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The bond with a true dog is as lasting as the ties of this earth will ever be.


~Konrad Lorenz





We were newlyweds and cash was tight, so Genie and I moved into our first — and what would turn out to be our only — house under a rent-to-own arrangement. Of course, if we decided not to buy the house, we’d be required to move out, leaving it in the same condition as when we’d moved in. Problem was, no one told Ruby that was the deal.


Ruby was a red-and-white Border Collie, which is rare; most Border Collies are black-and-white. When I say red, I really mean chestnut. That’s important because Genie also had striking, chestnut-colored hair. Genie’s hair was long and glorious, and it really flamed red when the sun hit it.


Maybe their shared color was why Genie picked Ruby from a litter of eight.


Ruby was only six weeks old and not much larger than a guinea pig when she first stepped into the house. She seemed far too young and way too small to be making decorating decisions. Yet she started assessing the house. The only thing she lacked was a clipboard.


Now assessing and acting are two different things, so we didn’t worry about it initially. But Ruby started making changes without consulting us. Maybe she knew we’d object, and Border Collies don’t like being told they’re wrong. Ruby lived up to the notion that Border Collies are the smartest dog breed. She had no problem outfoxing us.


Even before the candles on her “Welcome Home” cake had burned out, Ruby had taken down wallpaper and removed copious amounts of wood trim. She started in unused rooms that were out of our flight path. We simply didn’t see what she was doing.


She slept under a certain bed in a spare room. She removed the carpet under that bed, but only when Genie and I were out of the house. We never figured out why. Was the carpet too soft… or did it make her sneeze?


Neither Genie nor I loved the house. It wasn’t a style we would have bought, but because of Ruby’s “changes,” we did buy it. We had to. It would have cost too much to fix all that she had, uh, changed. Did we discipline her? No. We merely acquiesced, and we wound up staying in that house for the rest of our marriage, some twenty years. We made it our house, with even more of Ruby’s “decorating” assistance. Looking back on it, I see it was one of the smartest things we ever did.


Ruby had other peculiar traits, such as chasing flying geese. Not cats, dogs or geese milling around on the ground. Nope. It had to be flying geese, those already in the air. It started in our unfenced back yard one day when a skein of geese flew overhead. They squawked, which caught Ruby’s attention. In a flash of red, she took off and kept running, even with us calling and chasing her. She ran as fast as the wind. We lost sight of her as she ran through the woods behind our house.


She always came back after her fruitless goose chases. And she never gave up, even when she got older and arthritis moved into her joints.


One day, Genie asked, “Doesn’t she realize she’s not going to catch them? Why does she keep running so hard? It’s got to hurt.”


I thought a minute. “I don’t think it’s about catching them. I think they’re a guide.”


“For what?”


“Maybe it’s about getting to the other side of the horizon,” I said. “Maybe if we can get there, we can leave this world behind and know peace.”


“What? Like heaven? If only,” Genie said.


A few years later, Genie was diagnosed with breast cancer. After having a mastectomy and enduring chemotherapy, she was declared cancer-free. We kept our fingers crossed.


A year later, Ruby died, with no indication that anything was wrong. She simply dropped dead. In fact, the day before she’d run after the geese that flew by.


Genie and I had seen other dogs get sick and die. We knew how ugly things could get, protracted and painful. But like with everything else involving Ruby, she did it her way. There was no lingering or suffering. She just blew past all that.


Occasionally, Genie and I talked about Ruby’s life and death. Genie would say, “Maybe Ruby wanted to make sure she knew the route to take. You know, to get to heaven.” Genie had never been a big believer in religion, but having cancer changed things.


A few years later, Genie’s cancer came back. It was now an aggressive killer. All the treatments failed.


On the afternoon she started hospice, I found Genie standing at the window. She always had to see nature.


Without turning, she said, “I haven’t seen any flying geese in a long time.”


She was right. We’d been having a brutally hot summer, and the geese that were still around were hunkered down at the river, trying to stay cool.


She said, “If Ruby were here, she’d find the geese, and she’d make them fly. Then I’d know which way to go.”


The next morning, with Genie in a wheelchair, we went for a walk. It was early, around 6:30. Though there’s light in the sky then, there are many more shadows, and maybe a hint of surprise.


I walked Genie through the garden and stopped at the edge of a large, wide lawn. I situated the wheelchair so Genie would have a view of the distant horizon as it changed colors from dark indigo blue to a softer daytime hue.


Taking a seat next to her, I took her hand and stared at the horizon. I was wishing, hoping, and praying.


Then it came. A noise from behind. Far at first, then closer. A rhythmic whooshing sound. Geese flew so close over our heads that we could have reached up and touched their goose-down bellies.


Softly, Genie said, “Ruby.”


The geese flew into the most peaceful of early morning blues.


Behind, in the eastern sky, the direction from which the geese had come, the sun had burst into the sky. It came in with startling color. Oranges, yellows, and reds. But would anyone argue if I said I saw some chestnut sprinkled in?


