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I hope you like these books as much as I do. I had lots of dogs when I 
was a kid and my parents taught me to treat them as if they were part  
of the family. Dogs have feelings and they need to be looked after. 

I used to take my dog down to the park when I’d practise kicking the 
footy. We spent heaps of time together and both got lots of exercise. 

If you treat your dog right, it’ll be happy and healthy, and you’ll have  
lots of fun together.

Before you decide to get a dog, you need to make sure you can look 
after it properly. It’s important to give your dog plenty of food and clean 
drinking water, exercise and a nice, safe and comfortable place to sleep. 
If you don’t look after your dog, it can become sick. 

I want to make sure I teach my two girls, Frankie and Charlie, to love and 
look after animals. When they are old enough, I’ll read these books to 
them to teach them that dogs are an important part of our community, 
and they need to be treated with respect. 

I hope you enjoy reading about the adventures of the dog ‘Seven’ in these 
books and remember to look after your dogs like they’re your friends.

All the best.

Johnathan Thurston 
Rugby league player and co-captain of the North Queensland Cowboys
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Elder Stan  had been growling. His grandchildren wanted another puppy  

and he wasn’t happy with the way they looked after the animals they already  

had. He explained that dogs have feelings just like we do.

‘They feel pain, get hungry and can get lonely just like us. If you keep a dog,  

you have a  responsibility to care for it properly’, he said. 

 

DoGS Feel pain and HunGeR and need companionship.

‘Animals teach us things too. In the early days, animals were part of our 

Dreaming. We hunted them and they gave us food and clothing. We respected 

them and learned to take only what we needed to live’, said Elder Stan.

As the children moved in closer, Elder Stan leaned forward and said softly,  

‘I will tell you a story. A story about a dog called Seven. This story is as he  

would tell it. I want you young ones to see the other side of a dog’s life, how  

it lives, feels and thinks. Then you can tell me if you still want another puppy.’

When you See my hat above a word, turn to page 22, where I explain what the word meanS.
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G’day, my name is Seven. 

I don’t have an owner or a home—I live with my dog friends in  

the town.

My mob are known as the town dogs. Most nights we sleep under 

the local pier, and our days are busy just finding food. If we get up 

early, we sometimes get some small fish or bait left by people who 

went fishing the night before. This doesn’t happen every day, but 

we think it’s good when it does.



DogS need proper food. It iS dangerouS for dogS to eat 
fiShing ScrapS, aS the ScrapS could have hookS in them.
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There is always food at the rubbish tip, but that is off limits. It’s the camp  

dogs’ territory. Diesel, an old leather-backed dog, is their leader. Most of them 

are big, mean and ugly, with cuts on their skin and patches of hair missing. They 

smell bad too, and nobody wants to be their friends.

Another local mob are called the airport dogs because they live in the hills out 

near the airport. They eat birds and bats, and anything else they can find. We don’t 

see them often, only when they get desperate for food and come into town.

6



I didn’t always live with the town dogs. I was born at Old Sonia’s place. She was 

a nice lady, but she left to live at the old people’s home while I was still very 

young. Sonia’s son stayed to look after the place. He liked my mum but not us 

puppies. He would ask anyone that came by, ‘Do you want a pup?’

I was the seventh one to go—that’s why they named me Seven.

My new home was good for the first week, and then the people who took me 

started to argue about whose turn it was to give me food and water. Most of  

the time they forgot, and I often got very hungry and thirsty.

A family with a couple of kids lived next door, and  

they threw away a lot of food. If I wagged  

my tail and jumped on them, they usually  

gave me something to eat.
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Things started to go really wrong when I got fleas. Those fleas bit me all over 

and got into places I couldn’t scratch. One or two fleas are not bad, but when 

you get a whole mob of them it’s a nightmare. They drove me mad all day and all 

night. All I could do was scratch, and that’s when I got thrown out of the house.

I was six months old, no-one remembered to feed me and it was cold outside. 

The only warm place I could find was on the verandah.

There was a big, comfortable chair out there, so I slept on it for a while. Then 

the fleas moved into the chair, and when the old man of the house sat in it and 

started to scratch, he called me some terrible things. After that I was banned 

from the verandah.

Then I was freezing cold with nowhere to sleep and no food. It couldn’t  

get any worse!

FleaS muSt 
be treated aS 
they can make 
dogS and people 
very Sick.
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A dog needS food, 
water and Shelter 
every day. 
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One morning, as the kids went off to school, I decided to go with them. I got a big 

surprise when I got to the school—there were lots of dogs there! I even saw one 

of my brothers. I ran up to him and jumped all over him. He wagged his tail, so I 

knew he was happy to see me too.

The bell rang and the kids lined up, then went into the classrooms. The teachers 

shooed us away and closed the doors, leaving us outside.

‘That’s all right’, said my brother. ‘Soon they will be out for play lunch. If you act 

cute or do a trick, the kids give you something. And they always drop scraps. 

After that we go to the mall. People there drop food everywhere’, he said.
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‘You have to learn a few tricks, or you’ll go hungry. There are lots of us out here 

that don’t have owners. It’s tough not having someone to feed us, so we have to 

find a meal wherever we can’, he said.

‘Wow, you know a lot. Can you tell me how to get rid of these fleas?’ I asked.  

‘By the way, do you have a name?’

‘The kids used to call me Killer’, he answered.

‘But you’re not a killer. You don’t even get angry’, I said.

