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  What People Are Saying About

  Chicken Soup for the Cat & Dog Lover’s Soul . . .


  “My father would have been proud to have his stories in this book. That unequalled bond between animals and people about which he wrote so vividly, is brought to life again within these pages.”


  James Wight

  son of James Herriot, author of All Creatures Great and Small


  “The special relationship people share with their pets is presented with sensitivity, humor and extraordinary candor.”


  Leeza Gibbons

  executive producer/host, Leeza


  “This powerful, touching book, shows how our beloved pets lend a touch of graciousness to our lives. Two paws up!”


  Sally Jessy Raphael

  host, the Sally show


  “A landmark book that honors our beloved pets, while exploring the kindest impulses of humanity. It stirred my soul!”


  Jim Davis

  creator of Garfield the Cat


  “Telling stories is one of the most powerful tools for teaching values and touching people’s hearts. Full of insights into the souls of pets and people, these stories are destined to be read, reflected upon, and reread by generations of pet lovers.”


  Richard Carlson

  author, Don’t Sweat the Small Stuff


  “I am grateful to you for putting into words the inexpressible love and appreciation for our pets that so many of us feel.”


  Jack Lemmon

  actor


  “A uniquely memorable, incredibly delightful, easy-reading testament to the positive power of pets.”


  Lynn Redgrave

  actress


  “An extraordinary collection of stories, sometimes moving, sometimes funny and always wonderful.”


  Phyllis Levy

  books editor, Good Housekeeping magazine


  “I lost my mascara on the first story and recommend this book to everyone!”


  Cheryl Tiegs

  model/designer


  “Sharing your life with a pet is one of life’s most rewarding experiences. These stories capture the magic of this uniquely precious bond.”


  Edward Asner

  actor


  “I laughed, cried, rolled over, scratched myself and had a terrific urge to chase cars. . . . Terrific!”


  Martin Mull

  actor/comedian


  “These messages show how our pets draw families closer and create irreplaceable memories.”


  Sally Lee

  editor in chief, Parents magazine


  “For everyone who has ever loved a pet! These timeless tales of love solve my gift-giving dilemmas. Thank you!”


  Gretchen Wyler

  president, The Ark Trust, Inc.


  “These stories paint a picture of compassion and love for the pets that share our lives. This book belongs in every home.”


  Jack Hanna

  host, Jack Hanna’s Animal Adventures


  “These inspiring vignettes touch my soul. Good medicine!”


  Robert Taylor, D.V.M.

  star of Animal Planet’s, Emergency Vets


  “Wow! How marvelous to celebrate the multitude of ways our pets fill our souls and lift our spirits. Thank you!”


  Karen Parrella

  executive producer, Pets: part of the family TV series


  “These stories will leave you smiling, even through your tears.”


  Amy D. Shojai

  author and president, Cat Writers’ Association, Inc.
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  This book is dedicated with love to

  the millions of people around the world who treat

  their pets—cats, dogs and other critters—

  like family members, doing whatever it takes to make

  sure their beloved pets are happy, healthy and

  live full lives. And to the world’s pets who fortify us

  with their daily gifts of love and loyalty,

  and make us laugh.

  



  We also dedicate this book to the veterinary

  profession, whose skillful, compassionate service has

  earned the public’s admiration, trust and respect.

  



  And to our heroes, the people who work

  tirelessly and without fanfare in their communities

  to help homeless, sick or injured pets. You have our

  profound, eternal gratitude for making

  a difference, one pet at a time.


  Finally, we dedicate this book to God,

  who, through his grace and compassion, has given

  us the special love of animals to bless

  our hearts and homes.
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  Introduction


  You hold in your hands the ticket for a very special journey: Chicken Soup for the Cat & Dog Lover’s Soul. This collection of true stories about cats, dogs (and other critters) is guaranteed to warm your heart and lift your spirits— in the same way that our pets cheer and inspire us daily. In fact, those of us who live with cats and dogs know that our animal companions are “Chicken Soup for the Soul.”


  Cat lovers will tell you that cats are poetry in motion, living sculptures at rest, and that the warm weight of a purring cat on your lap is a surefire cure for what ails you.


  Dogs also have a tremendous talent for melting our hearts with their unquestioning devotion and unbridled enthusiasm for us, their people. Dog lovers can attest that sharing your life with a dog, or two, can be as entertaining as it is comforting.


  In today’s crazy, busy world, pets, perhaps more than anything else, teach us to appreciate the simple joys of life.


  It all started a long, long time ago, when one day a human reached down and patted a dog or cat as a reward for helping with the hunt, guarding a home or polishing off pesky rodents. In that instant, something magical happened—the human-animal bond was born.


  It was then the dog, tail wagging, and the cat, madly purring, joined mankind at the fireside. A new covenant was formed—and since then, mankind has benefited from having a genuine, mutually supportive, and loving relationship with animals.


