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Second essay
Growing up in government housing apartments, my family and I were not allowed to have any type of pets. Of course there were several people who owned small dogs, particularly Chihuahuas, the famous “mexican dog” who are easy to take care of and hide inside a purse whenever the apartment workers would make their one-time a year inspections. Other families owned birds or cats and would tell the abuelita to take care of them for a couple of days since the inspection lasted for a week but would not tell you which day of the week they were going to arrive at your apartment. I did everything I could to convince my mom that getting a dog would be ideal and would teach me about responsibility and unconditional love. 
“Mom, can we please please get a dog?” I asked her with puppy eyes hoping it would convince her to say yes. (It didn’t) 
My mother was making her special chilaquiles (a standard Mexican dish) for breakfast and slowly turned around to face me. She raised her eyebrows, looked straight at me and said, “how many times do I have to tell you that we are not allowed to have pets inside the apartment and we cannot afford it” she said while crossing her arms over her chest. 
“But mom, everyone who lives in these apartments owns a pet! I shouted. 
“I will feed the dog, take him for walks, train him to do tricks and give my undivided attention every single day. Please mom please.” 
My mother simmered the tortillas in green sauce until they were soft but not too much to retain some of the crunch. She layered the crispy tortillas swimming in the rich salsa, covered with plenty of cheese and a fried egg on top. “Hurry, eat your breakfast or it will get cold. We can talk about the dog later”. Knowing that we would never have this conversation again I sat down and enjoyed my favorite Sunday morning breakfast dish. 
Two years had passed and I was in my last year of high school. I was thrilled to leave my small hometown and attend college in Austin. I did not know the city or how it was like to live there so I did some online research before moving. I was surprised to learn about all the wonderful places and activities that people do here in Austin. From paddle boarding at a so-called Lady Bird lake to hiking at the top of Pennybacker bridge to catch the insanely beautiful sunset. What really caught my attention was that the city is known for being dog friendly and there are hundreds of places where you can take your dog with you. “I’m going to love this place” I thought to myself.
My boyfriend at that time lived in a house that was not too far from my apartment. I enjoyed going to his house because he had three small Chihuahuas and it was the only time I could play and interact with a dog. His family did not have to worry about hiding their dogs or having to ask someone to take care of them for a couple of days. It was peaceful. I quickly grew feelings for the dogs and even pretended that they were mine by choosing their names and buying them cute little outfits to wear. Not being able to have a dog of my own made me want to live in a fantasy for a couple of months until I left for college. 
“What kind of dog will we be getting once we move to Austin?” I asked my boyfriend. 
	“ Are you out of your mind? I don’t want a dog, I already have three,” he said while playing Call of Duty. 
The sound of the AK-47 weapon coming from the TV ran around the room and I knew my boyfriend was not thinking straight as he was trying to not get shot. He was a dog person just like me and had always wanted a dog of his own.
“You know I have always wanted a dog and now that we are both leaving to Austin we can finally get one of our own'', I said. I layed down on his bed and looked up at the ceiling fan that was covered with a line of dust and grime towards the edges. I knew I was going to get a dog regardless but I started thinking of the multiple reasons why I wanted one in the first place. Just like cleaning the ceiling fan so it can get it’s shiningness again, someone needed to come into our lives to save our relationship. My boyfriend did not realize that getting a dog could help us bring us closer together and I was ready to make that happen. 
When we finally moved to Austin and started school, my boyfriend was attending college in San Antonio but he made the decision to take online classes so that we could live together. We had been dating for three years and although our relationship was not perfect, we wanted it to be. Before moving in together, we would always get into silly arguments and were constantly breaking up and getting back together. I was exhausted of him and he felt the same way about me. Even though we knew our relationship was not going to last, we cared about each other deeply. 
On the weekends I would search online for pugs that were on sale near me. Ever since I was a kid I have been obsessed with pugs. Highly obsessed with. No, it was not that type of obsession where you buy notebooks that have pug prints all over them or a hoodie that says “pug life” printed. When I would do my daily walks in the park I would daydream of how much more fun it would be to have a dog beside me. How exciting it would be to throw a ball and watch him run with his four legs to pick it up with his large and loose lips and bring it back to me just so that I could do it all over again. Their squashed-up faces and big eyes are so appealing to me that I cannot help be captivated by them. 
It took us quite some time to find the perfect dog at an affordable price but eventually we found one. We first bought a male pug and drove to San Antonio to pick him up. During the drive, I thought about all the activities we were going to do together for the next ten years. I thought about how much I was going to love this dog and spoil him with treats and love. 
When we arrived at the location, the owner had a tiny creature on her hands and I could feel my stomach bubbling as I opened the door from my car. Moving closer, I could see that he was staring right at me, his eyes immense and the color of caramel which made a great match with his pupils that were chocolate brown. 
“Hi! You must be Andrea, correct?” the lady asked me with a smile on her face. 
“Yes! Nice to meet you. I am so excited to finally meet this little one” I said, while waving my two hands in an uncontrollable motion. 
“Oh, I bet he’s as excited as you are!” 
I placed one hand under the puppy’s bottom and gently sliced my other hand around the rear area and under his tail. I slowly turned him to face me and brought his tiny face close to my nose to smell the sweet scent of his breath. His puppy breath was a joy to inhale and I fell in love with him within seconds. 
My boyfriend and I drove back home and discussed how we wanted to be the best pet parents possible. We knew we had to adopt a female pug so that they would keep each other entertained and help ease separation anxiety. Within a month we adopted our second puppy and welcomed her with open arms to her new home. 
Our relationship quickly started to get stronger and it was a big sign of commitment for the both of us. We would no longer get into arguments (except when none of us wanted to pick up our dog's waste that was under the bed) and raising two adorable dogs together enforced the idea that we are stronger together and generated so much more love in our home. Our dogs brought us closer by giving us a reason to spend more time together. It was apparent that we needed them as much as they needed us. 
After a year full of exciting adventures my relationship slowly started to feel like a chore. The dogs were now a year old and doing the same routine of having to take them for a walk, feed them, play with them did not seem too excited to my boyfriend anymore. “You take them for a walk. You feed them. You play with them.” became his typical response that led me to think that he no longer wanted to be part of this family. We started getting into arguments again which led us to say to each other things that we did not mean to say such as “I’m leaving you and I’m taking the dogs with me”. Of course that was a lie, or at least I thought it was. 
The week of midterms, I did not have time to take care of the dogs and the only thing that was on my mind was to study all day. I knew being at home was not the best place to study since the dogs were a big distraction to me so I stayed on campus with my phone on airplane mode. My boyfriend, also having to take care of his grades, was enraged that I did not help him with the dogs and caused us to have a huge and hurtful argument that night. 
The next morning I quickly dressed up and left for school to take my midterms. I kissed my dogs and whispered “I love you both. See you all later.” 

 They say having a dog is like raising a child. I never believed that until I got two of my own. Two beautiful, energetic and loving pugs. I loved them deeply. I never loved anybody else the way I loved them. 

· I no longer wanted to feed the dog, take them for walks, train them  to do tricks or give my undivided attention to them.

· It took me a year to get over them and when i lift the male dog up put him down again and smile (because i no longer felt love) 


