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A Special Foreword

by Jack and Mark



For us, 101 has always been a magical number. It was the number of stories in the first Chicken Soup for the Soul book, and it is the number of stories and poems we have always aimed for in our books. We love the number 101 because it signifies a beginning, not an end. After 100, we start anew with 101.


We hope that when you finish reading one of our books, it is only a beginning for you too—a new outlook on life, a renewed sense of purpose, a strengthened resolve to deal with an issue that has been bothering you. Perhaps you will pick up the phone and share one of the stories with a friend or a loved one. Perhaps you will turn to your keyboard and express yourself by writing a Chicken Soup story of your own, to share with other readers who are just like you.


This volume contains our 101 best stories and poems about our best friends and faithful companions—our dogs. We share this with you at a very special time for us, the fifteenth anniversary of our Chicken Soup for the Soul series. When we published our first book in 1993, we never dreamed we had started what has become a publishing phenomenon, one of the best-selling lines of books in history.


We did not set out to sell more than one hundred million books, or to publish more than 150 titles. We set out to touch the heart of one person at a time, hoping that person would in turn touch another person, and so on down the line. Fifteen years later, we know that it has worked. Your letters and stories have poured in by the hundreds of thousands, affirming our life’s work, and inspiring us to continue to make a difference in your lives.


On our fifteenth anniversary, we have new energy, new resolve, and new dreams. We have recommitted to our goal of 101 stories or poems per book, we have refreshed our cover designs and our interior layout, and we have grown the Chicken Soup for the Soul team, with new friends and partners across the country in New England.


For this volume, we selected our 101 best dog stories and poems for you from our rich 15 year history. These heartwarming stories will make you appreciate your own dogs more deeply and see them with a new eye. Some of these stories describe amazing contributions made by dogs and highlight their intelligence and intuitive abilities. Many of these stories made us laugh or cry. They all renewed our admiration for our canine companions.


We hope that you will enjoy reading these stories as much as we enjoyed selecting them for you, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 27 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to explore our other books about pets. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books about cats, families, faith, and life in general in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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On Mutual Love and Admiration


I hope to be the kind of person my dog thinks I am.


~Unknown Author
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Patience Rewarded


Love is something eternal.


~Vincent van Gogh


Albert Payson Terhune, the famed dog writer of the 1920s and 1930s who authored the Lad books, often told this story about his friend Wilson to illustrate the deep love that people and dogs share. It also shows how sometimes what seems to be in the best interest of all concerned may not apply when one of those concerned is a dog.


Wilson’s dog, Jack, was an energetic, six-year-old collie that would meet him every day at the trolley station when Wilson returned from work. This was a ritual that had begun when Jack was a pup. The dog knew the route to and from the station like the back of his paw—and following that route was the highlight of his day. So when Wilson changed jobs and had to move to California, he thought it best to leave Jack on his home turf in Philadelphia with a relative. He explained all this to the dog upon leaving and told him that they both would have to adjust to new homes.


But Jack didn’t want a new home. He would not stay with the family he’d been left with. He returned to Wilson’s old house, even though it was boarded up, and there he passed his solitary days beside an abandoned chair beneath the portico. But every evening, tail wagging, he trotted off to the trolley station. For as long as Jack had been in the world, Wilson had always taken the same trolley home from work, and Jack had been there to greet him. But evening after evening, there was no sign of the devoted dog’s master. Confused and sad, he would return alone to the deserted house.


The dog’s depression grew. He refused the food left for him, and as the days passed, he became thinner and thinner, his ribs noticeable even through his thick blond coat. But every evening, ever hopeful, he’d go to the station to meet the trolley. And every evening, he’d return to the porch more despondent than before.


No one knows why Jack’s new family didn’t contact Wilson, but Jack’s deteriorating condition did not go unnoticed. A friend who lived nearby was so upset by it that he took it upon himself to send a telegram to Wilson in California, informing him of the dog’s situation.


That was all it took.


Wilson bought a return train ticket immediately; he knew what he had to do. Upon arriving in Philadelphia, he waited several hours just so that he could take the same trolley that he always did when coming home. When it arrived at the station, sure enough, there was Jack, waiting and watching as the passengers got off. Looking and hoping. And then suddenly there he was, his beloved owner. His master had returned at last! Jack’s world was whole once more—and so was Wilson’s.


Wilson later told Terhune, “Jack was sobbing almost like a child might sob. He was shivering all over as if he had a chill. And I? Well, I blew my nose and did a lot of fast winking.”


Wilson took his devoted dog, Jack, back to California with him. They were never separated again.


~Hester Mundis
Chicken Soup for the Dog Lover’s Soul
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Love Makes Us Whole


Where there is great love there are always miracles.


~Willa Cather


We got him with the other animals when we purchased the farm. Not that we wanted the black, shaggy mongrel. We had our hearts set on a collie—a pup we could train for the farm and as a companion for five-year-old Tim. But when the former owners informed us he was part of the deal, we resigned ourselves to keeping him. Temporarily, we thought, just until we can find him another home.


