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Foreword

When I considered writing the foreword for this book, it took me about one second to say “yes.” My immediate enthusiasm was due to not only the subject of the book, but also the intent of the author. Elise Lufkin has made a choice to make a difference.

My own life has been so positively and emotionally enhanced by the stray and shelter dogs I have adopted. The moment you make the commitment to rescue a dog and take on the rewarding responsibility of nurturing this new family member, you beam like a new parent and cherish the precious pup’s soul.

The heartwarming stories and photos of these service dogs in To the Rescue will strike an emotional chord that I hope will encourage many to adopt a stray, donate to a shelter, or simply share the stories within these pages. You will appreciate Elise shedding light on the fact that there are shelters full of dogs with great potential, just waiting to be given a chance. As you will read within these pages, these dogs welcome the opportunity to be of service. These service dogs bring a deep emotional connection and specific life services, that are heroic at times—guiding the blind, therapeutic visits to children’s hospitals, and search and rescue. The services they provide can change a life from dependent to independent, from lonely to fulfilled, and in some cases even make the difference between life and death.

If you have ever been blessed with the unconditional love of a pet, this book will bring you great joy and comfort. If you have not shared the love, joy, and warmth of having a dog—any dog, but especially a rescue or stray dog—in your life, this book will give you the insight and, hopefully, the nudge to give a needy dog a chance.

You will be inspired by the celebrated intelligence of these once abandoned dogs, and the instant love, help, and specific abilities they bring to those in need of assistance.

The ideal of dedication and loyalty is defined in this book. It comes to life in these stories. Enjoy, and remember to share the heartwarming truth that stray dogs, shelter dogs, all dogs deserve a chance to love and be loved.



 Bonnie Hunt 
actress/writer/producer/director/
and host of The Bonnie Hunt Show





Introduction

Throughout my life, I have been involved with animals—dogs, cats, horses, even snakes. I can’t remember a time in my life without a dog. The Christmas card my parents sent the year I was born is a photograph of a plump, smiling baby trying to pull herself up on a large and very patient dog. When I was ten, a small terrier mix turned up at our house and captivated six children in about five minutes. She then set out to charm my parents, a more difficult challenge that took the better part of a day. Sweetie Pie stayed with us for fifteen years. Dogs shared the exuberance and fun of my childhood and comforted me through bouts of painful shyness. Fortunately, there was always a dog to turn to for solace.

Diana Walker, photographer and creator of the touching images in this book, has also shared her life with dogs and understands their capacity to enhance our existence. Diana’s life has always included dogs; one of her earliest memories is of the family Norwich terrier, Strawberry, giving birth to a litter of puppies in the basement. Diana is quick to point out that her love for dogs has in no way smothered, or even affected, her passion for cats—fifty years of cats: Abdul, Daisy, Fred, and Ginger.

Dogs have enriched my life immeasurably. Working with them has taught me a great deal. Some years ago I initiated a program at my local animal shelter where volunteers worked with dogs to socialize them. The dogs received some basic obedience training to make them more attractive as candidates for adoption and more successful in their new homes. Through this work, I saw in a concrete way the tragedy of pet overpopulation, and I began to realize how many dogs with real potential are languishing in animal shelters all around the country. I was horrified to learn how many dogs must be killed every year to make room for the next batch of unwanted animals.

Partly in reaction to this bleak side of the work, I began to focus on the happy endings, the success stories. I have always been interested in the bond between people and dogs. Shelter work showed me the special relationship that often blossoms when an animal is rescued. Truly, one man’s trash can be another man’s treasure.

My two previous books, Found Dogs: Tales of Strays Who Landed on Their Feet and Second Chance: More Tales of Found Dogs, are collections of stories about rescued dogs and the many ways in which those dogs reward the kind and generous people who have helped them. In the foreword for Found Dogs, Peter Mayle writes, “But when you adopt a dog ... very little is certain—except, of course, that you will be giving him a better life. And he will be doing the same for you.” To the Rescue continues and extends the subject. It is a collection of stories about unwanted animals—pound dogs, shelter dogs, and random strays—that find good homes with people who help them to become therapy dogs and service dogs. (I have included one brave cat as well.)