  Today’s cat and dog owners love their pets—and they also love to share stories about them. We received thousands of story submissions for this book from cat and dog lovers around the world. It was terribly difficult to choose which stories to include, but finally, we selected the ones that we hoped would deepen people’s respect, compassion and appreciation for the entire animal kingdom, as well as for the cats and dogs who share our homes.


  We have divided these stories into chapters that encompass the large variety of ways cats, dogs and other animals impact people’s lives. We have chapters on love and companionship, on pets as teachers, as healers and as heroes, plus a chapter on saying good-bye to our pets when it comes their time to pass on. Taken together, the stories are powerful proof that the animals in our lives significantly contribute to our happiness and well being.


  For truly, our pets lend a touch of grace to our lives. They teach us the real meaning of unconditional love and bring out the kindest and most generous impulses of humanity.


  As you read, you may notice that some of the stories in this book are written by well-known celebrities, while others are by individuals who are famous only within the smaller circle of friends and family. But every one of the contributors to this book knows well the power and magic of the human-animal bond. It is our sincere hope that the extraordinary stories in the book will offer inspiration and insight into discovering and receiving the special love of pets, who provide each and every one of us with a little bit of heaven right here on Earth.


  


  1

  

  ON LOVE


  Until one has loved an animal, a part of one’s soul remains unawakened.


  Anatole France


  


  THE FAMILY CIRCUS ® By Bil Keane
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  “I like dogs 'cause if you're doing something stupid, they don't yell at you. They do it with you.”


  Reprinted by permission of Bil Keane.


  


  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 potatochip 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.


  Everything was packed up, except for Brownie. Bobby knelt down and put his hands on each side of the puppy’s head. They looked at each other for a long moment and then Brownie started to lick Bobby’s face. In one quick movement, the man picked him up and placed him gently in the front seat of the patrol car. He turned to me, his eyes even redder than before.


  “Here,” he said, handing me a ten-dollar bill. “For the dog pound.” I stared open-mouthed at the money. I couldn’t believe it. Bobby was paying the surrender fee, though it was probably all the money he had in the world.


  I put out my hand and grabbed his arm, “Bobby, don’t worry about any fee. They’ll understand.”


  He looked at me. “No, Goldilocks. You told me ten dollars to get a good home, ’member? A home with a kid to play with would be good for Brownie.”


  He turned from me suddenly and started to walk back toward the rusty station wagon. I knew better than to try to convince him to come with me. He had a mind of his own and treasured his independence, often at the expense of his health and safety.


  “Bobby! I’ll find him a great home,” I called after him, my voice catching in my throat.


  He made a noise, but didn’t turn around.


  As I drove away, Brownie put his muzzle on my lap and fell asleep. There were times I couldn’t see the road through my tears.


  Brownie was taken home that evening by a police officer who fell in love with him the moment he saw me carry him into the precinct. A year later his Christmas photos showed his little boy and Brownie sitting together in front of a fireplace.


  I tried to return Bobby’s money, but the station wagon was always empty. Later, I heard that he had gone to a group home in another city and was doing fine. I dropped the ten-dollar bill into the Salvation Army donation box.


  I missed my assistant and wished I could have told Bobby what a wonderful job he’d done. He had rescued cats and dogs—and my faith in people, too.


  Lisa Duffy-Korpics


  


  Bumpus


  There is indeed, no single quality of the cat that man could not emulate to his advantage.


  Carl Van Vechten


  The big, Maine–coon-type cat was found by firefighters on Father’s Day 1996, his long orange fur matted and scorched. He lay, barely alive, in the charred remains of the wildfires that plagued Alaska that year. Even though he must have been in great pain, the cat purred the moment he was touched. When the vet first saw the badly burned cat, he began to cry. He had never seen a living animal with such extensive injuries. The fire had claimed his rear feet and all his front toes. The vet was afraid this latest fire victim might not live long.


  But the cat was a survivor. Bumpus, as he came to be called, seemed unaware of the odds against him. Once he began to heal, Bumpus struggled persistently to learn to walk again. Eventually, to everyone’s astonishment, the cat succeeded.


  Bumpus became a favorite with the rescue volunteers who helped the clinic staff care for him. After facing so much ruin, devastation and death left in the wake of the fires, the presence of this friendly, spirited cat boosted morale and helped the rescuers continue their work.


  One of the volunteers, a woman named Sharon, fell in love with the big orange cat. When she was finished in Alaska, she couldn’t face leaving him behind, so when Bumpus was well enough to travel, he came home to live with her in Missouri.


  Besides doing emergency rescue work, Sharon volunteered at her local humane society. Her specialty was fostering sick or injured kittens in her home and nursing them back to health.