But the big dog apparently considered the farm his permanent responsibility. Each dawn, he inspected the animals and the farm buildings. Then he made a complete circuit of the entire eighty acres. That finished, he bounded across the sloping fields to slip beneath the fence for a visit with old Mr. Jolliff, who lived near a brook at the farm’s edge.


The dog—we learned from Mr. Jolliff that his name was Inky—was pensive and aloof those first weeks. Grieving for his former masters, Inky asked no affection; busy settling in, we offered none. Except Tim, who sat by the hour on the back steps, talking softly to the unresponsive animal. Then, one morning, Inky crept close and laid his head in the boy’s lap. And before we knew it, he had become Tim’s second shadow.


All that summer the boy and the dog romped through fields and roamed the woods, discovering fox dens and groundhog burrows. Each day, they brought back treasures to share.


“Mom, we’re home!” Tim would shout, holding the screen door wide for Inky. “Come see what we’ve got!” He’d dig deep in his jeans and spread the contents on the kitchen table: a pheasant’s feather; wilted buttercups with petals like wet paint; stones from the brook that magically regained their colors when he licked them.


September arrived all too soon, bringing with it school for Tim and Carl, my schoolteacher husband, and lonely days for Inky and me. Previously, I’d paid little attention to the dog. Now he went with me to the mailbox, to the chicken coop, and down the lane when I visited Mr. Jolliff.


“Why didn’t they want to take Inky?” I asked Mr. Jolliff one afternoon.


“And shut him up in a city apartment?” Mr. Jolliff replied. “Inky’s a farm dog; he’d die in the city. Besides, you’re lucky to have him.”


Lucky? I thought ruefully of holes dug in the lawn, of freshly washed sheets ripped from the clothesline. I thought, too, of litter dumped on the back porch: old bones, discarded boots, long-dead rodents.


Still, I had to admit that Inky was a good farm dog. We learned this in early spring when his insistent barking alerted us to a ewe, about to lamb, lying on her broad back in a furrow, unable to rise. Without Inky’s warning, she’d have died. And he had an uncanny way of knowing when roving dogs threatened the flock, or when sheep went astray.


Inky’s deepest affection was reserved for Tim. Each afternoon when the school bus lumbered down the road, Inky ran joyously to meet it. For Inky—and for Tim—this was the high point of the day.


One mid-October day when I had been in town, Tim rode home with me after school. He was instantly alarmed when Inky wasn’t waiting for us by the driveway.


“Don’t worry, Tim,” I said. “Inky always expects you on the bus, and we’re early. Maybe he’s back by the woods.”


Tim ran down the lane, calling and calling. While I waited for him to return, I looked around the yard. Its emptiness was eerie.


Suddenly I, too, was alarmed. With Tim close behind me, I ran down to the barn. We pushed the heavy doors apart and searched the dim coolness. Nothing. Then, as we were about to leave, a faint whimper came from the far corner of a horse stall. There we found him, swaying slightly on three legs, his pain-dulled eyes pleading for help. Even in the half-light I saw that one back leg hung limp, the bone partially severed. With a little moan, Tim ran to Inky and buried his face in the dog’s neck.


By the time the vet arrived, Carl was home. We placed the dog on his blanket and gently lifted him into the pet ambulance. Inky whimpered, and Tim started to cry.


“Don’t worry, son,” the vet said. “He’s got a good chance.” But his eyes told a different story.


At Tim’s bedtime, I took him upstairs and heard his prayers. He finished and looked up. “Will Inky be home tomorrow?”


“Not tomorrow, Tim. He’s hurt pretty bad.”


“You tell me that doctors make people well. Doesn’t that mean dogs, too?”


I looked out across the fields flooded with amber light. How do you tell a little boy that his dog must either die or be crippled? “Yes, Tim,” I said at last. “I guess that means dogs, too.” I tucked in his blanket and went downstairs.


I tossed a sweater over my shoulders and told Carl, “I’m going down to Mr. Jolliff’s. Maybe he’ll know what happened.”


I found the old man sitting at his kitchen table in the fading light. He drew up another chair and poured coffee.


Somehow I couldn’t talk about the dog. Instead, I asked, “Do you know if anyone was cutting weeds around here today?”


“Seems to me I heard a tractor down along the brook this morning,” Mr. Jolliff replied. “Why?” He looked at me. “Did something happen?”


“Yes,” I said, and the words were tight in my throat. “Inky’s back leg’s nearly cut off. The vet came for him....” I wanted to say more, but couldn’t. “It’s growing dark,” I finally murmured. “I’d better head home.”


Mr. Jolliff followed me into the yard. “About Inky,” he said hesitantly, “if he lives, I’d give him a chance. He’ll still have you folks and Tim, the farm and the animals. Everything he loves. Life’s pretty precious... especially where there’s love.”


“Yes,” I said, “but if he loses a leg, will love make up for being crippled?”


He said something I didn’t catch. But when I turned to him, he’d removed his glasses and was rubbing the back of his stiff old hand across his eyes.


