
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
     

 

 

To my family, thank you for teaching me patience and perseverance.

      

    



  	
        
            
             

 

 

As the emergency occurs in the field, an uncommon animal partnership springs into action, using their instincts to think outside the box! 
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Chapter 1
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On this cool and rainy morning, sunlight glistens in pumpkin orange and deep red on droplets of water pooling on the ground. Then, an irritating ultrasonic sound is heard in the distance. It’s coming from the neighboring estate. 

Dae and I do not react to harsh sounds when on duty. We have been trained to stay in place, because Shepherd dogs need to remain watchful at all times, in all ways. This is how we earn our keep at the family farm.

My name is Knight. My sister is Dae (short for Sundae). 

The high-pitched noise radiates from a device used to drive away pesky birds. This sound bothers birds so much that they have no choice but to fly away. Humans aren’t affected by this high-pitched noise, because they can’t hear the sound. Only animals can. 

The owners of this farm, though, feel that this type of bird deterrent device is unnecessary. They prefer natural deterrents to harsh technology – hence, Dae’s and my job. 

Trained to follow orders and keep other animals safe, Dae and I are the ever-ready and nimble tag team duo nicknamed “The Do-Gooders.” We’re responsible for helping The TouJays farm staff maintain overall security.

Try saying “TouJays” ten times in a row and you hear a similar-sounding word: ‘Touché.’ The TouJays is primarily a successful blueberry and strawberry farm, but also sells fresh vegetables and honey from its own beehive. The first J stands for Jaycee, who is the wife of the second J, Jayson. The owners of these rolling hills and lush valleys are a second-generation farming family. 

Our dog trainer, Ms. Aimsley, commands us to follow a routine that keeps other animals safe. Each time we reach a new level in our training, Aimsley says, “You did good, Dae,” or “Good boy Knight, well done!” We have overheard Ms. Aimsley say many times to other humans, “You can just call me Aimsley. It’s not casual but less formal.” 

My sister and I perform most of the lessons our trainer asks us to, with few errors.  Aimsley is only here part-time because she helps train other working dogs for private clients. Puppies like us learn to imitate our first teachers – our moms, who help us develop survival skills and hone our senses. But Dae and I are orphan dogs. 

Losing our mom after birth meant we lost a natural role model to follow. Shortly after we were born, Aimsley was hired by Jaycee and Jayson to help train us from a very young age. 
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When looking back at our actual birthday, the credit should be given to two heroes who helped ensure our safe delivery into this world. Owen, the farm manager, and his son Enrique, the assistant manager/groundskeeper – always in dusty boots – noticed that our expecting mama Misty became restless one night. Misty had gone into a painfully drawn-out labor process. That wasn’t a problem for Owen, though; he’s a seasoned expert at delivering animals. 

Enrique and Owen prepped for the delivery on an overcast and frigid night. They began to lay out our receiving blankets, and warm water was nearby. After a few hours of loud panting, Misty had a body temperature below the healthy range for an expecting dog mom. She stretched painfully, and her eyes closed and opened often. 

“Dad, look at her. Is that normal? This is my first delivery with you by my side. I don’t want to mess up!” Enrique said to his dad. The situation had gone from easy-peasy to red alert. 

“Son, nothing good comes from losing your cool. But it looks like she is not doing well,” Owen replied. “We need to help deliver the litter sooner than expected. It’s a good idea to keep Misty comfortable.”  

Owen wrapped Misty in a warm blanket to ensure her body temperature stayed stable enough for the birthing. Sitting next to Misty, his hands stroking her head, Owen remembered another time that trickling beads of sweat had slid down his neck and landed on his collarbone. Years ago, on a hell of a hot midsummer night, Owen was in the stable to help Simone, a farm horse, with her first delivery. The birth process for mares (female horses) usually happens overnight to early morning, and is called “foaling.” 

Owen and Jayson, the farm’s owner, were the foaling attendants that night. They paced back and forth like expecting fathers. 

“Sir, patience is all that is needed for now,” Owen quietly told Jayson, in an attempt to him calm down. “Unless there is a reason to call a veterinarian, humans only need to be quiet observers. Simone has a clean stall with plenty of straw bedding. Mother nature will take care of the rest.”  

Jayson nodded and turned to walk away, but after a few minutes, he walked over and took another peek. 

“I’m going to look again and again until I see something happen,” he said, hoping Owen could hear him at the other end of the barn. “My wife Jaycee and I care about and love all our animals at this farm so much. They are family.” 

Owen clearly heard the mutter and walked back. “Well, I understand your concern, sir. But again, remember that mares prefer privacy.” 

Owen realized his sweaty forehead came from babysitting Jayson, rather than the horse! 

When the time came, Jayson grabbed the edge of the stall door for balance. He melted upon seeing the birth. “Oh dear me!” he gasped, hands across his chest. 

Like a celebrity making an entrance, the foal was born. The foal attempted to stand but fell. Its mom licked it clean until it stood tall. 

Owen and Jayson wrapped things up and left for the night. The barn was quiet enough for Simone and her newborn foal to rest. Soon after, a horse head poked out of the opposite stall door in an emotional cry: “I am a father! You are a mother! We did it.” It’s Terry, his front legs in the air and hay streaming down like confetti. Terry was Simone’s husband, and a new proud papa. The parents’ joy was on display, because fate was kind in every way.

Owen smiled, remembering. 

But for poor Misty, tonight in the stable, it was a different scene altogether. Misty was a Shepherd dog, not a horse. There was a cold, foreign feeling in his gut. 

“Enrique! Son, try to be on the lookout just in case things go sideways.” 

“It’s Misty, Dad. The luckiest dog ever! She survived an attack, and she’s a great guard dog beloved by everyone,” Enrigue reminded his dad. “Remember, if needed, I can put the E in EMS – Enrique Medical Services!” 

A few prayerful hours later, my sister was born first, and not far behind, I came into this world. The warm and fluffy receiving blankets were our first emotional imprint on objects, and we also imprinted on the humans that would stay with us forever. The second lifelong memory was of our names whispered in our ears by Enrique. 

“Her coat color looks like a melted sloppy sundae in the heat,” he said, “a gooey chocolate and vanilla...and Dad, look at this next pup kicking and screeching. His eyes are closed, and he’s showing no fear.” 

“Awww, son, he’s protecting his sister by placing one paw on her forehead.”

“We will call you Dae, little lady,” Enrique said. “And you’re your sister’s protector, Knight.” 

Father and son noticed Misty did not do what mom dogs generally liked to do after giving birth: lick their pups all over to clean their coats. Owen’s many years of experience told him something was off. Now, he understood that foreign feeling in his stomach – a possible unexpected loss.
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Complications following the delivery turned happy faces into heartbroken ones. Owen and Enrique were saddened to see Misty, our birth mom, not make it that night. 

“Dad, I want to gently pet Misty’s fur one last time before saying goodbye,” Enrique said. His heart was crushed; it was his first delivery and his first loss. “You’ll be greatly missed, girl.” 

Teary-eyed, Owen slowly walked over, cradling us puppies in our blankets. He was giving the other animals in the stable an opportunity to see and smell Dae and me up close. 

Another emotional imprint came after Owen stopped by the horse stall. Terry, the eldest horse on the farm, welcomed us by raising his head up and down in approval. His wife, the lovely Simone, repeated the heartfelt welcome. A flock of geese, which the farm considered weed control, puckered up next. 
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