— David Weiskircher —
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Dogs have a way of finding the people who need them, filling an emptiness we don’t even know we have.


~Thom Jones





I grew up in the city, so moving to the country with my fiancé, Dillon, was a challenge. He was working away from home two weeks at a time.


I had a cat I loved, but I wanted the companionship of a dog. However, I still worked in the city and was gone from home at least ten hours a day. It would be irresponsible to get a dog.


So, I did what many people do when they are a bit lonely and can’t have a dog: I started volunteering at the local Humane Society. I wanted to interact with the dogs, but with my work schedule and experience, the volunteer coordinator decided that I was better suited to work at the front desk. Every Tuesday, I filed, answered phones, greeted visitors, and helped families begin the adoption process.


I got to know some of the adoption counselors. Many of them had adopted from the shelter. They would say the same thing: “You love all the animals that come through, but sometimes one will grab your heart, and you realize you have no choice but to adopt it.”


I had been volunteering for more than a year when a couple walked in with a sad, scared, and sick one-year-old Boxer/Collie mix. Her name was Bella, and one look at her ripped my heart wide open. The couple who were surrendering her had tried to take care of her after their neighbors moved away and left her behind.


After a few weeks, Bella was healthy enough to be put out on the adoption floor. My heart sank. Bella had scored incredibly well on her behavior test; she was good with cats, kids and other dogs. She was the trifecta of adoptability.


After I promised to bring her a coffee the following week, the adoption supervisor let me in to visit Bella after the building closed. I stayed with her for fifteen minutes, trying to convince myself that it still wasn’t a great time to get a dog. Anyway, Dillon had just left for two weeks, so he couldn’t meet her. The Humane Society had a rule that potential adopters had to spend time with the dog at the shelter before they could be approved.


I couldn’t ask for special treatment just because I volunteered there. And it really wasn’t the right time to adopt a dog. But when I returned the following Tuesday with the promised coffee, I ran to see if Bella was still there. She was. I had another visit with her and said goodbye, knowing deep down that it was for good.


For months, all I talked about was Bella — how she had been my first case of love at first sight and how I wondered if I would ever feel that way about another dog.


That spring, Dillon took a job where he no longer had to work away from home. One Saturday in June, we were grocery shopping in the city when we saw that a local rescue was putting on a dog adoption fair. We walked over and met a few dogs, but none of them was a fit for us. We decided to drive over to the Humane Society. I looked at the adoptable dogs on their website as we were driving and saw a dog named Penelope who reminded me of Bella. We arrived and asked to meet her.


An adoption counselor I had never met before took us into a shared office and started reading us Penelope’s file. Halfway in, I turned to an adoption counselor I knew, who was working at the desk beside us, and said, “This sounds like Bella’s file from back in December.” He nodded and said, “Yeah. It is Bella; they just changed her name.”


I started to cry. This was my love-at-first-sight dog. I didn’t understand why she had been given up for a third time, and I didn’t care. We knew we were taking her home with us before Dillon even met her. I cried the entire way home with Bella in the back seat happily hanging her head out the window. And I cried again when we called our families to tell them we were doggy parents.


Now, two and a half years later, she is sitting beside me on the couch, trying to lick my face because she doesn’t understand that the tears on my face are happy tears. We should have stopped and bought a lottery ticket the day of her adoption, because it was the luckiest day of our lives.


— AJ (Cross) Nunes —
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He is your friend, your partner, your defender, your dog. You are his life, his love, his leader. He will be yours, faithful and true, to the last beat of his heart.


~Author Unknown





My grandmother Nina greeted me at the door when I returned from school. Wrapping her arms around me, she explained, “Your daddy is very sick. While you were at school today, an ambulance came and took him to the hospital.”


While I cried in her arms, our Boxer, Buddy, sat beside us waiting to be of service. Eventually, I slipped to the floor and buried my face in his warm fur. His dark eyes looked sad, too. Buddy was more than just a pet. He was a family member, and he was missing Daddy, too.


As I walked home from school the next day, I knew my father would still be in the hospital. Mama would have to go to work every day, but in the evenings she would keep watch at Daddy’s side. I prayed for good news. Maybe he would be coming home soon. In the meantime, Nina, Buddy, and I would wait together.


Turning the knob of the big oak door, I called out, “Nina, Buddy, I’m home!”


Silence greeted me.


I’d expected the thunderous sound of Buddy galloping to the door. There should have been a deep yelp of excitement, too, as he ran toward me, ready to shower me with after-school kisses and drool.


Only my grandmother crept quietly into the room, though, with tears in her eyes.


“Is Daddy okay? Where’s Buddy?” I asked, my voice cracking with fear at the sight of Nina crying.


“Your daddy is still in the hospital, but I’m sure he’s getting better,” she said. “Buddy, though…”


“Is he outside?” I asked, running through the house to look out the back door.