By the time I reached our yard, the sun was gone. I walked down by the barn and stood with my arms on the top fence rail. Then I dropped my head to my arms and let the tears come.


I cried because Inky had been so gentle with the animals, and because he loved Tim so much, and Tim loved him. But mostly I cried because I hadn’t really wanted him; not until now, when this terrible thing had happened.


Inky’s paw couldn’t be saved. Too vividly, I recalled how Inky had raced across fields and meadows, swift and free as a cloud shadow. I listened skeptically as the vet tried to reassure us: “He’s young and strong. He’ll get along on three legs.”


Tim took the news with surprising calmness. “It’s all right,” he said. “Just so Inky comes home.”


“But those long jaunts the two of you take may tire him now,” I cautioned.


“He’s always waited for me. I’ll wait for him. Besides, we’re never in much of a hurry.”


The vet called a few days later. “You’d better come for your dog. He’s homesick.” I went immediately and was shocked at the change in Inky. The light was gone from his eyes. His tail hung limp and tattered, and the stump of his leg was swathed in a stained bandage. He hobbled over and pressed wearily against my leg. A shudder went through the hot, thin body and he sighed—a long, deep sigh filled with all the misery and loneliness of the past few days.


At the farm, I helped Inky from the car. He looked first to the sheep, grazing in the pasture; then, beyond the fields of green winter wheat, to the autumn woods where the horses, dappled with sunlight, moved among the trees. My heart ached as I realized how great must have been his longing for this place. At last, he limped to the barn and slipped between the heavy doors.


While his wound healed, Inky stayed in the barn, coming out only in the evenings. Throughout those days a sick feeling never left me. You are a coward to let him live in this condition, I told myself. But in my heart I wasn’t sure.


About a week after bringing Inky home, I was in the yard raking leaves. When I’d finished under the maple, I sat on the steps to rest. It was a perfect Indian summer day; our country road was a tunnel of gold, and sumac ran like a low flame along the south pasture.


Then, with a flurry of leaves, Inky was beside me. I knelt and stroked the fur so smooth and shiny again. He moved, and I was achingly aware of the useless limb. “I’m so sorry, Inky,” I said, putting my arm around his neck and pressing my head against his.


Sitting awkwardly, he placed his paw on my knee and looked up at me with soft, intelligent eyes. Then he pricked his ears and turned to listen. In an instant, he was off to meet the school bus. He ran with an ungainly, one-sided lope—but he ran with joy.


Tim jumped from the high step and caught the dog in his arms, “Oh, Inky! Inky!” he cried. Inky licked Tim’s face and twisted and squirmed with delight. They remained there for a time, oblivious to anything but the ecstasy of being together again.


Watching them, I knew I’d been right to let the dog live. What was it Mr. Jolliff had said?


“Life’s pretty precious... especially where there’s love.”


~Aletha Jane Lindstrom
Chicken Soup for the Cat & Dog Lover’s Soul
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Now and Always


Animals can communicate quite well. And they do.


~Alice Walker


A few years ago when I was looking for a small dog to add to our family, I contacted the local SPCA (Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals) and got the name of a woman who was fostering some rescued Maltese dogs for them. I called the woman, and my husband and I drove to her home. As I looked around, I noticed a cute Maltese named Casper. My husband and I decided we would like to adopt him.


The foster mom asked us if there were any way we would open our hearts to Casper’s companion, Kato, as well. She told us that the two boys, who had only each other for comfort, had recently been rescued from a puppy mill, where they had spent the first seven years of their lives. When the local SPCA shut down the puppy mill and seized all the dogs, Kato and Casper had been put in her foster home.


She told us that when she first picked them up, their fur was in such terrible shape they hardly looked like Maltese dogs. They were brown, the fur on their legs was matted to their stomachs, and their paws were swollen and tender from living on the wire mesh of their cage. For seven years, the only human contact these boys had was when they were thrown their food or tossed into another cage to breed with a female. What people don’t realize, she said, is that the cute little puppies in the windows of many pet stores leave parents behind who live lives of neglect and suffering.


Hearing all this, I turned and looked down at the little Maltese named Kato. But he’s so ugly, I thought. And he isn’t even friendly. He growled and grumbled when we looked at him. Still, I felt a tug at my heart and agreed to take Kato also. As we drove home, my husband and I worried that maybe we’d taken on too much. We’d never had dogs that had been so abused for such a long time.


The first day at our home was very difficult for the two dogs. They didn’t understand anything but fear of humans. They stayed close to each other and mostly hid under tables or in dark corners. In an effort to give them a fresh start, we changed their names: Casper became Thomas and Kato became Timothy.


The days turned into weeks and weeks into months. Over time Thomas became friendlier and would wag his tail when we talked to him, but Timothy still couldn’t make eye contact with us. At the sound of our voices, he’d push himself against the back wall of his crate. His plastic dog kennel—the kind used to transport dogs—was the place he felt safest. Even with the crate door left open, he preferred to spend most of the day in his crate, only emerging when we gently pulled him out to take him outside. Each time I reached for Timothy, he’d flip upside down, whimpering. One day I noticed he had a gray haze over his eyes, as though there was a film on them. I asked the vet about it and he told me that it happens to dogs that live in complete fear. They retreat to another place to help themselves live through each day.