Therapy animals visit hospitals, nursing homes, prisons, mental health facilities, hospice programs, and other places where days can seem long and dreary, and distraction is welcome. For many years I took my dog, Posy, for weekly visits at our local nursing home. Posy had many fans there, and she loved spending time with them. She would begin to dance around in the backseat of the car whenever we approached the turn leading into the home’s parking lot. She knew that she was important to her friends, and she always enjoyed an appreciative audience. Anyone who loves dogs knows that they can make happy times happier and difficult times more bearable. Dogs give us so much pleasure; they comfort us and make us laugh. Just petting them can lower our blood pressure. Soothing physical contact is therapeutic for all of us: Think of stroking a dog’s soft ears or holding a purring cat.

Dogs also work with professional therapists toward specific goals. In physical and occupational therapy programs, patients practice motor skills while brushing and petting a dog, and work on balance while walking with a dog. An enthusiastic dog can motivate a patient to throw a ball or use hand signals to indicate which trick in the dog’s repertoire will bring a biscuit reward. Dogs can serve as an icebreaker, encouraging conversation between patient and therapist and among people in a group setting. A friendly dog can increase a person’s self-esteem. Dogs can help teach children and teenagers about nurturing behavior and empathy; they can be especially effective with at-risk children and teenagers.

Then there are service dogs. According to the Americans with Disabilities Act, a dog is considered a service dog if it has been “individually trained to do work or perform tasks for the benefit of a person with a disability.” Guide dogs for the blind, hearing dogs, dogs that alert their owners to an impending seizure or heart attack, dogs that help people walk, that open doors, turn on lights, fetch the phone, and pick up dropped objects—all are service dogs. For To the Rescue, I have stretched the term “service dog” to include dogs that perform many kinds of activities that help people, for example, search-and-rescue dogs, avalanche dogs, dogs that detect narcotics or bombs, even some dogs that are trained to find bedbugs!

White working on Found Dogs and Second Chances I was impressed and moved by the compassion, generosity, and love many people give to abandoned animals, animals that have sometimes been discarded like old Kleenex. In the case of To the Rescue, these people give more than a good home. First they provide a new life for a dog that needs one, then they help that dog to be productive, often bringing comfort and happiness to people. Rescue alone involves a lot of work: care and feeding, medical attention, and obedience training to help the animal learn to live comfortably with people. After all that effort, most of us would relax and simply enjoy life with our nice, well-behaved dog.

Some people however, go further: They train their dogs to help others. Dogs for therapy work are usually screened first to be sure that they will be calm and comfortable in different situations. They often must pass a Canine Good Citizen test or the equivalent. This test requires that the dog display competence in basic obedience; they must be able to sit, stay, come, and walk on a leash without pulling, all this while ignoring distractions. The dog must be quiet and well-behaved, and must be calm around other dogs. The handler learns to interact with all types of patients in a variety of settings, such as hospitals, nursing homes, and schools. More training may be required for dogs that work with therapists, such as physical therapists, occupational therapists, and mental health professionals. Dogs in search-and-rescue or detection of narcotics or bombs (or bedbugs) require a great deal of training in their area of expertise.

Once the dog’s training is accomplished and certification achieved, the handler then agrees to take that dog on a regular basis to help others, whether in hospital visits or search-and-rescue work. Whatever the dog does, ongoing training is part of the package. This is a big commitment of time and energy. Billie Peters, who tells her story in To the Rescue, takes her rescued racing greyhounds to visit a nursing home, a veterans’ hospital, and a children’s reading program. Billie is in her eighties.

In a world where we see cruelty and neglect everywhere, it is heartening to hear stories of people who are compassionate, generous, and kind. It is inspiring to see the remarkable healing effect animals can have on people, and the many benefits of the bond between the two.