Buddy’s world was limited to the house and a large, fenced-in back yard. He was a giant of a dog, much too big for me to walk. Mama and Daddy worked so much that they didn’t have time to take him on walks. I couldn’t ever remember Buddy riding in the car either. If he wasn’t in the house, he had to be in the back yard. There was simply no other place he could be.


“He’s not here,” my grandmother said softly. “We don’t know where he is.”


“Buddy!” I shrieked, and then dissolved into tears.


That evening was cold and lonely. Buddy was absent from his usual corner in the kitchen while Nina and I ate dinner. I played with my food as I stared at Buddy’s empty corner. Later, I stretched out on the floor to watch television before bedtime. Normally, Buddy would be stretched alongside me, keeping me warm in the winter and making me hot in the summer. Buddy had simply been there my whole life. Now, my best friend in the world and lifelong companion was gone.


The next day, I walked home from school slowly. It was hard to be excited about coming in from the cold when my daddy was in the hospital and my dog was nowhere to be found. As I turned the corner onto our street, I saw Mama’s car in the driveway. She wasn’t supposed to be home until visiting hours at the hospital were over, which was after my bedtime. Filled with uncertainty, I ran the rest of the way home and up the steps to the front door.


“Mama!” I called out as I burst inside.


In response, I heard a thudding of paws pounding on the hardwood floors, followed by the excited yelp I knew so well. Buddy ran to me. My face was soon drenched as I cried tears of happiness, while Buddy showered me with kisses.


“I’m not sure who missed who the most,” Mama said as she came into the room.


“Did Buddy find his way home all by himself?” I asked.


“Not exactly,” Mama said. “Wash your hands and face. I’ll tell you about it over a snack at the table. You’re going to need to sit down to hear this.”


I ran through the house, with Buddy once again in his natural place as my oversized shadow. Returning to the kitchen in record time, I sat in a chair, with Buddy leaning against me. His normal spot in the corner of the kitchen was simply too far away for either of us at the moment.


“This afternoon, your grandmother received a call saying that someone had found Buddy,” Mama said. “She phoned me at work, and I left right away to pick him up.”


“That’s great!” I exclaimed. “It’s a good thing we had our phone number on his tags. Was he far away?”


“I suppose that depends on your point of view,” Mama said.


“I don’t understand.”


Nina and Mama were sitting on either side of me at the table, smiling. Buddy had slid down to the floor and was sleeping beneath my chair. He was obviously exhausted from his outing.


“You know Daddy is at the Veterans Hospital,” Mama began.


“I know. He went there in an ambulance the other day while I was at school,” I replied, confused by the turn our conversation was taking.


Mama nodded at the massive lump of fur and jowls beneath my chair. “That’s where Buddy was found. He was sitting outside the hospital door, apparently hoping someone would let him in.”


“Buddy went all the way to the hospital? To see Daddy? How?”


“I have no idea how he tracked your father there, but he did,” Mama mused, bending down to scratch Buddy’s favorite spot just behind his ears. “We’ll never know the details of his little adventure.”


“It simply baffles me,” Nina said. “Not only is it quite a distance, but your father rode to the hospital in an ambulance! There couldn’t possibly be a scent to track.”


Mama replied, “Buddy may not have had much of a scent to follow, but he didn’t need it. He had other guiding forces, like sheer determination and love.”


— Linda Kinnamon —
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This is not a goodbye, my darling, this is a thank you.


~Nicholas Sparks





Heidi came flying out of a thick stand of mountain laurel and pounced — scaring me to death and almost knocking me over. Smokey followed, charging me before turning and pushing away her sister. Standing on their hind legs, their front legs pawing my shoulders and each other, they danced circles around me, vying for my attention as we inched toward my neighbor’s house where they lived.


As many times as I’d watched the pair, I should have been ready for their welcoming antics. However, my brilliant “grand-dogs” loved to hide in the woods and never would attack from the same place twice.


Why were they my “grand-dogs?” Our mutt, Honus, had fathered the dogs with a purebred, short-haired German Shepherd. While Heidi looked like her mom, Smokey had shaggy brown-and-black hair and larger ears. Our family adored them and got to spend a lot of time taking care of them over the years. We loved them as much as our own dogs.


Along with their traditional welcome attack, my grand-dogs had a farewell custom. Heidi would sit, kiss me goodbye, and then watch her sister walk me home down the long gravel driveway. “Come on, girl, come with us,” I’d say, but Heidi always refused.


Smokey would stay by my side until her invisible-fence collar beeped. Then she’d sit, kiss me goodbye, and watch me walk the rest of the way. Once I turned left, out of sight, she’d let out a mournful howl.


When Smokey lost her battle with cancer years later, her death devastated Heidi, who was now alone during the long hours our neighbors were away at work. When the neighbor told me they couldn’t do anything to make Heidi happy and they wanted to put her to sleep, my heart skipped a beat. I’d already lost one grand-dog. I couldn’t imagine losing another.