I did everything I could think of to help this dog, but he made little progress. He would sit at the back of his crate with his head hanging down hour after hour. Nevertheless, I kept trying. When the whole house was quiet, I sat on the floor and talked to him, but he wouldn’t look at me. He just stared off in another direction. One day as I sat and watched this poor soul suffering in silence, I thought about his past—the hunger, the isolation, the abuse—and started to sob. My heart aching, I began telling him how sorry I was for the pain humans had caused him. My thoughts were filled with the unhappiness and fear he had endured year after year.


As the tears streamed down my face, I felt a soft touch on my hand. Through my tears, I saw Timothy. He had come out from the back of his crate to sit near me, licking the tears that fell on my hand. Quietly, so I wouldn’t scare him, I told him that I loved him. I promised that I would always love him and that no one would ever hurt him again. As I whispered over and over that he would always be warm, safe and fed, he came a step closer to me. A passage from the Bible came to my mind: Love is kind; it keeps no record of wrongs; it always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love never fails. The meaning of these words was so clear as I looked at this little dog who, in spite of everything he had experienced, had opened his heart to me.


Today, I am still the only person Timothy trusts completely; we share a very special bond. When I call his name, he spins in delight and barks, his tail wagging in a frenzy of happiness. When I sit down, he climbs into my arms and licks my face. And just as I promised, I hold him, gently snuggle him and tell him I love him—now and always.


~Suzy Huether
Chicken Soup for the Dog Lover’s Soul
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Gone to the Dogs


    Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men;
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs,
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are ’clept
All by the name of dogs: the valued file
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,
The housekeeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in him closed.


~William Shakespeare, Macbeth


Determined not to repeat the matrimonial mistakes of virtually all my other family members, I didn’t get married until I was forty-five. But, even so, I got divorced two years later. The five years since then have been some of the roughest of my life. But I decided within a couple of years to move on and continue my search for a life companion.


I used to think that people who complained about the rigors of dating at an advanced age were a bunch of losers. Now I know better. I went to church, I joined a Toastmasters chapter, I met a lot of interesting women through my work, but, at the end of the day, I always ended up alone. The traditional methods of meeting someone just weren’t working, especially since so many women my age, while also divorced, had responsibilities with their children and grandchildren—something I didn’t have. So I tried Internet dating, also with no long-term success. As so many of us do, I decided to give it a rest and just try being alone for a while.


One day, I saw a woman walking her collie. I recalled my childhood and the stories I used to read of Albert Payson Terhune’s collies at Sunnybank Farm in New Jersey. I recalled how Lad of Sunnybank, Treve, Gray Dawn, and the rest of the collies had more adventures than any dog at my house. I loved those books, and spent many an hour escaping a sad and abusive childhood through them.


As I thought about the books and the collies, I decided to go online and look up Sunnybank collies. I was surprised to find an in-depth site about the dogs and their owner, Albert Payson Terhune.


After spending some time perusing the site, I decided to sign the guestbook, which had posts from readers around the country whose lives had been touched by the stories of these magnificent collies so many decades ago. As I read previous posts, I saw one from a woman who, coincidentally, lived in the same city as I do. On a whim, I decided to send her an e-mail just to say “hello” and share my affinity for the dogs.


She wrote back to me, and it turned out that we actually lived in the same zip code. We wrote a few letters back and forth and found that we had so much in common: We were both Christians, we were both writers with non-profit backgrounds, we were about the same age, and we were both divorced, she twice. We finally got around to a couple of phone conversations and then a cup of coffee at a Star-bucks, where we sat and talked for hours.


Within a few weeks we began a romance in earnest, which, unfortunately, only lasted about six months before we both admitted it wasn’t meant to be. But it was a glorious six months, with more coffee, lots of movies, quality time with her delightful dogs, and days and nights that neither of us will ever forget. Today we are still friends, and I even do holidays with her and her relatives, some of whom wish I could have been her next husband.


Thanks to the Sunnybank collies and their website, I know that love, or at least friendship and companionship, are still out there somewhere, no matter what age I am. And now I know that Winston Churchill was right; as with anything in life, we should never, never, ever give up. Friendship, companionship, and love can be discovered in the most unlikely of ways and when we least expect it. So I’m leaving my door open and the light on for them. They might be coming up the sidewalk right now, perhaps on a leash.


~Rick Moore
Chicken Soup for the Soul: Divorce and Recovery
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Peppy


There is no psychiatrist in the world like a puppy licking your face.


~Ben Williams


I was a new graduate nurse, on probation in my first job, when I met Mrs. Oldman, a charming lady of about eighty who’d never been ill or in a hospital.


One day, I saw her staring outside with tears in her eyes.


“Are you in pain?” I asked.