BAILEY

— Eileen Roemer, FBI special agent, retired —






 When we got Bailey, he was infested with fleas and ticks and was emaciated, literally starving to death. He was supposedly being used as a golden retriever stud dog by an unscrupulous breeder. Three times he managed to dig a hole under the fence and escape; after Bailey’s third successful breakout, the animal control officer agreed to let me rescue him. Immediately, I took him to the vet, and his new life began.


[image: e9781602397729_i0002.jpg]



At the time I was working for the FBI in behavior analysis, specializing in child abduction. One of my primary duties was acting as liaison with victims’ families. I adopted Bailey for one of these families, but he had some adjustment problems. When they decided that they couldn’t keep him, they gave him to me. He settled in quickly, perhaps because of the other two dogs I had.

When my first search dog, Riley, also a golden, was a puppy, I took a course in body recovery at the FBI. Shortly afterward I met a woman with dogs in Search and Rescue (SAR), and I was fascinated. I decided to train and certify Riley in SAR as a cadaver dog. From my work with victims’ families, I knew how essential body recovery was for bringing closure to family and friends. Riley passed all the certification tests. She loved the work, and she was good at it. My husband and I have another rescued golden, Annie. I trained her, but she has multiple anxieties and never really enjoyed the work.

When Bailey came along, I realized he had the intense play drive necessary for the challenges of SAR. He took to the process naturally: To him it’s a fascinating and compelling game and an opportunity to play. I always keep one of those pink-and-green soft Frisbees as a special reward for search work. We trained every Sunday, and each time we went out I learned something new about a dog’s abilities and how to read their body language, for example, noting very slight head movements as the wind shifted.

In due course Bailey became certified for SAR. His first real job was searching at the Pentagon after 9/11. I’m a Navy Reservist, and that day I was on duty at the Pentagon. I left the building at 7:30 AM. The person who replaced me was killed along with thirty-four others. For twelve days I worked with Bailey and Riley, alternating them in searches for human remains. It was tough because we were looking for people I knew. We worked with piles of rubble brought from the Pentagon to a parking lot. We would make one pass, then the evidence people would go in with rakes. There was an overwhelming smell of jet fuel, mixed with an overwhelming smell of death, but both dogs knew just what to do, identifying minute fragments of human remains. There was so much stuff there, so many scents. I was amazed at how focused the dogs were.

Of course the dogs’ noses were down there in all that toxic debris. At least we handlers had masks. Periodically we were decontaminated, while vets and vet techs decontaminated the dogs in wading pools. After that I would bring out the Frisbee for some playtime and relaxation, as rewards for good work. Then we would search through the same rubble a second time. Bailey made many, many finds, and even though this is not her story, I have to say that Riley did too.

Bailey is retired now. He must be twelve or thirteen, but he can still jump up on the bed. When he sees that Frisbee, or if I bring out his search jacket, he dances around, bursting with excitement and happiness. He’s a sweet boy, Mr. B.

I feel very lucky that I chanced upon this work with the dogs. It is one of the most important things I have done in my life, and Bailey has been a big part of it.





MAGGIE

— Al Emond, Retired elementary school principal —






 The day that I retired after thirty-two years as a teacher, counselor, and elementary school principal, I went to the dog pound. There was Maggie, a shepherd-collie mix, about two years old, lying on the cement floor with her head on her paws, looking at me. I bent down to talk to her, and her tail wagged a little. When she stood up, I noticed a big gash on her hip. The attendant put a leash on the dog, and we walked a little until she stopped and leaned against me. Then she lay down with her head and one paw across my feet. I thought, Uh-oh, she’s choosing me!
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I was afraid no one would adopt her with that injury, and, anyway, it was love at first sight. Apparently, Maggie had been struck by a car two weeks before, and when animal control went to pick her up she was lying unconscious in the street with a large open gash on her right rear leg. She had just been put up for adoption; if no one took her during the next seven days, she would be put to sleep. I agreed to pick her up the next day. At home I made an appointment with the veterinarian for the following Monday.

