

[image: Image]



[image: Images]





[image: images]


Changing the world one story at a time ®


www.chickensoup.com




[image: Images]



Foreword



Our best friends are miraculous, therapeutic, sometimes goofy, and often heroic. They can be naughty but nice, clever, inspiring, protective and intuitive. And they work to make our lives better. How did humans get so lucky to have dogs as our best friends?


Dogs throughout history have gone above and beyond the call of duty for us humans, saving lives on the battlefield and here at home, comforting the ill, aged and afflicted, bringing hope to those who have lost it, and reminding us of the powerful, age-old bond between dogs and people.


And the bond with our best friends inspires us to change the world through compassion, hope and kindness.


These amazing stories will warm your heart, make you laugh and giggle out loud, and perhaps shed a few tears. And I hope the stories will encourage you to open your heart and home to adopt a new best friend from your local animal shelter or rescue group. There are millions of animals right now waiting for a forever loving home and a second chance at life. And if you can’t adopt a new best friend right now, please consider volunteering at an area shelter. Dog walkers are always needed!


In the case of my rescue dog, Daisy, she was waiting not for her second chance but for her third chance when our family came along. As they say, the third time’s a charm, as Daisy brings us joy, humor, and unconditional love every day.


Speaking of humor, you will be highly entertained by this new volume from Chicken Soup for the Soul. For example, can you imagine going into a coffee shop while leaving your two pups outside tied to a metal table, and then looking up to see the table bouncing down the road? That’s what happened in “The Great Table Caper” when Tyler and Zoe were left outside a café while their mom went in for just a minute. Thanks to the kindness of a stranger, danger was averted and the dogs, with a banged up table, were safe and sound after running several blocks. I can still picture Tyler and Zoe running down the street with the table chasing them… their middle-aged mom racing behind them.


In “The Birthday Miracle,” a boy wants a puppy for his birthday but his single mother can’t afford one. He has already picked out a name for his dog—Rusty. But miracles do happen, as do second chances for forever loving homes! When the mom and son go to the store to get a birthday donut, which is all she can afford to give him for his birthday, a stranger approaches and gives them a precious puppy, already named Rusty. Devon and Rusty were truly meant for each other.


Being that Daisy is a little white dog, I couldn’t wait to read “Little White Dog,” the story of newlyweds who rescue a little dog who ends up holding their marriage together while they go through the upheaval of moving to a new state early in their marriage. That little white dog keeps them all bonded, dishing up her daily doses of inspiration.


I’m sure you’ve heard about dogs who love doing their daily yoga stretches. After all, they don’t call it the Downward Dog pose for no reason. In “Yoga Spirit,” an adorable pup named Spirit likes his daily yoga practice, but not for the sake of exercise. He knows that as soon as the meditation begins, he gets to steal his mom’s cucumber slices right off her closed eyes!


Nothing is more heartwarming about the power of the bond than when dogs are real heroes. In “Dynamic Duo,” a Great Dane named Komomai and his owner rescue a drowning swimmer in the ocean off a Kauai beach. Courage comes in the form of four legs, fur and a wagging tail. And the dog didn’t even know that he had done something heroic.


Now who doesn’t love cheese? I know I do, as does Wolfie in “Working for Cheese.” Wolfie’s owner found him abandoned in a riverbed. She adopted him, and worked with him to become a search-and-rescue dog. But Wolfie wasn’t in it for the glory. Turns out he was in it for the cheese, which he proceeded to swipe from the rescuers’ backpacks one day during a practice session while they were helping the “victim” he had skillfully found for them.


And I adore the story of Tater, a senior dog living in a shelter who finds a forever loving home with a widow in “Meant for Each Other.” I can’t emphasize enough the tremendous value that senior dogs add to people’s lives… and they are too often left behind at the shelters.


While this book features 101 heartwarming and hilarious stories about our best friends, there are at least a million doggone good reasons to consider adopting a dog. Each year, an estimated three to four million animals are waiting in shelters for someone to give them a safe, forever loving home. Too many never find a hero to adopt them.


If you’re thinking about getting a dog, be a hero and consider adopting a dog from your local shelter or rescue group. You’ll be saving a life and greatly improving yours! Dogs are amazing, supportive and heroic companions who can make a huge difference in your world as a best friend, an exercise buddy, or simply as a furry face eager to greet you when you come home after a hard day.


Your local shelter is the perfect place to find dogs of every type, size, age and personality — all waiting for a loving home. Or if you prefer a particular breed that isn’t at your local shelter, go online to find a legitimate breed-specific rescue group in need of adopters like you.


If you’re thinking about bringing an adopted dog into your family, here are some things to consider:


• Like children, dogs are completely dependent on their owners for all their needs—food, water, medical attention, exercise, shelter and, most important, companionship.


• But unlike children, dogs will never learn to pour themselves a drink, fix breakfast or take their own bath.