She looked up, startled, and shook her head. Smiling, she apologized. “No, I’m just silly. I’m lonesome for Peppy. I must be getting senile to cry for a little dog, but he’s always around me at home. I forget he’s not human. I talk so much to him, and somehow he gives me the impression that he understands me.” She wiped her eyes and looked helplessly up at me. “Do you think I’m silly?”


“Not at all,” I assured her.


“I’d do anything if I could see and hold him for a moment.” She questioned me with her eyes. Reading the hopelessness in my response, she said tonelessly, “No, I guess it’s impossible.”


“Some people are allergic to dogs,” I tried to explain, visualizing a dozen dogs, cats and heaven-knows-what other pets chasing each other under the beds during visiting hours.


She nodded sadly. “Of course.”


After that crying spell, she favored me with stories about Peppy. Her neighbor, Mrs. Freund, was taking care of him and claimed he knew she’d been in the hospital. Wasn’t that smart? Then she said sadly, “Yes, Peppy, he misses me. I miss him.”


She grew despondent as the days passed. I tried everything to draw her out and cheer her, but to no avail. Even the other ladies in the ward noticed my efforts and Mrs. Oldman’s silence. They offered snacks, refreshments and suggested they play cards with her. She thanked them gratefully, but her eyes had that lost expression and she politely refused everything. Patients came and went every day, and soon Mrs. Oldman was an old-timer, and one who’d grown dear to me. I’d often been told that a person could die if he or she lost the will to live. I feared Mrs. Oldman would give up and die if I didn’t find something to give her life meaning, a reason to live. It was then I thought of Peppy. Taking my camera, I went to Mrs. Freund’s house to take a picture of him. Surely that would cheer her.


Peppy sat demurely as he was photographed. No doubt the little, black, fuzzy fellow had once been lively in his youth, but now he sat with his head on his paws staring out into nowhere.


“Poor guy,” Mrs. Freund said, “he is so lonesome he could die. He hardly eats or drinks. He sits and stares out the window and whines softly for her.” She looked at me beseechingly. “It would help them both if he could visit Mrs. Oldman.” I shook my head. Mrs. Freund tried again. “How about just taking him to the courtyard so she can see him from her window?”


“Let’s try it,” I said enthusiastically. “Come between three and four tomorrow. All the head nurses will be at a meeting and I’ll be in charge.”


I told her to put Peppy in a shopping bag to pass the attendants at the entrance. Mrs. Freund was delighted. “Aren’t we glad she doesn’t own a Great Dane or a St. Bernard?”


The next day I could hardly wait for Mrs. Green to leave for the meeting. Visitors ambled into the ward. Everyone had company but Mrs. Oldman.


“Want me to pull your curtains around your bed so you have some privacy?” I suggested, knowing how she felt about the pitying stares from visitors.


“Yes,” she muttered.


I closed the curtain, wondering if our plan would succeed and if Mrs. Freund would manage to keep Peppy quiet in her bag while passing by the two attendants at the main entrance. I had not dared to tell Mrs. Oldman of our plan, fearing it might fail.


My heart lifted when I saw the door of the courtyard open and Mrs. Freund lugging her shopping bag. She ambled casually around the flower border, looking right and left with a mischievous expression, as if violating some holy laws. Mrs. Oldman didn’t seem to notice I’d blocked her view from the window. Mrs. Freund tapped the window lightly then reached into her shopping bag. I stood back to watch Mrs. Oldman’s face. Never in my life will I forget that moment. At once she rose up, her face reddened, her eyes sparkled, and her voice broke as she cried, “Peppy! Peppy!”


“Shush—shush.” I tried to keep her quiet. Outside the window Peppy jumped and whined and, before realizing what I was doing, I opened the window and lifted the little dog out of the bag and into her outstretched arms. Mrs. Freund stood with her shopping bag wide open, beaming as if she’d seen a miracle, or rather, created one.


But then my heart bunched up in alarm for I heard the voice of Mrs. Green. No doubt she was looking for me.


“Quick, he has to go now.” I wrestled the struggling dog back into the shopping bag outside the window.


I could hear Mrs. Green’s firm step and voice as she shouted, “What do I hear? Is there a dog on the ward?”


Quickly, I grabbed Mrs. Oldman’s bedpan and stepped outside the curtain, trying to look busy and professional as I walked past Mrs. Green. “Back so soon?” I asked cheerfully.


“I thought I heard a dog,” she muttered, as if questioning me.


I answered with studied indifference. “Maybe a stray dog in the courtyard.”


Without a word she followed me out of the ward and into the utility room. I stopped short. The bedpan was empty. I hesitated. Mrs. Green waited. I didn’t know for what. I dared not show that the bedpan was empty for fear of blowing my cover. The silence grew, and my thoughts raced. Would I be reported to the director of nursing for breaking the law? I was still in my probation months. My mouth and throat felt so dry, I thought I might choke.


Mrs. Green didn’t look at me as she spoke. “Rules and regulations in a hospital are made for a reason. There are exceptions, though, and while I am against secrecy and breaking rules, there are times that it proves a better policy.”