Since I was home, I promised to visit Heidi several times throughout the day. We played. I spoiled her with treats and gave her a lot of love. Heidi and I grew closer than ever, and she seemed much better.


Every time I left Heidi, I had high hopes that she’d take Smokey’s place and walk home with me. I always pleaded, but to no avail.


Months later, my neighbors had to leave town unexpectedly for an extended period. There wasn’t time to board Heidi, and they couldn’t take her with them. For months, I’d visited throughout the day, so it wasn’t a big deal for me to care for her in the evenings.


For several weeks, I watched Heidi day and night. She seemed sassier than ever, but she still wouldn’t walk me home.


On the night my neighbors were due back, I did my usual routine with Heidi. For the first time since Smokey’s death, I did not ask her to walk me home. I’d decided that it wasn’t fair of me to expect her to take Smokey’s place.


I gave her my usual love and kisses; Heidi kissed me back, and I turned to leave.


This time, Heidi stood and walked by my side, in the same touching way that Smokey had always done. I should have jumped for joy, but I had the feeling something wasn’t right. Heidi looked chipper, but when I searched her eyes, I knew in my heart that Heidi was saying goodbye.


Although this made no sense, I’d had enough otherworldly experiences with animals to trust the feeling in my gut.


When her collar beeped, we sat on the gravel and held each other tight. Heidi licked the tears that streamed down my face. I thanked her for being such a loving dog, told her I’d miss her, and asked her to give Smokey my love. Still, I hoped I was wrong. We snuggled together until I could get up the courage to leave. When I turned the corner, out of sight, Heidi let out a mournful “Smokey howl” that sent chills down my spine.


The following day, our hearts broke all over again when our neighbors drove Heidi to the pet hospital. Later, they phoned to tell us that Heidi had passed away from the same cancer that took her sister.


I was devastated, but I also found great comfort in knowing that Heidi and Smokey were together again. Most of all, I felt grateful that Heidi had walked me home for the first and last time so we could say our goodbyes.


— Jill Burns —
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Angels appear in many different forms to hold your hand through the difficult times.


~Doreen Virtue





In 1972, I was spending the summer in Passau, Germany, studying at the Goethe-Institut. Passau is a lovely little city that sits on the border between Germany and Austria right at the confluence of the Inn, the Ilz, and the Danube rivers in a hilly part of southern Bavaria. From the tops of the cliffs above the rivers, one can see three bands of color floating downstream for several miles. The flower-filled garden of the institute sits on one of those hills, and the views from there are breathtaking.


One particular evening, though, I wasn’t thinking about the view. I’d stayed late that night for one of the cultural activities the institute puts on for its students. Feeling warmed by conversation and a couple of the excellent local brews, I was ready to walk the two miles home. Normally, walking around a city in Germany, even today, is safe for single women regardless of the time of night because lots of locals are out, and there’s an active police presence on foot, even in the quieter parts of town. People stop and talk to each other. So, I thought nothing of setting off on my own through the mild summer night to get back to the house I shared with several other students.


I set off at a brisk pace, enjoying the night sounds and scents. My path took me through one of the more tired parts of town, with lots of cheap restaurants and Kneipen (pubs) that serve food and lots of beer. Normally, I just walked through, nodding to people on the street, and would make my way home without a problem. But this night, as I walked past one of the Kneipen, four young men noticed me wobbling past in my short skirt and platform shoes. They called out a few rude things, but I ignored them and kept walking. Instead of ducking back into the Kneipe, they came out and started to follow me. I walked faster, but so did they. I turned up and down a few streets, hoping to lose them, but they followed me like Bloodhounds.


After the fourth or fifth turn, I knew I was in trouble and started praying more fervently than I had in a long time. The young men were catcalling and jogging to catch up with me as I was almost at a run now. Suddenly, from one of the darkened yards along the residential street, a huge German Shepherd came bounding out. He was barking excitedly, wagging his tail, and circling me like he’d been waiting for me to come home. I slowed down to pet the dog, who licked my hands repeatedly. Then I started walking again — but this time, the dog fell in beside me. If I sped up, so did he; if I slowed down, he did, too.


Now, I’d never been a huge dog lover (big dogs especially tended to scare me), but at that point I could have hugged that dog. What was even more unusual was that dogs were not allowed to run free in German cities. Where had he come from? And why did he act as if I were a long-lost friend?


The young men spotted the dog, slowed to a walk, and then turned down the street at the next corner. I was relieved and expected the dog to get tired of my company and go home, but he didn’t. In fact, he walked beside me, close enough so I could rest my hand on his massive head, up and down those hills and along all the winding streets until I got to my door. He walked with me for at least half an hour.


As we approached my door, I slowed down to pull my key out of my purse. The dog kept his pace and walked right past my house without even looking at me. I watched him vanish into the darkness as if he’d never existed.