• Dogs never learn to look both ways before crossing a street and they can’t stop and ask for directions.


Opening your home to a dog can be highly rewarding, as long as you understand and accept the daily responsibilities and routines that come with owning a dog. For many, the years of companionship and unconditional love and devotion they receive from their dog far outweigh the daily responsibilities.


You may be the perfect dog owner if you…


• Believe caring for a dog for fifteen years does not seem like a lifetime.


• Look forward to big wet kisses when you come home each day.


• Like sharing your house with someone who sheds, occasionally tracks in dirt, and possibly drools.


• Don’t mind sharing your house with someone who will never clean up after him or herself.


• Want to take care of someone every day.


• Love a playmate who likes to chase balls and drag off shoes.


• Don’t mind a playmate who likes to slobber on balls and toys.


• Would like to spend your extra money on pet food, toys, veterinary care, chew bones and more chew bones.


• Want someone to adore you even on a bad hair day.


• Believe that spaying and neutering pets will help solve the pet overpopulation problem.


• Can’t imagine leaving your devoted pet behind when you move.


• Want to keep an ID tag on your pets, so they can always get back to you no matter what.


• Enjoy unconditional love and constant companionship.


As you make your way through this wonderful collection, be sure to look at the photos at the beginning of each chapter. You’ll meet ten soulful dogs who are part of the Chicken Soup for the Soul family — each one rescued off the streets or adopted from a shelter.


And if inspiration strikes after enjoying these stories and looking at the photos, please visit your local shelter to adopt a new best friend. There is no greater love than that of a dog. And remember that the qualities and personality you want in a dog are more important than size and appearance. For example, an older Shepherd mix might do better than an energetic Terrier in an apartment or with an older person.


Chicken Soup for the Soul talks about how their books are “changing the world one story at a time” and we appreciate that very much at American Humane Association. Not only does this book advocate for all the wonderful dogs who are waiting to give back to their adoptive families, but the royalties from this book will help support the work that we are doing at AHA to promote dog adoption and animal welfare. It’s the right thing to do for Man’s best friend.


~Robin Ganzert, President and CEO, American Humane Association
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My Goofy Dog


Fun fact: The cartoon dog Goofy was created by Walt Disney Productions in 1932. His original name was Dippy Dawg.
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The Great Table Caper


Fun fact: In most U.S. cities, to protect both people and dogs, “leash laws” require that dogs in public be on a leash that is less than six feet long.


Early one fine spring morning, Tyler (a large Golden Retriever), Zoe (a large red Doberman) and I (a woman of a certain age) headed out for a walk. Our destination was the lake in the neighborhood. First, though, we visited the local coffee shop so I could get a cup of tea to drink as we walked.


I tied Tyler and Zoe, who were very sweet and obedient dogs, to the base of a metal table that was in a cordoned-off area for the restaurant next door. When the restaurant was closed, I often tied them to a table. As usual, I turned to look at them before going in and said, “Be good. I’ll be right out.”


It was a Saturday morning, and very few people were about or in the coffee shop. After getting my tea, I went over to the condiment station to doctor it with some sweetness. My back was to the door. While stirring in the sugar, I had slipped into a bit of absentmindedness. All of a sudden, a man’s voice boomed from behind me, bringing me out of my reverie. “Someone own those dogs out there?” he called out.


Leaving my tea, I sprang to the door. Outside, mayhem reigned. Tyler, Zoe and the table were gone. Tables and chairs were knocked over. The black straps that cordoned off the area along with their metal stands were on the ground. I ran to the middle of the street. Tyler, the table, and Zoe — in that order — were running away as if the devil himself was chasing them. The metal table bounced, making a loud noise, which caused Tyler to run faster.


I ran after them, yelling, “Tyler, stop! Stop, Tyler, stop!” I could see that Tyler was the instigator since he was in the lead. He looked back at me, then at the table, and then back to me. His eyes said, “Mom, I can’t. There’s a table chasing me!” He kept running.


Zoe looked back at me, and her eyes said, “Mom, he’s gone crazy; I don’t know what to do.” She was definitely at his mercy, and Tyler was at the mercy (in his mind) of the table.


I continued to run after them and yell at Tyler to stop. He’d look back at me, wanting to obey, but then he’d look at the table that kept chasing him and continue running. He’d swerve toward a parked car, causing the table to swing out, and I’d pray, “Please don’t hit a car.” Thankfully, he’d correct his course to the middle of the road and somehow avoid hitting any cars with the table.


I was not in shape to be running full tilt, and I had no idea how long the “table chase” was going to last. It appeared as if the threesome was headed toward our home, but there were six or so blocks still to go with a couple of parking lots, woods, and busier streets along the way. And poor Zoe, she had no choice but to run. I think she had her senses about her and would have stopped if she could, but as Tyler was in the lead, she was an unwilling accomplice. When I called out, she’d turn her head to look back at me, and with her eyes would say, “He’s gone mad. