     Tamara Stepp was an eleven year old who lived in Hickory, North Carolina.  All her life her dream was to have a puppy of her very own… especially a little brown dachshund puppy.  She already had a name picked out.  She would call it “Cocoa.”

      Unfortunately, none of her family or friends thought she could handle one.  When Tamara asked her mom, she would say, “Tamara, having a dog is a very big responsibility.”  When she asked her dad, he said, “Now Tamara, you are too young to care for a dog.  You won’t feed and care for it.”  Even Tamara’s friends, Stephanie and Allisa agreed with her parents.  “Tamara you don’t know anything about dogs. You’re not ready to have a pet of your own,” they both told her. But these words gave Tamara an idea.  She would just have to prove to everyone that she could handle the responsibility of a pet.

     Tamara raced to Pet Kingdom, the local pet store.  With money she had saved from her allowance, she bought some really neat things: a leash, dogfood, fabric, paint, hook, and some wood and a book.  First, she made a pillow and blanket out of the purple fabric with pink cheetah spots on it. Next, she took all of her supplies over to Allisa’s house to work on her project.  She didn’t want to work on it at her house because she was positive her mom would say something like, “Tamara, what are you doing?” or “Tamara, where did you get all that stuff?”  In Alissa’s backyard she could work without those questions.  The girls took turns working.  Tamara built the doghouse, Alissa painted it.  Tamara put the pillow and blanket in the doghouse while Alissa screwed in the hook in the ground and put the leash on the hook.  After the paint dried, they took it to Stephanie’s basement until Tamara’s dad got home from work.  Finally Tamara went home to wait for her dad and read her book: Everything You Need to Know about Dachshunds.
     Soon the three girls carried the doghouse inside to show her family.  Tamara was just sure they would allow her to have a puppy now, after all she’d done to prove she was ready for a dog.  But, when she asked her parents again, all they said was “Maybe.”

Tamara stormed off mad, but in a few hours she went to apologize.  As she got closer, she overheard them saying they were getting her her favorite dog, the dachshund.  She was so excited; she had to tell her friends.  

     Once her friends knew, that’s all they talked about.  They talked about where it would sleep, and what she would name it.  Tamara knew that when dad came home from work there would be a  cage in the passenger seat with her new best friend in it.  When his car pulled in the driveway, she rushed out and found a cage with a blanket over it.  She peeped inside and found a little brown puppy sleeping. Tamara picked “Cocoa” up and carried him inside.  
     A few days later they brought Cocoa inside to sleep for the first time.  Even though they did not hear a sound from him, when they woke up there was newspaper, toilet paper, and chips scattered all over the floor.  Tamara cleaned up the mess all by herself and thought to herself, “Mom and Dad were right.  Keeping a dog is hard work, but I know I can do it!”  And she did.