  Not long after Bumpus came to live with her, Sharon took in a litter of badly wounded kittens who required special medical attention—two of them eventually needed to have a leg amputated. After the surgery, one of the two-month-old kittens, a female named Minus, came home from the vet, charged out of her carrier and jumped right up on the bed. She didn’t even seem to notice she was missing a front leg.


  But her brother, Cheerio, named for the circular patterns on his solid orange coat, was traumatized by the operation. Unlike other amputees Sharon had fostered, Cheerio seemed depressed at having lost a limb. He cried constantly, and when he tried to walk, Cheerio always fell and ended up doing a somersault. He took his frustration out on the carpeting, biting and growling at anything around him. At other times, he hid under the bed, refusing to come out.


  When Sharon sawhowdepressed Cheeriowas—even his eyes were dull—she worried he might sicken and die. She had to do something, but what? Her eyes fell on Bumpus, serenely grooming himself in a sunny spot on the floor. He’s been through this, she thought. Maybe he could help.


  Sharon had isolated the injured kittens in one room in an attempt to keep them less active. When she opened the door to the kittens’ room for Bumpus, he made a beeline for the crying kitten, quietly talking to him the whole way. He walked right up to the kitten and, wrapping his furry front paws around Cheerio’s damaged little body, held him like a child holds a doll. Then Bumpus began rubbing his head against Cheerio’s head and licking the kitten’s face. Immediately the crying stopped—and the purring began. The little three-legged kitten, who could not warm to the love of a human, immediately responded to the love of another orange cat—a larger version of himself— who had suffered in this way, too.


  Over the next few days, Cheerio and Bumpus became inseparable. Though Cheerio didn’t want his littermates around, he stuck close to Bumpus. Often when Sharon looked in on them, she found Bumpus and the kitten curled up together on the bed—the same bed that Cheerio had refused to jump on, hiding under it instead.


  Thanks to Bumpus’s therapy, Cheerio regained his cheerful disposition and eventually went to live with a devoted new family.


  Since then, Bumpus has become Sharon’s secret weapon. Any time she has a problem with a kitten, she sends the big cat in and waits for the inevitable miracle.


  Bumpus works his magic on people as well. Sharon often takes him to visit children in the pediatric oncology ward at a local hospital. The children are deeply affected when they see what the fire did to Bumpus and witness how his strong will to live has helped him. They reach out eagerly to pet the big, brave cat. And his purring presence seems to quiet their fears.


  Sharon doesn’t wonder how Bumpus does it, because she’s always known. This wonderful cat possesses an enormous quantity of the healing spirit—more than enough to share.


  Janine Adams


  


  Agnes and Mattie


  The heart that loves is always young.


  Greek Proverb


  In her ninety-third summer, Agnes, her mind still sharp as an eagle’s eye, was wheeled down the dim hall of the nursing home to the last room on the left. Number 109.


  “It’s a good room, Auntie,” her niece, one of two living relatives, said softly. “Nice and clean.”


  Agnes took in the white walls, the gray linoleum floor and was silent. That night, as she lay on the strange bed, trying to shut out the sounds of the TV from the room next door, she felt as if her real life had ended in that careless moment when she’d tripped over a tree root, shattering her hip and her freedom.


  She hung her wooden crucifix above the metal nightstand. Into the top drawer she stuffed old letters, pictures, a box of candy and a broken old dog biscuit she found in the bottom of her purse. In her real life, she’d walked every day, and the neighborhood dogs greeted her eagerly, just as her own dog Rusty used to. She couldn’t bear to throw out the biscuit.


  Agnes refused to leave her room. She refused to make this place home.


  This is not my home, she thought fiercely. This is nothing like my home.


  She read. She napped. She traveled a worn path in memory back over the years to the big yellow house at the end of the street. Rusty always trotted at her heels as she strolled. She saw the towering shade trees that her beloved Papa had planted as saplings for her and her husband Jack when they first got married.


  She and Jack had enjoyed a good marriage. There’d been no children. Just the dogs. The last was Rusty, a tall, proud mutt, who was with her when Jack died of pneumonia. Rusty had slept on the floor by her side of the bed, and every morning she’d reach down first thing to pet him. Now, curled in her bed, she hung an arm over the mattress; for a heart-stopping second, she thought she felt Rusty’s mink-soft head and heard the thump of his long, fringed tail. Then the clanging of the meal carts and the bland smell of institutional food brought her back to reality. She cried into her pillow.


  The activities director of the nursing home, a woman named Ronnie, was concerned about Agnes. There must be a way to reach her, she thought. Every day Ronnie came to Number 109, pulled up a chair and showed Agnes the activities schedule.


  “Look at this,” Ronnie would say, her finger sliding down the list. “We have current events, bingo, women’s issues, music, sweet memories. Won’t you just try one? Or maybe you’d like to go down the hall and meet some people?”