Coincidence? Or divine intervention? I know what I think.


— Deborah Kellogg —
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If you have a dog, you will most likely outlive it; to get a dog is to open yourself to profound joy and, prospectively, to equally profound sadness.


~Marjorie Garber





Everyone saw it — the way he looked at me, followed me everywhere, hung on my every word. Strangers looked at us and said things like, “You only get one like that,” or “He’s a keeper,” or “Look at the way he looks at you! His eyes never leave your face.” Even my husband Matty reminded me regularly that I would “only get one Jack.”


Jack was a rescue dog with a propensity for digging up moles in our back yard. He always looked like he was smiling and he wagged his tail whether he was excited, happy, or impatient.


We unexpectedly lost Jack a year ago. Two days before, he had been out walking as usual with me and our Beagle, Sadie. But then, after two emergency trips to the vet for his sudden illness, Jack made a nest for himself under our shed. I texted our primary vet, filled her in on the latest details, and asked for her honest, professional opinion.


“I think it’s time,” her text read.


Crying, I put my arm around Jack. He stood beside me, squinting in the sun, wagging his tail the way he always did no matter how he felt.


Less than an hour later, Jack was lying on a cold table draped in a blue blanket, with the hairs of other dogs stuck in the fibers. He trembled. I squatted, my face level with his front paws, my hands on his shoulders. I talked to him. I sang to him. I told him not to be scared. I lifted my face to look into his eyes. He held my gaze until his eyes glazed over, and he gently lowered his head. I rested my forehead on the edge of the table. After a moment, I stood, pressed my face into the fur on the back of his neck and inhaled deeply. I would miss his warmth, his softness, his smell.


Three days later, I went for a run. Jack and I had taken a walk every single morning, no matter what. He, Sadie, and I would eat breakfast, and then Jack and I would head out. Sadie would join us if it wasn’t too dark, too early, or too cold, by her standards.


Without Jack, my morning routine felt disjointed. I was awake. I had eaten. But Jack wasn’t there to walk. So, I laced up my shoes and stepped out into the cerulean morning. Alone.


Half a mile into my run, a black sock on the shoulder of the road stopped me in my tracks. The sense that Jack was with me was overwhelming. First thing every morning Jack had stood patiently in front of my dresser, waiting for me to give him a pair of socks. He’d run around the house, the socks in his mouth, until his breakfast was ready. Every afternoon when I got home from work, Jack rooted around in my gym bag to find a sock to parade around the back yard. Matty and I were forever finding our missing socks out there.


In this moment, in the quiet predawn when I would have been out walking Jack, he was with me.


The next day, Matty, Sadie, and our friends traveled to the Northern Neck. It was the first weekend we would be there without Jack. As I walked Sadie with my friend Ashley and her dogs, I looked down. There, on the sidewalk, was a single green sock.


Two days later, Ashley and I took our dogs to Pony Pasture. It was the first time Sadie and I would walk those trails without Jack. Eleven days before, he had walked them with us. We were almost there when something caught my eye on a tree: a white sign with pink-and-red hearts. It said “Be Kind” in bold black letters — and I had seen the same sign at the emergency vet.


About a week later, I was at the Richmond SPCA, where Jack and I had completed several agility classes. As I sat in the lobby with Sadie and Matty, I looked up. There, above the reception desk, was the same sign I had seen at the vet and Pony Pasture: “Be Kind.” Jack was with me.


Another week went by, and I met my family at a local diner for brunch. Outside the entrance, I saw a stone with a dog painted on it — a dog that looked like Jack. When I walked inside, the floor mat bore the same canine likeness. I glanced around the restaurant. Over the bar hung the sign: “Be Kind.”


After we ate and paid, my family walked me to my car. As I got in and closed the door, I looked up to see the back of my dad’s T-shirt. “You Should Know Jack,” the lettering said. And I did. Jack and I shared an understanding that transcended words.


A vet Jack had seen several years before had commented on how in-tune Jack and I were. Strangers approached me to comment on the way Jack watched me. Matty always said, “I have known people with dogs and had dogs all my life, and I have never seen anything like what you and Jack have.” If any dog could find a way to communicate with me, Jack would be that dog.


Recently, out for a run, I came across some neighbors walking their dogs. I crouched down to pet the dogs. As I talked, I heard myself say, “When Matty and I walked Jack and Sadie earlier…” I stopped. “Well, Sadie.” The conversation waned, and one of the dogs wandered off to sniff something in the grass alongside the road. I stood to see what it was. A sock. I started running again and knew Jack was there, too.


— Amanda Sue Creasey —
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I am joy in a wooly coat, come to dance into your life, to make you laugh!


~Julie Church





I stared at the photograph my daughter had e-mailed me and shook my head. Had my daughter lost her mind? “What a stupid time to adopt a dog!” I shouted to the rest of my family.