‘I know’, said Killer. ‘That’s why I don’t have a home. They wanted me to be a guard 

dog but I wasn’t vicious enough. So I got kicked out. As for the fleas, swimming in 

the ocean and then rolling in the sand helps a little ... you could try that ... or rolling 

in horse manure. But if you had an owner, they would get rid of the fleas for 

you’, he explained.

DogS are 
not allowed 
in School 
groundS.
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It was so good to see my brother’s friendly face again and to have such a 

good feeling of belonging.

We still wanted breakfast, so after play lunch we sniffed out the kids’ leftovers. 

Breakfast wasn’t great—only a couple of apples and half a sandwich. I don’t 

like apples, but when you’ve got nothing, anything starts to taste OK.

After breakfast, Killer and I went to the beach. We had a swim and rolled in the 

warm sand. He was right, it did seem to help with the flea stings, but it didn’t get 

rid of those nasty little creatures.
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Then we headed to the mall. It was full of dogs. I could see it was going to be 

hard to get food, so we just hid under a seat, waiting. This was not the best 

idea—we were walked on and stepped over, and sometimes even kicked.

After a long time, a boy threw half a pie on the ground. I saw it first and dived 

for it, but so did the biggest, ugliest, angriest dog I had ever seen. What could 

I do—grab the pie, make a dash for it and run as fast as I could? No—if the big 

fella got me, I would be chewed up. I backed off and let him have it.

‘Why did you back down?’ asked Killer.

‘He was big’, I answered.

‘At least you’re not silly’, he muttered.

DogS can get SeriouSly 
hurt when they FiGht, and 
So can people if they get 
too cloSe to the FiGht.
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Still hungry, we headed back to the beach. The other town dogs were lounging 

in the sun by a big rock. Killer called out ‘Hey!’ just to let them know it was him. 

One humungous dog, called Butch, yawned as he stretched and stood up. 

‘We just finished eating at the rubbish tip’, he said. ‘Diesel and his mob were off 

chasing fish, so we moved in.’

‘Brought my little brother to meet you. He’s homeless too. Seven is his name.’ 

‘What did you do to make them kick you out?’ one of the dogs asked. 

‘I got fleas’, I answered. 
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‘Is that all? Good owners would have got rid of them for you.’

‘I had a good owner once’, said Butch.

‘What’s a good owner?’ I asked. I felt a bit stupid for having to ask.

‘Well,’ said Butch, ‘they give you good food and clean water every day,  

a special place of your own to sleep and a bath to get rid of any fleas.’

‘How’s a bath going to do that?’ I asked.

‘They use special shampoo that kills fleas and then rinse it out with clean 

water’, he said. ‘Sometimes they pour medicine along your back instead to  

kill the fleas. It doesn’t smell so great, but it stops you scratching all the time.’

Good ownerS 
are reSponSible 
ownerS and 
look after their 
DogS properly.
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I wished I had a good owner. 

Still, I was happy that I had found my brother and new friend Butch. It was so 

good not to be alone and scared anymore.

We three ran along the beach and played in the water. Butch showed us how 

to catch fish. The fish weren’t all that big, but when we got lucky and caught 

one it helped to keep the pain of hunger away.

‘Have you checked out the old people’s home yet?’ Butch asked Killer. He hadn’t, 

so we set off to check out another place to find food.

‘I don’t have an owner, but it’s so good not to be alone’, I said to myself.

DogS are like people. They feel happy, they can get  
hurt and they can get Sick.
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Elder Stan sat back and sighed.

‘Now do you understand how dogs feel if they aren’t looked after?’ he 

asked his grandchildren.

‘Yes’, they replied. ‘They feel cold ... and hungry ... and thirsty ... and itchy ...  

and lonely ... and sad.’

‘That’s right’, said Elder Stan. ‘Also, they can get sick and hurt. If you have 

a dog, you must give it food, water and shelter. It needs all these things, 

and your company, to keep it healthy, happy and safe.’

‘What happened to Seven when he got older?’ asked one of the children.

‘That’, said Elder Stan, ‘is a story for another day.’

Dog ownerS are reSponSible for keeping  
their dogS healthy and happy.
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companionship the regular company of people or dogs

desperate having no other hope

fleas small insects that feed on animal blood; they can  

 spread diseases and their bites make animals 

 very itchy

growling scolding; telling someone you do not agree  

 with their actions

humungous very big

leather-backed rough and like leather, with no hair

mall a group of shops and other businesses, usually 

 with an open area that has seats for customers

medicine treatment to ease pain, prevent disease or help  

 recovery from disease

mob a group of people or animals
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off limits in an area where you are not allowed

old people’s home a place where older people live and are cared for

pier a structure that is built out from the shore over  

 water and is usually a landing place for boats

responsibility duty; a job that you must do

territory an area of land that an animal or group of 

 animals sees as their own

verandah a structure joined to the outside of a house  

 and covered by a roof
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Story inspired by Rae-Jon Bunting

Rae-Jon has spent most of her life as a farmer, livestock dealer, 
horse breeder and trainer. Now retired, she works harder than 
ever as a voluntary educator and animal welfare crusader in 
Indigenous communities. She is in regular contact with Indigenous 
communities, helping children learn how to look after their animals 
and assisting the community generally with animal welfare and 
management. 

Rae-Jon’s original story was the inspiration for this book.

Special thanks

To the Department of Agriculture and Fisheries production team: 
Ian Rodger and Chris Hollingdrake (coordinators); Matt Hopewell 
(manager); Samantha Castano (graphic designer); Tamsin Ainslie 
(illustrator); Amanda J Morgan and Robyn Wilkie (editors).

This project was an initiative of the Queensland Government with 
funding from the Australian Government under the Australian 
Animal Welfare Strategy.
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