  But the elderly lady with the girlish bangs shook her head. “I’m fine,” she said, her eyes cloudy with sadness.


  One day, in late autumn, Ronnie walked into Agnes’s room and spied a dog calendar on top of the nightstand.


  “What a handsome dog,” Ronnie said, tapping the picture. For the first time she saw a spark in the faded blue eyes.


  “I love dogs,” Agnes said.


  Ronnie’s mind started racing. She’d tried in the past to arrange for a dog to visit the nursing home, but it had never worked out. Now it was time to try again. Back in her office, she dialed the number of a local shelter and talked to the shelter director, a woman named Mimi. Halfway through Ronnie’s story, Mimi broke in and said, “We have the perfect dog. Her name is Mattie.”


  For weeks Mimi had been wondering what to do about Mattie. She thought back to the blustery winter night when Mattie, a large black mutt, had been brought in as a stray. She shivered in the doorway, her coat mud-caked and wet. Despite her appearance, she was dignified, like a lady who’d fallen on hard times.


  “Here, girl,” Mimi called. Shyly the dog came, placing a dirty paw on Mimi’s knee, then removing it, as if to say, “I’m sorry. I forgot about the mud.”


  They bathed her and combed out the mats, from which they took her name—Mattie. No one claimed her. She lived in a kennel run with four to five other dogs, waiting to be adopted. Months turned to years. Each time people came to look, competing canines raced to the gate, barking and furiously wagging their tails. Mattie trailed modestly behind, shyly raising trusting brown eyes. Like a gem that doesn’t shine, she was passed over. She became a lonely, institutional survivor. Like Agnes.


  Now, Mimi walked down the long, noisy kennel aisle to a large run. “Mattie,” she called into the maze of barking, wriggling canines. The big, long-haired mutt padded to the gate, calmly easing herself through the crush of younger, excitable dogs. She pressed her setter-type nose into the wire mesh.


  “Hey, old girl,” Mimi said, getting down to eye level. “A lady named Agnes needs you.” Mattie’s ears perked.


  Not many days later, Mimi walked Mattie down the dim hall of the nursing home to the last room on the left. Number 109. The dog was freshly bathed and groomed. Her ears were erect, and her tail was raised high with anticipation. They turned the corner of the doorway and Mattie’s nails clicked on the gray linoleum. Agnes looked up from her chair; the book she’d been reading slipped off her lap. Her mouth dropped. Tears filled her eyes and spilled down her cheeks.


  “I thought I’d never see a dog again,” she sobbed.


  “Her name’s Mattie,” Mimi said.


  “Here, Mattie. Here, girl,” Agnes called. Mattie trotted over, leash dragging, waving her long, fringed tail just as Rusty used to. Agnes buried her face in the soft fur. Mattie scrunched as close as she could get and placed a paw on Agnes’s lap. She looked up adoringly, her eyes begging friendship.


  Agnes stroked her silky head, whispering, “Hello, Mattie, girl. There’s a good girl.” Her wizened face was soft and glowing. Mattie laid her head in Agnes’s lap and sighed as Agnes scratched behind her ears.


  Suddenly, Agnes remembered something. With the aid of her walker, she hobbled eagerly to the nightstand, Mattie trotting at her heels. The old lady opened the drawer, retrieving the crumbling dog biscuit she hadn’t been able to throw away. Mattie’s ears lifted. Daintily she took the biscuit, then cleaned the crumbs from the floor.


  Before they left, Mimi promised Agnes they’d come every week. Agnes flipped through the dog calendar, marking in all the Tuesdays with Mattie’s name.


  Now when Mattie arrived for her visits, the drawer of the metal cabinet was always stocked with favorite treats. Ever the lady, Mattie would ask politely by sniffing the drawer, then sitting and waiting. She never had to wait long.


  As the months went by, Agnes began to show an interest in the events around her. Soon Mattie was accompanying Agnes to drawing classes, flower-arranging workshops and gospel songfests. She sat with her head in Agnes’s lap as Agnes talked with friends, and she thumped her tail at Agnes’s happy chuckle.


  Encouraged by the change in Agnes, Mimi took Mattie to visit residents at other nursing homes. Mattie’s days became full as well. Before long, many volunteers were taking dogs to visit old people and children throughout the area. The successful Golden Outreach Program was officially launched.


  When Agnes celebrated her one-hundredth birthday, Mattie, herself a senior citizen and still a regular visitor, came to celebrate. As Agnes ate her cake and visited with her many guests, she stroked the now-grizzled head resting in her lap and frequently returned the old dog’s devoted gaze. Finding each other had transformed their lives, as well as the lives of others through Golden Outreach—a program born of the love between one elderly lady and a gentle dog.


  Shari Smyth


  


  Friends in Arms


  “Have you a pet who would make a good War Dog?”


  The message went out by radio and newspapers to citizens of England in July 1942 at the height of the Allied struggle with Germany during World War II. “The British War Office needs strong, intelligent dogs to be trained for guard and patrol duty, rescue work, as messengers and mine detectors,” the message continued. “If you have such a dog and would consider lending him to the service of your country, please call the war office.”


  Eight-year-old Barry Railton heard the appeal at his home in Tolworth, Surrey. He looked at his six-year-old cream-colored German shepherd Khan, whom he had owned since the dog was a puppy. “Would you like to be a War Dog?” he asked Khan.


  He went to his father, Harry Railton. “Could I volunteer Khan to be a War Dog?”


  Railton had heard the radio appeal. “Are you sure you want to volunteer Khan? He is intelligent enough and has always been eager to learn, but remember, he would be gone for a long time.”


  “How long?”


  Railton shook his head. “Who knows when this war will end? I can’t say how long he would be gone.”


  Barry patted the dog’s head. “Khan is smart. If the country needs him, I think he should go.”


  “Think about this, Barry. He might not come back.”


  “He’ll come back, all right.” Barry spoke with the optimism of a child.


  Harry Railton phoned the war office, and soon papers arrived for him to fill out. In a few weeks, it was time for Khan to leave his Norfolk home for the War Dog Training School. Barry kissed the top of Khan’s head and cried as he said good-bye, but the boy remained steadfast in his confidence that Khan would return.


  The training school requirements were a breeze for Khan, and on graduation he was assigned to the 6th Battalion Cameronians, based in Lanarkshire, Scotland.


  Corporal Jimmy Muldoon was assigned to work with Khan. Right from the beginning, they became good friends.


  They worked together on guard patrol for two years.


  Then in 1944, Kahn and Muldoon were assigned to take part in the Allied forces invasion of German-held western Europe. In boats, men of the 6th Battalion were to outflank a causeway leading to a Dutch island and then wade ashore along a mile-long stretch of mud bank.


  An assault craft, packed with men and equipment, was launched at high tide, in the early hours of the morning. As the boat approached the shore, enemy guns fired. A shell hit the boat amidship and men, dogs and equipment catapulted into the air. Muldoon and Khan were thrown into the icy water as the boat, riddled by gunfire, broke in two and sank.


  Men struggled to keep afloat and hold their rifles above the water. Khan rose to the surface and swam toward the lights on the shore. When the dog neared the bank, he sank into the mud, but he was able to scramble up onto firmer ground. He stopped and stood still.


  The flash of searchlights and the blasts of gunfire raked the struggling men in the mud. In spite of the cracking of artillery and the screams of injured and dying men, Khan must have heard the voice of Johnny Muldoon calling to him. Unable to swim, Muldoon was desperately battling to stay afloat two hundred yards from the shore. Khan plunged back into the frigid water and, guided by Muldoon’s calls, swam to his master. Grabbing the collar of Muldoon’s tunic, Khan paddled through the water and mud and at last dragged Muldoon to the shore. Man and dog collapsed on the bank.


  Litter bearers found Muldoon and carried him to a field hospital. Khan stayed right beside his bed the entire time the corporal was in hospital. When Muldoon and Khan returned to the regiment, the battalion commander nominated Khan for the Dickin Medal, named for Maria Dickin, founder of the People’s Dispensary for Sick Animals, a British charitable organization. The Dickin Medal was awarded to eighteen dogs, eight horses, thirty-seven pigeons and one cat during World War II and its aftermath for service to the armed forces or civil defense.


  Khan’s medal was presented March 27, 1945, by the commanding officer at a full battalion parade. The citation on the medal read, “For rescuing Corporal Muldoon from drowning under heavy shell fire of the assault at Walcheren November 1944, while serving with the 6th Cameronians.”


  Corporal Muldoon wrote many letters to the war office, asking to be allowed to keep Khan after the war ended. The Railton family, however, asked for their dog to be returned.


  When the war ended, Corporal Muldoon was demobilized, and he returned to civilian life in Strathaven, Scotland. Khan was sent for six months to the quarantine station not far from the Railton’s home in Surrey. Barry Railton, now twelve, visited the quarantined Khan three times a week. At the end of six months, Khan returned to the Railton home.


  The following year, Khan was invited to participate in the National Dog Tournament. Harry Railton wrote to Muldoon, asking him to lead Khan in the Special War Dog Parade.


  Muldoon was ecstatic at the thought of seeing Khan again, even if only for a little while. Two hundred of the most intelligent, skillful dogs in Great Britain, including sixteen Dickin medalists, were to appear in the parade.


  On the day of the parade, Khan was one of a huge crowd of dogs milling around on the grounds. Suddenly he stopped, lifted his head, his ears at the alert. He sniffed the air. His legs tensed. He jerked the leash from Mr. Railton’s hand and bolted, a streak of fur, across the parade grounds, barking loudly.


  Ten thousand people in the spectator stands saw the joyful reunion of man and dog. Applause thundered as Muldoon and Khan took their places in the parade line.


  Afterwards Harry Railton searched out Muldoon in the crowd. He watched as Muldoon, tears bathing his cheeks, buried his head in the dog’s fur. Sobbing, he held out the leash to Railton.


  Railton shook his head. “Barry and I talked it over during the parade,” he said. “Tell him, Barry.”


  “We think Khan belongs with you,” said Barry, the tears shining in his own eyes. “He’s yours. Take him home.”


  A grateful Muldoon left with Khan on the overnight express for Glasgow. Next morning when they left the train, they were welcomed at the station by a crowd of press members. At the end of the interview, Johnny Muldoon told the reporters, “Pray God we will live out our lives together.”


  His prayer was answered.


  Rosamond Young


  


  A Horse and His Boy


  When Wayne, my oldest son, turned two, I bought a four-year-old, black Appaloosa gelding named Sonny. The two quickly bonded. Even though Wayne was too small to ride Sonny, the two were inseparable. We installed a fence around our well-grassed sideyard and allowed Sonny to graze freely. He often came right up to the house. In fact, Sonny hadn’t been with us long when he ripped the screen off Wayne’s bedroom window. After that, I’d often find my son reaching out the window to pet Sonny or to give him food. And I’d even see Sonny’s black head inside the window, snoozing, while my son slept in his bed.


  One day, I put Wayne to bed for his midday nap and busied myself with my vegetable canning. Time slipped past until I glanced at the clock. Wayne hated naptime and usually slept for only an hour or so. I suddenly realized he’d been quiet for nearly two. I walked to his bedroom and peered around the door. The bed was empty.


  I called his name but heard no reply or noises of his playing. I searched under the bed and in his closet. I kept calling him and walking quickly through each room. Perspiration broke out on my neck as it suddenly hit me. Wayne was not in the house!


  This was my worst nightmare. Our house was surrounded by wilderness. A wildcat frequently raided our henhouse and would view a small child as perfect prey. Rattlesnakes, copperheads and cottonmouths slithered through the thickets. If that was not enough danger, a fishpond nestled in the pasture just below the house.


  I ran to the front door. It was still latched with a hook and eye far above my son’s reach. The back door was the same. I stood in stunned amazement for a moment, until I remembered Wayne’s open window. Fear rose in my heart as I pictured my toddler trying to climb out the window. The drop to the ground would have been more than five feet. Surely he would have hit the ground hard enough to make him cry. Why wouldn’t I have heard him?


  Running out the door, I yelled for Wayne. Thankfully, he wasn’t lying beneath his window. But where was he? Sonny was lying in the middle of our yard, with his back toward me. As I looked at Sonny, he swung his head up and down, but never made an effort to get up. But Sonny was often lazy in the midday summer sun. Still each time I yelled for Wayne, Sonny swung his head up and down, more vigorously than before. I made a mental note that once I found Wayne, I’d have to put fly wipe on Sonny’s face. The flies must really be bothering him.


  Yelling at the top of my lungs and beginning to panic, I raced to the fishpond. No Wayne. I ran to the barn, but again I didn’t find him. He had to be in the woods. I could travel faster and further if I rode Sonny. I raced across the yard to Sonny and dashed around his rump.


  There, stretched to the four winds across Sonny’s four legs, lay Wayne, sound asleep. His head rested on Sonny’s front legs and one foot was propped on the horse’s hip, the other on one of Sonny’s back legs. Sonny lifted his head up and down once more before placing his muzzle across Wayne’s chest. Now I understood what all that head bobbing was about. Sonny couldn’t stand up without sending the child tumbling, and if he nickered, he’d wake the boy. Sonny had been doing everything he could to let me know Wayne was safely sleeping in his embrace.


  I carefully picked Wayne up, carried him to his bedroom and eased him into bed. Sonny had already poked his head through the window by the time I got to the bedroom door. He whickered, and Wayne roused. I backed up so I could watch without being seen. Wayne went to the window and grasped Sonny’s mane. Sonny lifted his head, and Wayne wrapped his arms around Sonny’s neck. He was carried out through the window and slowly lowered onto the ground. I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it. Another mystery solved.


  When my husband came home, we discussed how we could stop another “window escape.” We replaced the screen and nailed boards across the window at intervals that were too close for Sonny’s head to fit through. The boy pouted, and the horse whinnied on the other side for a few days—until Sonny managed to get his teeth between the boards and rip off the new screen. His head still wouldn’t fit, but now he could at least get his nose between the boards.


  With Wayne now safe in his room, I enjoyed walking by and seeing Sonny’s black muzzle thrust through the slats. And when my husband came home from work, often his first view of the house showed a huge, black horse pressed against the white boards with the lower part of his face disappearing inside the window.


  Even when the cold weather forced me to close the window, Sonny remained outside with his face pressed against the glass, the comfort of a stable forsaken to be near his boy.


  Alicia Karen Elkins


  


  Greyfriars Bobby


  In death they were not parted.


  2 Samuel 1:23


  Sometime in the mid-1850s, a Skye terrier came to live on a farm in the hills outside of Edinburgh, Scotland. Named Bobby, the little dog attached himself to Auld Jock, the farmer’s shepherd.


  Auld Jock was a fixture in those Scottish hills, and soon he and Bobby became inseparable, tending the farmer’s sheep and traveling once a week to market in the capital. Market day always featured a special lunch at the Greyfriars dining rooms. When the Edinburgh Castle gun sounded at 1:00 P.M., Jock and Bobby left whatever they were doing and headed for the dining room where the man and his dog shared their meal . . . sometimes over the protests of the manager.


  Within a couple of years after meeting Bobby, Jock’s age began to weigh on him, and he contracted tuberculosis. He headed into retirement, taking small quarters in Edinburgh. Forced to leave Bobby at the farm, Jock sadly bid his companion good-bye and moved to the capital alone.


  However, the next day, when Jock showed up at the Greyfriars dining rooms at the sound of the one o’clock gun, he was astonished to see Bobby rushing in to join him. Bobby had escaped from the farm and run all the way down from the hills to make sure he kept up their market-day custom. Reunited, the two friends enjoyed their lunch, then returned to Jock’s rooms where the old man made plans to return the little terrier to the farm the next day.


  It was never to be. Before he could return Bobby, Jock’s tuberculosis overtook him, and he died. Two days later neighbors found Bobby guarding the body, at first not allowing anyone to come near. Jock’s few friends arranged a simple funeral.


  As the mourner’s procession moved through the streets of Edinburgh, a small, distraught dog trailed behind them, following the casket containing his friend to Greyfriars Cemetery. The cemetery used for the royalty of Scotland was the final resting place for Auld Jock.


  When the funeral service ended and the mourners departed, Bobby remained, lying on the grave, forlorn, a lone dog mourning his adored master. However, such revered ground wasn’t for the convenience of dogs. James Brown, the sexton, spotted Bobby lying on the newly made mound and chased him from the hallowed ground.


  But the next morning, when Brown started doing his chores, he again spotted a sleeping dog on top of the most recent grave. Bobby must have sneaked back to the grave as soon as the sky had turned dark and spent the night there.


  Brown chased him from the cemetery again, but that night Bobby returned and lay down once more on his master’s grave. The next morning was cold and wet and when the sexton saw the faithful animal lying shivering on the grave, he took pity on him. He gave him some food, and though it meant breaking the cemetery’s rules, Brown allowed Bobby to stay near the grave. He even taught Bobby to hide on Sundays, when the churchyard had its largest number of visitors. To the church’s high-ranking patrons, having a dog in the cemetery would have been next to blasphemy.


  For a couple of weeks Bobby kept lonely vigil, without a break, ignoring even his own needs. Then one day, at the sound of the castle gun, he showed up at the Greyfriars dining rooms. The innkeeper recognized him as Auld Jock’s dog and fed him. From that day forward, Bobby arrived at the inn every day at one o’clock to be fed.


  Once he’d gained the sexton’s friendship and found a way to get regular meals, Bobby lived by the grave of the shepherd unhindered for nine years, until 1867, when the city began to round up all unlicensed dogs. Dogcatchers nabbed Bobby and took him to Edinburgh’s version of the pound.


  When the terrier failed to answer the one o’clock gun one day, the innkeeper guessed what had happened. He rescued Bobby from being destroyed by telling the story of the faithful little dog to the city’s Burgher Court. The innkeeper’s plea brought Bobby instant fame, and none other than the Lord Provost of Edinburgh paid for the dog’s license. He even ordered a collar made with an inscription that read, “Greyfriars Bobby. From Lord Provost. 1867. Licensed.”


  Sporting his new collar, Bobby had the run of the city. Still, he held to his routine, guarding his master’s grave and dropping by for lunch at the Greyfriars every day at one. Bobby’s fame and popularity spread until he no longer had to hide from visitors—in fact, many visitors came to the cemetery just to see him. More than one artist painted the dog’s portrait as he lay near his master’s simple grave.


  In 1872, after maintaining his vigil over Auld Jock’s grave for fourteen years, Greyfriars Bobby, now old and feeble, died. The entire city mourned his death. In secret, the sexton dug Bobby a small grave near Jock’s then marked it with only a rosebush. If the church wouldn’t let dogs visit the cemetery, how could it allow a dog to be buried there?


  Upon learning about the inspiring little dog, a Scottish noblewoman, Baroness Burdett-Coutts, commissioned a work to honor Bobby, which would stand on Candle-maker Row, outside the churchyard gates. A year after Bobby’s death, city officials unveiled the monument: a solid granite column, with water from bubbling fountains that poured into two basins; and on top, a bronze likeness of Bobby which faced longingly toward the gates of the cemetery.


  At last, in the early 1930s, the church allowed American donors to erect a small stone in the Greyfriars Cemetery marking the grave of the faithful little dog. Today, when you walk inside the gates of the old cemetery, the first headstone you see pays tribute to the endurance of love beyond death. It reads:


  Greyfriars Bobby.

  Died 14th Jan 1872.

  Aged 16 years.

  Let his loyalty & devotion

  be a lesson to us all.


  Tim Jones


  


  A Friend in Need


  Brownie and Spotty were neighbor dogs who met every day to play together. Like pairs of dogs you can find in most any neighborhood, these two loved each other and played together so often that they had worn a path through the grass of the field between their respective houses.


  One evening, Brownie’s family noticed that Brownie hadn’t returned home. They went looking for him with no success. Brownie didn’t show up the next day, and, despite their efforts to find him, by the next week he was still missing.


  Curiously, Spotty showed up at Brownie’s house alone, barking, whining and generally pestering Brownie’s human family. Busy with their own lives, they just ignored the nervous little neighbor dog.


  Finally, one morning Spotty refused to take “no” for an answer. Ted, Brownie’s owner, was steadily harassed by the furious, adamant little dog. Spotty followed Ted about, barking insistently, then darting toward a nearby empty lot and back, as if to say, “Follow me! It’s urgent!”


  Eventually, Ted followed the frantic Spotty across the empty lot as Spotty paused to race back and bark encouragingly. The little dog led the man under a fence, past clumps of trees, to a desolate spot a half mile from the house. There Ted found his beloved Brownie alive, one of his hind legs crushed in a steel leghold trap. Horrified, Ted now wished he’d taken Spotty’s earlier appeals seriously. Then Ted noticed something quite remarkable.


  Spotty had done more than simply lead Brownie’s human to his trapped friend. In a circle around the injured dog, Ted found an array of dog food and table scraps— which were later identified as the remains of every meal Spotty had been fed that week!


  Spotty had been visiting Brownie regularly, in a single-minded quest to keep his friend alive by sacrificing his own comfort. Spotty had evidently stayed with Brownie to protect him from predators, snuggling with himat night to keep him warm and nuzzling him to keep his spirits up.


  Brownie’s leg was treated by a veterinarian and he recovered. For many years thereafter, the two families watched the faithful friends frolicking and chasing each other down that well-worn path between their houses.


  Stephanie Laland


  


  Lucy


  The honeymoon was definitely over. Although Larry and I had been married less than a year, we were headed for disaster. My expectations of marriage were high—probably too high. My parents’ relationship had been happy, loving, full of laughter and mutual respect. Larry didn’t come to the marriage with the same kind of dreams, and he felt pressured by my needs. Our home was not a happy one, with tensions, resentment and hurt feelings seething just below the surface. We just couldn’t communicate.


  During this rocky time, I had the idea to get a dog. Larry and I talked about it, and he said a dog would be fine, as long as it wasn’t a “yappy little thing.” He had grown up with German shepherds and liked them. I called the local pound and asked if they had a German shepherd who needed a home. It just so happened that they had a white German shepherd mix, so I went right over to see the dog.


  At the pound, I made my way to the white dog’s cage. She was part shepherd all right, but the other part must have been Mexican jumping bean. She moved like she had springs on the bottoms of her four paws, continuously jumping five feet in the air and barking enthusiastically— just the way a kid waves his arms and yells, “Pick me! Pick me! Me! Me! Me!” when captains are choosing their teams. I took her out of the run and she tore around the room, stopping only to jump up on me and try to lick my face as she streaked by. I was impressed by her vibrant personality.


  I brought Larry to see her a few hours later, and he liked her well enough for us to walk out with her. She strained on her leash, obviously eager to leave the pound behind.


  We named her Lucy, and she and I became best friends. I loved getting up in the early morning and walking her when the streets were quiet. A long walk in the park every afternoon became another wonderful part of our daily routine. She liked to be wherever I was, watching me or snoozing in the sun as I went about my housework and gardening. I took her in the car when I went into town to do errands, and she sat in the backseat, her nose stuck out of the window to sniff the wind. I found her company entertaining and comforting. Larry seemed to like her, too.


  As the weeks went by, I felt happier and more settled. I have to admit that I talked to Lucy when we were alone together during the day. I even made up silly songs and sang them to her when we were out driving. She seemed to like the sound of my voice, and she wagged her tail and always looked right at me when I told her things. I relished my position at the center of her universe.
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