Can an old dog learn a new trick?”

Cachito replied, “Mel, I answered your question if you think about the story I just told you - and while you’re thinking about that, why don’t you give me another treat?”

As I gave Cachito yet another treat, I wondered how this sassy little dog had gotten the upper hand - or, in this case, the upper paw?


2


image1.png