The next day, a Saturday, I brought Maggie home. As she checked out the house and the backyard, I noticed that she was walking slowly and breathing heavily. I figured that she was exhausted and just needed a meal and a good rest in a warm, comfortable bed; however by Sunday afternoon I could see that her health was deteriorating. She was restless during the night, and had trouble lying down and getting up. First thing Monday morning I called the veterinarian. The doctor couldn’t believe that the shelter had not had their veterinarian suture the gash on Maggie’s leg; after two weeks it was now too late for sutures. He took X-rays and ran some tests. The X-rays showed that Maggie had a torn diaphragm muscle from her accident with the car. Her lower organs were pushing up against her heart and lungs. On top of all this, she was about three weeks from having a litter of puppies. The veterinarian told me that I had a choice to make: I could have the dog put down then and there, or attempt major, expensive surgery with a specialist. There was no guarantee she would pull through.

Maggie had been with me less than two days, but I had grown to love her. She was already under my skin—she was my responsibility. She seemed to have had a purpose even though I wasn’t sure what that purpose might be.

I took Maggie to the specialist right away, who explained to me that besides the torn diaphragm muscle, one of the puppies had broken through the uterus wall, pressing against Maggie’s heart. The surgery would have to be immediate and would cost $3,000. I said, “Let’s do it!” I told her she was going to be O.K., and left the hospital with tears running down my face.

Five hours later the doctor called to say that the surgery had been successful but that all the puppies were dead. Two days later Maggie came home wearing an Elizabethan collar. During her recuperation, Maggie and I bonded even more. I kept saying to myself, “I know this dog has a purpose.”

A few weeks later I read about a Delta Society Pet Partners course to train animals and owners to be pet therapy teams. This was Maggie’s purpose! For years I thought of owning a therapy dog to visit hospitals, convalescent homes, and schools. Maggie was a friendly, happy dog that loved people. She liked to give kisses, to lean against you, and to get as close as she possibly could. She was perfect for the job. I took the course, and Maggie and I worked on all the basics—sit, down, stay, and some leash work. Maggie passed the certification test with flying colors. Our first job consisted of weekly visits to a first grade reading program. Individual students would read to Maggie, who always looked interested and nonjudgmental. As a reward, the children were allowed to give Maggie treats and take her for a walk.

Four months later Maggie needed another surgery, this time to resuture the diaphragm muscle. After she had recuperated, our pet therapy instructor asked us to visit a convalescent home: We have been volunteering there for over five years. We also make occasional visits to local hospitals.

During the past two years Maggie has developed two other medical problems. She has a rare form of diabetes, treatable with daily medication. She also developed dry eye syndrome in her right eye. The tear duct did not work properly; after numerous unsuccessful attempts with different medications over a period of five months, she underwent surgery to connect the salivary gland to the tear duct in order to provide moisture to lubricate the eye. This worked perfectly, although when she is particularly excited about treats or dinner, her right eye does weep a little.

Throughout all these trials, Maggie has lost none of her spirit. Her extended family, the residents of the convalescent home, has supported her all the way, showing concern and compassion for their friend throughout these ordeals. Since Maggie was such a success, I adopted Daisy Mae a few years ago, another dog from the shelter. The two get along very well and love to play together.

As we continue to visit the retirement home every Wednesday, it is rewarding to watch Maggie lift the spirits of the residents and staff. Residents who never talk to anyone talk to her; people who do not leave their rooms come out to see her. Even people suffering from depression, laugh and smile and talk to us. Some residents never have any visitors at all so Maggie is the one true friend they look forward to seeing every week.

I really hit the jackpot with Maggie. Some people can’t understand how I could spend so much money on “just a dog,” but I feel sad for them—sad that they were never fortunate enough to have a dog like my Maggie. When I think of how much love she has brought to me and others, I hate to imagine what we would have missed if I had put her to sleep. I believe that Maggie was heaven-sent. That voice murmured over and over again in my mind, “This girl has a purpose.” And she certainly does.

