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THE COLUMN WITH NO NAME 
 
Rebecca Wallwork borrowed a terrier for a weekend and learnt the facts about puppy 
love. 
 
 
 
I live in a flat. This is good and bad. I don't have to worry about mowing the lawn or next 

door's jacaranda choking my sunlight, but I miss out on the joys of a four-legged friend. 

Yes, I could have a goldfish or a budgie or one of those other non-pet pets, but what I 

really want is a dog. 

 

I always thought it was out of the question, until I saw the sign: "Foster parents wanted." 

And next to this sign sat the most adorable little dog in the world - with his head cocked, 

ears flopped and an expression that screamed "Take me, I'm yours". 

 

I was at Pets World in the Mid City Centre, but similar signs are plastered up in stores all 

over Sydney. The idea behind them is simple: you "adopt" a puppy or kitten for the 

weekend while the shop is closed and, pet yearning satiated, return it on Monday morning 

for a full refund of your deposit which, in this case, is the full dollar value of the animal. 

The call came that my pup was ready (it hadn't been sold during the week) on Saturday 

afternoon and I went to pick him up. A Jack Russell/fox terrier cross, he came in a carrier 

along with dishes, dry food, treats and a ratty old beaver toy. My initial exuberance soon 

gave way to embarrassment when the puppy howled all the way up Pitt Street and heads 

swivelled to see who was torturing the sweet little hound. 

 

Once home, Pup-pup (as I called him, not wanting a "real" name for fear of becoming too 

attached) acquainted himself with his new surroundings while I read the instruction note 

from the shop, allegedly written by Pup-pup himself. It thanked me for taking him on 

holiday, told me not to feed him anything other than the shop food and reminded me that 

he had just left his mum a few days ago so "you're all I've got". This all sounded fine, until 



the bit where he said, "could you make sure I go to the toilet just before bed because I'll 

forget". That perplexed me. How do you make a six-week-old puppy go to the toilet? 

Picking up my psychic cue, he let out the first of many wees mid-run in the middle of the 

lounge room. 

 

Over the course of the weekend, I came to learn a few things about puppies; things 

anyone thinking of getting close to one should know. For example, puppies are unco-

ordinated. In fact, this one ran like a crab, full speed ahead but sideways. Give a puppy 

a ball and he's as dextrous as a gymnast. Take it away and he's more likely to bump into 

furniture and scare weeks off his short life by knocking over a CD or a book. 

 

Puppies play rough. I expected good-natured rolling about, but no-one told me that 

puppies are equipped with a dozen or so hypodermic needles for teeth. And they don't let 

go. Maybe I'm just a wimp, but they bloody well hurt. 

 

Puppies are needy. They hate to be left alone long enough to realise you're not there. 

Want to read a book? Forget it. The television? No chance, unless you can get them to 

sleep first. A shower? I had barely picked up the soap before Pup-pup started to whimper. 

Loudly. 

 

Puppies can pee anywhere. If you're a woman and men infuriate you because they can 

stumble out of the pub and urinate in an alleyway while you have to wait through a half-

hour cab ride, just wait till you meet a puppy. They can do it anywhere, moving at speed. 

And will. 

 

Puppies will wake you up at 4am to play. I thought I had successfully worn Pup-pup out 

with all that constant attention, but at the ungodly hour I felt a cold nose against my cheek, 

followed by those needle-teeth on my ear. Half asleep, I dutifully got up to run Pup-pup 

around in circles. Around this time I realised I wasn't ready for motherhood. 

 



Puppies need absorbent towelettes. And Spray & Wipe. If you're the least bit fussy about 

your Oriental rugs, or can't stand the thought of dog pee on your tiles, forget it. 

 

Puppies are great to curl up with on a Sunday morning. For all their weeing, biting and 

attention-hogging, it's wonderful to feel a puppy's little body in the crook of your arm (or 

under your bum or between your legs or whatever other place they decide to squeeze 

into). 

 

For all his neediness, it was hard to give Pup-pup back on Monday morning (just how 

many extra sales do they make this way, anyhow?!). As I walked away, with him staring 

at me, bewildered, from the shop window, I wondered if I had done the right thing. Should 

I have found a way to buy him so he wouldn't miss me? 

 

I turned around to have one more look at that heartbroken little face. But Pup-pup was 

already tearing up the paper and showing off for the people looking at him in the window. 

He switched his sad eyes on for them and that was when they noticed the sign. 
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