I nodded sheepishly. When a patient’s call light sounded, I jumped. Mrs. Green said, “Take your bedpan. Mrs. Oldman likely needs it.”


She opened the door for me, and I hurried out into the ward, utterly perplexed. Mrs. Oldman had already bubbled joyfully to all about Peppy’s visit and how smart he was. I begged the other patients to keep his visit a secret, lest I lose my job. They all kept their solemn bond and that secret made them special friends with Mrs. Oldman. She thrived under their affection. She regained her interest and confidence in the future. She exercised with such eagerness and determination, it shamed people half her age.


Finally, she left the hospital, welcomed by a joyfully dancing and yelping Peppy.


Mrs. Green never mentioned the dog’s visit to me, but when I occasionally had to break rules for the sake of a patient, she was always mysteriously absent.


~Lini R. Grol
Chicken Soup for the Nurse’s Soul


[image: Image]




[image: Image]


Don’t Give Up Before You Start


Many of life’s failures are men who did not realize how close they were to success when they gave up.


~Thomas Edison


I couldn’t help smiling as dogs—black, white, and brown, some as high as my waist and others no bigger than a small rabbit—launched themselves at the cage mesh and barked. The noise was deafening, but to me, it was also music—the soprano, alto, and bass voices of eager animals excited to see us as we entered the vet tech school kennels.


“I never even knew this was up here,” my mom said.


I didn’t either. I’d never really imagined there were animals living four floors up from the city streets. It wasn’t just the dogs, either—here were sweet, wobbly puppies, cats and fuzzy kittens, rabbits, squealing guinea pigs. Students in blue scrubs cleaned cages and cuddled animals. They seemed so professional—and lucky. Everything I saw made me long more and more for the chance to go to school here.


I could just see myself filling food dishes and giving medications—or sitting right there, in the anatomy lab, or taking notes in that classroom. Becoming a veterinary technician had been my dream since middle school, but actually being here for the interview and tour made it seem so real. And way more exciting than my daydreams.


As we trailed after the admissions director on our way back to her office, I whispered to my mom, “Now I want to go to school here more than ever. I’m going to really work to bring my grades up.”


But the interview part of the day wasn’t exactly encouraging. The admissions director told us there weren’t very many certified vet tech programs in the whole country. The school only took ten students from the surrounding counties, so they could leave slots open for students from across the state and out-of-state. They didn’t want to graduate a whole bunch of local students who couldn’t find jobs.


I kind of gulped. I wasn’t a bad student, but I was definitely not an outstanding student either. Plus, during my sophomore year, I’d gotten a bad case of mono that caused a whole lot of other problems. I became so sick I’d ended up in the ICU for a while. I missed months of school, and it was a miracle I passed at all—never mind my grades that year.


The director talked a lot about how hard the program was, and how many people wanted to get in, because there just weren’t a lot of other places to go. She told us, “Apply right away, because if you wait, there definitely won’t be a spot.” I left with my feet dragging, and my heart felt like it was down there with them.


I was supposed to follow up by sending the school my high school transcript, and completing a formal application. I did go ahead and send the transcript, but I just never got around to filling out the application. My mom mentioned something, and I told her I hardly thought it was worth it. My whole life, I’d been scared to take a chance and fail. Life is hard enough without making a fool of myself. We discussed it a bit, but in the end, she didn’t push me.


A couple of weeks went by, and one day the director called. “Maria! How come we never got an application from you? I’m looking at a transcript here, and it doesn’t look bad at all. Did you change your mind?”


I was shocked. I thought they would look at my C- average and I’d be out the door, but she remembered me from our interview and liked me, and she understood about my being so sick. She said, “Don’t quit before you even get started. You send that application in—promise?”


After that, I did go ahead and apply, and was surprised to receive an acceptance packet soon afterward. But my next hurdle was trying to decide whether to tell them I’d attend. The director’s warnings about how hard the program was had shaken me up. Finally, I told Mom that no matter how hard it was, I wanted to try. This was my dream, and if I never tried, I knew I’d always regret it. Better to try my best and fail than to never know if I could have done this.


The program was hard. It was the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life, and more than once, I came close to failure. But the proudest moment of my life was when I finally stood there in my graduation gown and became a veterinary technician—it was almost as thrilling as the first time I put on those blue scrubs! The best part is that now I spend every workday taking care of animals, and my family and friends know they can always call me when their pet is sick, or hurt, or just acting funny. I like feeling competent and professional, and I sometimes think about what life would be like if I had been too scared to try.


~Maria Wright
Chicken Soup for the Soul: Teens Talk Getting In... to College
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Velcro Beau


When I first saw him, he looked worried. His furrowed brow and uncertain eyes gave his regal face a haunted look. I would come to know that this was a dog who was spooked by change until he got his bearings. And that day his world had been turned upside down.


The large German shepherd had been running away on a regular basis. He always showed up at a neighbor’s house where they played with him and fed him—and eventually called his family, asking them to come and get him. Sometimes when the family showed up to retrieve him, they were rough with him. The neighbors noticed that the dog never seemed too excited about getting into their truck. And lately he hadn’t been looking well. His coat was rough and he was losing weight.