With all the chaos that COVID-19 had caused, my daughter was already overwhelmed with troubles. School had let out for the year, leaving her with a nine-year-old at home and no babysitter. Her job position fell under the heading of “essential employee,” which meant she still had to frequent the office and expose herself to co-workers who refused to take suggested precautions. What made it even worse was that she and my grandson had serious health issues, which made them more vulnerable should they come down with the virus.


To top it all off, Amy already owned two dogs: Murphy, a fourteen-year-old Golden Retriever, and Koda, a rambunctious two-year-old Siberian Husky. Amy had sworn she wouldn’t adopt more dogs, but instead of voicing my disapproval, I decided to bite my tongue and try to sound positive.


I e-mailed her back: “Cute puppy. What’s the story?”


Amy phoned me right away. “Well, it all started with our cruise,” she said.


“Cruise?”


“I was looking forward to taking my first cruise at the end of April to Cozumel, Mexico. Well, thanks to the pandemic, they’ve canceled it.”


“So, you decided to get a puppy since you couldn’t go on your cruise?” I teased.


“No, but I thought it might be fun to look… you know, take our minds off our troubles. We had no intention of bringing home a dog.”


“Right,” I said, wondering what had gone through her mind. Even I knew that once you looked, you’re usually hooked.


Amy proceeded to bring me up to date on her elderly dog, Murphy. Instead of acting like his usual laidback self, he had suddenly turned into a crotchety, old dog.


Murphy and Koda had always been buddies, but that had changed. Now, the old dog wanted nothing to do with Koda. Koda had spent his puppy years glued to Murphy. Losing Murphy’s friendship had depressed Koda so much that he had started moping around the house.


Of course, I wondered if the wise and elderly Murphy could sense his human family’s anxiety during the pandemic. After all, dogs are sensitive creatures and extremely in touch with their humans’ emotional state. Perhaps Murphy was suffering, too.


After explaining the details, my daughter assured me that since adopting the puppy, Murphy no longer had to worry about Koda annoying him. Koda’s depression had vanished since he had a new playmate. And, of course, getting a new puppy thrilled my grandson.


The longer I listened to Amy chatter on about her newest family member, the more I realized that something remarkable had taken place. The strain and stress in my daughter’s voice had disappeared.


Her bouncy tone sent me reeling back to a darker time in my life when my three young children and I had found ourselves living in a strange town, penniless, hungry, and not knowing a soul. Even though it made no sense at all, I adopted an adorable black-and-white puppy whom the children named Oreo. Despite our troubles, this little bundle of love brought us hope and a lot of joy during an impossible downhill time.


I could hear Amy singing the same song I had sung so many years ago. There was joy in her voice as she described the puppy’s hilarious antics. Amy described his adorable eyes, floppy ears, puppy breath, and soft, fat belly. Even I reaped the benefits when my daughter’s newfound happiness sent my spirits soaring!


Without even trying, this lovable pandemic puppy had already spread more magic and bliss around than any cruise ever could, filling Amy’s family with nothing but love and sunshine during an uncertain and frightening time. Obviously, I’d made a big mistake. My daughter could not have picked a more perfect time to bring home a puppy!


— Jill Burns —
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Dogs are not our whole life, but they make our lives whole.


~Roger Caras





When I lost my canine running companion Joan (a gorgeous Lab/Great Dane mix), I was heartbroken. Joan and I ran the greenbelt trails of Houston for twelve years before lymphoma first slowed her down and then claimed her life.


Joan’s story didn’t end when she slipped from this world to the next. Two months after her death, in the middle of a rainstorm, she sent two underfed strays to the door of the office where I work — a young and bouncy Boxer and an old Lab with gray around her muzzle and on her paws. They were both underfed, but the Lab was far more malnourished than the Boxer. “They are a bonded pair,” a co-worker said. He’d seen them running loose through the neighborhood for a while now.


Looking at their age disparity — and the Boxer’s energy level — it occurred to me that, in order for them to stay together, either the Lab was really pushing herself or the Boxer was slowing down from time to time so the Lab could catch up. It was touching either way.


“People have tried to catch them,” the co-worker remarked, “but they never could.”


That day, they were ready to be caught.


As I leaned down from my place at the office door to look closer at the two in front of me, the Lab looked up at me with soft brown eyes shining from her beat-up, old body — and I felt it. The commission.


As I gazed into her eyes, I knew that Joan had sent them. It came over me in a flash. I knew I would look hard for the owners but not find them. I knew the dogs would not have microchips. And I knew that I would keep them.


Even though my heart was still hurting from the loss of Joan, I knew she wanted me to take them in and care for them. And so, I accepted the commission.


I will care for the old Labby and do right by her, I told myself. The funny, bouncy Boxer will be my reward. Turns out, I got that part wrong.


As we fed and loved Lilly the Lab, she loved us back so much. She lay at my side in the study when I wrote. She slept by my bed at night. She accompanied my husband outside for his early morning coffee and slipped away from my bedside late at night to sit with my son while he watched Netflix.


When I took Lilly to the veterinarian to check for a microchip and get a physical exam, the vet said Lilly had had many litters of puppies and a “rough life.” She was also in chronic renal failure. We shouldn’t expect much, he cautioned kindly. But Lilly the Lab got better and better anyway. She got so much better that she was able to accompany me on the greenbelt, running through puddles and sniffing trees. I could hardly keep up with her! A year flew by, and that year was so wonderful that I forgot all about her former rough life and the chronic renal failure. Lilly forgot all about it, too.


So, I was taken aback when the chronic renal failure took a sudden, nasty, fatal turn. I was stunned to discover that my heart could break again over a love I had known for only a year.


And that’s when I came to understand that the funny, bouncy Boxer was not my reward for caring for Lilly. Lilly was my reward for taking care of Lilly.


I loved that dog, and she loved me. She became a joy in my life.


When the dogs showed up on our office doorstep, I thought I was being given a commission to take care of Lilly — and I was — but I was also given a gift.


— Kelly Frances Hanes —
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Miracles happen every day. Not just in remote country villages or at holy sites halfway across the globe, but here, in our own lives.


~Deepak Chopra





Late one evening, I noticed that Lazarus, my beloved German Shepherd, was not acting like himself. He began pacing and whining, and just couldn’t settle down to get comfortable. When he started to vomit, my husband and I knew a trip to the emergency vet was in order.


I arrived at the emergency clinic with Lazarus at 11:30 p.m. Vitals were taken, and he appeared to be stable. However, my boy continued to show signs of abdominal discomfort. So, we decided that X-rays were needed. The results were inconclusive and sent off to a radiologist for analysis. The doctor felt that Lazarus might need surgery and recommended he be kept overnight in case the radiologist confirmed her suspicions. I agreed to leave him at the clinic in hopes his discomfort would pass by morning without the need for any further treatment. The doctor assured me that she would call regardless of the time if there was any change or Lazarus needed to go into surgery.


All I could do was go home and wait. It was one of the longest drives home I had ever experienced. I began to pray as I lay on my bed. Lazarus is a huge part of our family. He is loyal, protective, and has an extreme ability to solve problems. He sired a litter of puppies, and some are now serving as search-and-rescue dogs.


“God, I absolutely love this dog. He is very special to me and my whole family. My children will be devastated if anything happens to him. Please, please help him pull through,” I pleaded.


Next thing I knew, my phone rang. It was the doctor at the clinic. My heart sank, and I found myself kneeling on the floor with the news about Lazarus’s condition. The doctor told me that she had started his abdominal surgery and discovered that Lazarus had mesenteric torsion (twisting of the intestines). This diagnosis has nearly a 100% mortality rate, and his chances of survival were not very good. She had done her best to revive his large intestine for nearly an hour, but it was not regaining its color, meaning it wasn’t getting proper blood flow. She advised that we euthanize him while he was still under anesthesia since his colon was still very compromised.


Shock took over as I found myself giving verbal permission to put down my dog. My voice trembled when I spoke, knowing the next time I would see him, he would be in a wooden box that would be buried under our fruit tree in the back yard.


There was nothing I could do about it… or was there? Remembering the story of Lazarus in the Book of John, I began to pray.


“Lazarus, come forth,” I whispered. “I speak life back into your body, and I say, ‘Come forth.’ ”


Within moments of uttering those words, my phone rang again. Once again, it was the doctor. This time, she was calling to say that while she was prepping to close his incision and move forward with euthanasia, his colon had somehow regained enough color that he might have a slim chance to pull through. My husband and I discussed whether it was possible for Lazarus to recover and live a quality life. We decided that he deserved the opportunity to come home and try.


The next twenty-four hours would be crucial for Lazarus. Most dogs that have mesenteric torsion develop peritonitis rather quickly. If that happened, there was absolutely no chance to save him. We watched the clock and prayed continuously for healing and restoration for our Lazarus.


Minutes turned into hours, and then we got the news. Lazarus stood up! He was able to get to his feet and walk with assistance. No one, especially the doctor, expected him to make such an improvement after his traumatic surgery less than twelve hours earlier.


Each day, Lazarus continued to make great strides. The entire staff at the animal hospital started calling him a “walking miracle.” He is one of only a handful of dogs across the country to have survived a true mesenteric torsion.


Lazarus was at the clinic for four days. And then, instead of coming home in a wooden box, he walked through our front door and is still with us today. He has even been certified as a Canine Good Citizen (CGC) and is now awaiting training as a therapy dog.


— Marisa Hanna —
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Saving one dog will not change the world, but surely for that one dog, the world will change forever.


~Karen Davison





I live in a luxury apartment complex that caters to people with dogs. I would estimate that eighty-five percent of the people who live here have a dog or two! Within the course of one afternoon walk around the complex, I can guarantee you’re going to see at least six or seven dogs. And within my building alone, I know at least five of the dogs by name.


So, I was rather struck about a month ago when my dog Poe and I were headed down to my car and came upon a girl and a dog in the stairwell — neither of whom I had ever seen before.


As Poe and I approached, I could hear the girl speaking softly. I would have sworn it was a mother consoling her child, but when we turned the corner, I could see her petting a furry blackish-brown dog that was turned away from the descending stairs in front of him.


“Sorry,” she said. “We just rescued him. He’s afraid of everything — even going down the stairs.”


When she finally got him to turn and face us, I could see that he wasn’t a very attractive dog either. He appeared to be some type of Shepherd mix but very dark with a sharp, pointed muzzle. The girl went on to tell me that she was a graduate nursing student at the local university and had moved into her apartment two weeks earlier. She told me that her name was Katie, and she and her boyfriend had decided that “now was a good time to rescue a dog.” They had picked him up from a farm the previous night.


“He was happy and running everywhere, but the minute we put the leash on him, he shut down,” she added.


“Must have had a bad experience, huh?” I asked. “What’s his name?”


“Tank,” she said.


“Tank?” I asked. I hit the “T” hard when I pronounced it.


“Yep, that was his name… Tank.”


I tried to hide what I was thinking: Too bad that ugly dog also has such an ugly name. Instead, I asked, “Do you know how old he is?”


“Two,” Katie responded.


I tried to be positive. Since many of us had been quarantined due to the COVID-19 pandemic, it really was a great time to get a dog. Being home, there was plenty of time to train it. Katie also impressed me by rescuing an adult dog of mixed origin instead of paying hundreds of dollars for a purebred puppy. We kept a good distance between us during that first day’s chat because our conversation occurred at the onset of the “Stay at Home” order that took place the third week of March 2020. The idea of “social distancing” was new, but Katie and I understood the importance of separation.


Now I’m writing this four weeks after I first met Katie on the stairs. Since we’re both home now — and because I was intrigued by how Tank might shape up — Katie and I have an unspoken meeting time at four o’clock every day in a grassy area next to the complex. Somehow, we’ve both ended up there at least fifteen times since we’ve been at home. It’s easy to keep a safe distance apart while we watch our dogs at play.


It has been amazing to watch Tank blossom into a friendly, confident animal. He responds well to commands with a speck of good mischief mixed in. Tank is a smart dog who just needed a little time to get adjusted. Like anybody stepping into a brand-new situation, he felt nervous and unsure. But I can picture him yesterday carrying his knot toy over to Poe and laying it in front of him. When Poe didn’t respond, Tank nudged the toy toward Poe with his nose until Poe got the message: “Let’s play tug of war!”


Being able to spend a lot of time with Tank has enabled Katie to bring out his truly charming personality. Tank is so aware and alive now. Katie’s even got a cute, lovey-dovey “dog mom voice” she uses when she’s talking to him. They’re a great match.


There are certainly a lot of problems with living through a pandemic situation. Not being able to interact with many people is the pits, and there are some days when I am completely alone. But when I look back on this time, I’m going to have a positive memory at the top of my list: During the COVID-19 quarantine, I got to know a lovely young nurse named Katie who lived in my building. And I also got to know her really cool dog, Tank.


— Rebecca Edmisten —










[image: Image] Golden Mystics





You may be gone from my sight, but you are never gone from my heart.


~Author Unknown





Sheba was my son’s red-headed sister. At least, that was the family joke. As an only child, eleven-year-old Justin took his relationship with his Golden Retriever seriously, and she was his dog through and through. They were best buddies. She was his rock during an emotionally challenging time. When Justin was having a particularly rough day, Sheba was always there to lift him up, working her magic on him.


Anyone who has ever met a Golden Retriever knows they are magical. When Sheba panted, a huge smile graced her face. She always looked like she was in on a private joke. And she sort of shimmered when she ran — her reddish-blond fur bouncing with every step, glistening in the sun. And she would gaze at us with a depth of knowledge we didn’t understand until later.


In the late spring of 1999, four-year-old Sheba began having difficulty walking. We took her to the family vet and learned she had lupus — rare in dogs but not unheard of. Over the next couple of months of treatment, her condition only worsened, and my son’s mood along with it. Although not yet diagnosed, my son was bipolar. Although that knowledge was still two years away, the signs were all there; we just missed them.


The specialists began an aggressive course of treatment for Sheba’s lupus. By now, Sheba could barely make it to her feet. Lugging an eighty-pound dog in and out of the house became our norm as we fought to save her from an autoimmune disease that was rapidly stealing her vitality.


One morning in June, Sheba was unable to rise. Even if we helped her up, she couldn’t stand on her own. We rushed her to the specialist for in-patient treatment. They asked us to come the next day for a visit. Knowing it might be the last time, we encouraged Justin to spend time with her. We all sat in the kennel with her, stroking her luscious fur and telling her how much we loved her.


It would be the last time.
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