But right now she is barking outside the backdoor, saying “It’s time to take me and Daisy Mae for our long morning walk—hurry up!” You can tell who’s the boss in this house!





LOUIS

— Frances Pilot, Freelance medical writer —






 In 2001, Louis, then called Loopy, was languishing in a back hospital ward at the New York City Center for Animal Care and Control (CACC). The puppy had various medical problems and was a prime candidate for euthanasia. In those days less than 1 percent of dogs in similar circumstances at the CACC survived, but it was Louis’s lucky day. Sharon Malloy, CACC director of rescue, telephoned Marilyn Teres-Cavanaugh, director of NY Pet-I-Care, because she believed this dog might be the perfect Jack Russell terrier mix for me. I had been looking for a small, preferably female, poodle or terrier mix.

When I saw Louis, I was horrified. He was a dehydrated skeleton with a bad respiratory infection and other health issues. I adopted him immediately, and in return, he started to recover. As soon as he got settled, he began gaining weight at the rate of eight pounds a month and astonished everyone by becoming the world’s first standard Jack Russell weighing in at 70 pounds! A recent DNA test showed that he is in fact 25 percent Doberman and 25 percent German shepherd; the remaining 50 percent of his DNA is too mongrelized to be identified.

Louis is a gentle giant, a wonderful, intelligent, compassionate therapy dog. He works at St. Vincent’s Catholic Medical Center in Manhattan, the hospital that pioneered the first therapy dog program in New York City. Studies show that animal-assisted therapy benefits patients by lowering blood pressure, shortening hospital stays, and lessening the severity of pain. Today most major hospitals in New York have their own pet therapy programs; St. Vincent’s was the trailblazer.

Some of Louis’s greatest successes have been with neurology and oncology patients. Despite his size, he has always specialized in bed visits. For six weeks he visited a patient with ovarian cancer who missed her own large dog very much. Louis lay on a clean sheet on the bed; together they enjoyed cuddle sessions of an hour or more during which the patient was able to delay her pain medication. Another time we were assigned to a young woman with a serious heart condition. She had been separated from her three dogs for months. When Louis jumped onto her bed, she began to pet him and immediately burst into tears. I was worried that Louis might have hurt her somehow, but she explained that she missed her own dogs and was terribly afraid that she might never see them again. Louis gave her a chance to share some of her feelings. While he can’t perform miracles, he certainly has improved the hospital stays of many patients.

He has helped people recovering from stroke and brain injury. On Christmas Day several years ago, he helped a stroke patient learn to move his fingers again. Louis loves to be scratched under his chin, and he simply would not give up nudging the man’s hands until he responded.

Louis is more effective than flash cards for helping patients recall language and memory: He often reminds people about dogs from their past. He walks patiently beside wheelchairs and participates in group physical therapy sessions. He loves to visit pediatric patients and enjoys babies who stand and peer at him from their cribs, like small humans in a zoo. Louis plays with older children with cystic fibrosis, helps rouse children post-anesthesia, and motivates children to start moving after surgery. He also visits hearing impaired and blind patients: Sitting recently with a blind patient and her two blind visitors, he enjoyed their tactile approach to visualizing him.

Louis has also formed close bonds with hospital staff, in particular with the nurse on the orthopedic floor who feeds him roast beef sandwiches. He insists on stopping there for lunch prior to work. Most of all, he likes to visit Edna Wolf, coordinator of the pet therapy program at St. Vincent’s. He loves her for herself, of course, but her office also happens to be a giant playpen for dogs, filled with toys and treats.

Louis is perfect proof that sick shelter animals should not be considered damaged goods.
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SERENA

— Steve Briggs, Pet therapy evangelist, recently converted horseman, restauranteur —






 Before Serena came into my life, I had a beloved Australian shepherd who was with me for eleven years; by the time she died we had hiked over 6,500 miles together. A year later I tried to rescue another Aussie, but that attempt failed. With the help of a professional trainer, I worked with the dog for six weeks but she was just too wounded emotionally. She loved me, but ended up biting my wife, Doris; Max, our Tibetan terrier; and finally the Florida Power and Light lady. I was pretty devastated when I had to give up on her.

That spring Doris and I headed north with Max and our two Paso Fino horses. Along the way we stopped to ride for a week in Aiken, South Carolina. My wife saw an ad in a local paper for an Aussie being fostered by Molly’s Militia in Augusta, Georgia. We looked at their Web site and there was Serena, certainly not an Australian shepherd but very appealing. Doris was intrigued by the name they had given her—Serenity. The dog was picked up as a stray when she was about three. She had been living on the streets for several months and had had a litter of puppies. She was in pretty dismal shape. Molly’s Militia had rescued her from animal control where they were putting down roughly 1,000 dogs each month.

Doris and I drove to Augusta to see Serena at her foster home. She was timid and shy but her eyes and her demeanor were kind and beguiling. She and Max got along well so we took her back to Aiken with us. That evening we went to a restaurant with an outside dining terrace. Max has extremely good restaurant manners, and Serena simply lay down next to him under our table, just as if she knew exactly what to do when going out for dinner.

Two days later, Doris and I, with Serena, Max, and our two horses, moved on to West Virginia to ride in the mountains for a week. There, we let Serena off her lead and found that she was happy to follow us everywhere. She loved going with the horses and always stayed near us. We knew that she was meant to be part of our family.

We continued north to spend the summer in New Hampshire. I probably should mention that the only problem this dog had was a tendency to get carsick. In November we returned to Florida; in January I started training Serena for therapy work. Soon we received certification from the Delta Society with a complex rating. This rating means that dog and handler are qualified to work in highly active environments with many distractions and can work in situations that have a high degree of unanticipated interactions. Basically this means that Serena has the temperament, discipline, and calmness necessary in dealing with abused children and patients with dementia, as well as in other situations that might upset the average therapy dog.
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We have worked at the Naples Community Hospital and at several nursing homes. It has been a moving and rewarding experience. One day I watched a patient’s blood pressure decrease as he petted Serena. I knew that there were studies showing this effect, but it is extraordinary to actually watch it happen. On many visits we heard patients say, “This is the best thing that has happened to me since I came here.” One lady suffering from dementia carried on a conversation with Serena for five or six minutes; the nurse said that this was the most sense the woman had made in a long time.

On one visit, Serena absolutely refused to leave a patient’s room and I finally had to almost drag her out. On our next visit, the head nurse told me that five minutes after we left they had a Code Blue and lost the patient. Another time, a man couldn’t quite reach Serena from his horizontal position, so he patted the bed to get her to come a little closer. The next thing I knew we had an airborne fifty-two-pound dog about to land on the chest of a man who was recovering from triple bypass surgery. I managed to catch her in mid-air. It was pretty exciting!

Through our local humane society we visited with a dozen kids from a residential facility. All of them came from difficult homes, and many had been abused. At first they avoided my big black dog like the plague. It took almost twenty minutes, and one very brave boy, but Serena eventually had five kids crawling all over her. She loved it, and they did too.

When we are in South Carolina, we visit a Veteran’s Administration hospital and the Medical College of Georgia Hospital in Augusta. In addition, we visit a child advocacy facility where children who have been abused are interviewed and evaluated. Serena helps put them at ease and makes it easier for them to talk with the authorities. The children create wonderful drawings for her—a bonus souvenir. We also work in a reading program at a special daycare center for at-risk children.

I’m no longer doing long-distance hikes so I guess God decided that I needed a dog with another mission, one that brings joy and smiles to people who need a little cheer in their day. The amazing thing is that I hate hospitals and am terrified of illness. In 1976 I was diagnosed with cancer and told that I had six months to live; ten years later I had a recurrence. It wasn’t easy but since Serena is so special and most of the people we visit are so moved and so appreciative, I find that I barely notice the serious illness that grips many of them. I’m determined that Serena and I will be the best therapy team we can possibly be.
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