One day, when they called the dog’s family to report his whereabouts, the family said they weren’t coming to get him. They’d had enough; the dog was on his own. Fortunately, the neighbors called a friend who was a volunteer at the shelter where I also volunteered as dog-intake coordinator and breed-rescue liaison. She took him home and then called me.


As I drove up to my friend’s house, I saw her sitting on the porch with her children. The dog was sitting on the porch, too, but wasn’t interacting with any of them. Instead, he was scanning the street and sidewalk with nervous eyes.


He was a stunning dog, in spite of his worried expression, rough coat and emaciated frame. I was told he was a little over a year and a half, still a pup by German shepherd standards. He was very tall and would be an imposing creature once he filled out. I had never handled a dog his size and was intimidated at first. But, aside from being agitated at the strangeness of his surroundings, he seemed perfectly friendly and readily jumped into the back of my car.


My plan was to take him to the vet for an exam and then take him to the shelter or arrange for him to go to the nearest German shepherd rescue group. But first I thought I’d stop and show him to my husband, Larry, as he’d grown up with German shepherds and loved the breed. (Over the years, I’d heard many stories about his favorite dog, Marc; none of our rescued mutts could compare.)


When I opened the back door of the car and the shepherd leaped out, he immediately loped over to my husband. After a cursory sniff, he lost interest and began exploring the parking lot where we stood. We watched him, and I could tell Larry was impressed. He turned to me and said, “I want him.”


I was surprised. We already had three dogs—an occupational hazard of volunteering at an animal shelter—and Larry often complained that the household dog population was too high. Plus, this dog was huge—it would be like adding two more dogs to our menagerie! But I didn’t argue; I was pleased that Larry wanted a dog for himself.


So Beau joined our family. It wasn’t easy at first. He had physical problems that made it difficult for him to gain weight. He was too skinny, yet couldn’t digest any fats. His digestion was, to put it mildly, finicky. All that was certainly difficult, but his behavioral problems were even more troubling.


To our dismay, we soon learned that Beau had been “reverse house-trained.” He consistently messed in the house and then stood by the door, waiting to go outside. We figured out that his first family had not given him regular opportunities to visit the great outdoors. Then, when he made the inevitable mess inside, they would get mad at him and throw him out the door. He was an intelligent dog and made the obvious connection: Go to the bathroom and then you get to go outside. We had quite a time convincing him it actually worked better the other way.


But what was worse was his utter lack of interest in people. He loved the other dogs, but had no use for the two-legged members of his new family. In my experience, German shepherds were just like that. I thought of them as “big, impersonal dogs,” and didn’t feel hurt by Beau’s coldness. Not Larry. He was deeply disappointed by Beau’s aloof disinterest. It was the antithesis of his experience with Marc, whose devotion to Larry had been the stuff of family legend.


Over time, Beau got the hang of being housebroken and established his place within our canine foursome. His physical problems also gradually cleared up, and he eventually tipped the scales at 108 pounds. He was such a handsome dog that people constantly stopped us in the street to comment on his beauty.


Sometimes when I would see him lying sphinx-like in a patch of sun or running in the fields near our house, my breath would catch. He resembled a lion or some other majestic wild animal—his physical presence was simply magical. But still, his heart remained shut. He had no love to give to us. And when he looked at us, there was no spark of joy in his eyes. The lights were on, but no one was home.


What could we do? We did our best to love him and hoped we might reach him someday.


Then one day about four months after we got him, I glanced at Beau and was startled to see that he was following Larry closely with his large brown eyes. He seemed to be studying him—learning what actions signaled a chance to go for a ride or presented the possibility of a walk, treat or a scratch behind the ears. It was as if he suddenly realized that people had things to offer him—things that might not be half bad.


His interest in all things Larry began to snowball. Swiftly, it became Beau’s mission to keep an eye on my husband at all times to make sure he didn’t miss any opportunities for doggy fun or excitement.


Larry didn’t let him down. He knew what big dogs liked to do and where they liked to be scratched. He threw balls and sticks and took Beau to interesting places. Beau soon started whining if Larry left him behind. And when Larry finally returned from those solo jaunts, Beau was beside himself with joy. The floodgates of Beau’s love had opened. The dry disinterest fell away and his heart began to bloom.


Today we call him Velcro Beau, because he sticks so close to Larry’s side. Every day when Beau wakes up, he stretches his long body luxuriously and then finds one of us to give him his morning rubdown. He lays his ears flat against his head and shyly pokes his large nose against an arm. This beautiful big dog, overflowing with affection, lets us know he is ready for some serious lovin’.


I am grateful that although he is clearly Larry’s dog, he has included me in the circle of his love. Often, while rubbing his large chest, I lean over and touch my forehead to his. Then he lifts his paw, places it on my arm and sighs with pleasure. We stay that way for a while, just enjoying our connection.


When we finish, Beau jumps to his feet, his eyes sparkling and his large tail waving wildly. It’s time to eat or play. Or go to work with Larry. Or have some other kind of wonderful fun.


To our delight, that skinny, worried dog has become an exuberant and devoted companion. Beau knows that life is good when you live with people you love.


~Carol Kline
Chicken Soup for the Dog Lover’s Soul
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Rescued by Love


On most days you could find him sitting on the wall in front of Saint Mary’s Church next to the sign that read “Saint Mary’s—A Church for Everyone.” No doubt the pastor had meant to attract a larger membership with this billboard invitation, but I’m not sure he was prepared for Bobby. A towering six-footer, weighing in at over two hundred pounds, Bobby was, at twenty-something, a very large child. He spent most of his time waving and smiling at the people driving by, and shouting, “Hey, pal!” to those he recognized.


Bobby called me Goldilocks. He knew me because, as the police department’s Animal Control Officer, I was as visible around town as he was. My regular duties were to uphold the leash law, patrol for loose dogs and issue tickets. Bobby had appointed himself my unpaid assistant, and he took his job seriously. Once he waved me down in traffic, ran over to the patrol car and banged on the hood.


“Goldilocks, there’s a big dog up the street gonna get hit by a car! You gotta go get ’im now!”


Another time he found a litter of newborn kittens in a garbage can and made it his job to find a home for all of them—including the last one which, at his insistence, I ended up taking home myself!


At first I had loved being the “dog catcher,” but as time went by, the job began to get me down. It wasn’t the animals—it was the people. I dreaded having to deal with negligent owners. Especially those who no longer wanted their dogs.


In our town the city provided a dog-surrender service with the local SPCA. For a ten-dollar fee, I’d pick up a dog whose owner could no longer keep him, and, more importantly, I’d collect information about him (good with children, medical history, favorite toys, etc.) that would make it easier for him to be adopted.


Unbelievably, sometimes the people most capable of paying this fee chose not to, and abandoned the dog to be picked up as a stray instead. They gave up their best opportunity to increase the dog’s chances of finding another home—just to save a measly ten dollars. At first I felt crushed by this kind of behavior, but as time passed I toughened up. Lately, I felt so cynical I was afraid of what was happening to me.


One October when the nights were already dropping below freezing, it occurred to me that I hadn’t seen Bobby for a while. He usually spent his nights at the Salvation Army in the winter, so I stopped by and asked about him. No one had seen him. I looked at the phone call log at headquarters to see if he had been making his usual calls to report animals—or just talk. No calls were recorded.


A week later I got a call at headquarters. “Goldilocks,” he rasped, “I need you to come.” He had a bad cold.


“Bobby! Where are you? Everyone’s been looking for you!”


“I’m okay. I’m out in back of the chair factory.”


Within a few minutes, I was turning the car off the main street onto a gravel road behind the old chair factory. All at once the road stopped and I was in a large field strewn with debris. In the middle of the field, a rusting station wagon sat on cement blocks.


I approached the car, bent over and knocked lightly on the passenger window. Bobby was curled up tightly in the front seat with his windbreaker thrown over him. Lying next to him was a chocolate Labrador puppy with long gangly legs and ears that he had yet to grow into.


The dog looked up at my knock with bright eyes and a thumping tail. I peered in to get a closer look. The front of the car was filled with empty Styrofoam cups and potato chip bags. The back of the wagon was covered in soft blankets. Neatly stacked boxes of dog biscuits and a bag of dog food were lined up next to two jugs of bottled water and two chewed rubber balls.


“Bobby, are you okay?” His eyes fluttered open.


“Goldilocks,” he croaked. He struggled to sit up and get his bearings. He looked at me and I could see his nose was red and his eyes bleary. He untangled himself and climbed from the car, wincing as he stood.


“Come on with me, Bobby. Get in the patrol car and I’ll bring you to the Salvation Army, or the medical center. Okay? It’s warm there.” I urged.


“No, I’m okay. Social Service says I’m gonna lose my check if I don’t go into housing. You gotta take Brownie.”


It was true. I couldn’t think of a single facility that would allow him to keep his dog. He was only out here in the cold because the Salvation Army didn’t allow pets. He started unloading the puppy’s supplies and carrying them over to the patrol car. Brownie watched every move he made with adoring eyes. I grabbed a jug of water out of the car and started to help, feeling helpless all the same.

OEBPS/images/f0025-01.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/common-04.jpg
Gltelcon S
Y wwég;!)]






OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0021-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Ghicken Soup

] for meé’oul

I@% Our &
Dogs

Heartwarming and Humorous
Stories about Our Companions
and Best Friends

Jack Canfield
MarkVictor Hansen
Amy Newmark

L
Ea] A






OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/common.jpg







OEBPS/images/f00xv-01.jpg
oving |
L (\g.) Our

Dogs





OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
Ghicken Soup
for me(_S’oul
)

E’)(V% Our





OEBPS/images/9781611591743.jpg
[QVINg, our (8
Doglg -

Heartwarming and
Humorous Stories about Our
Companions and

Best Friends






OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg





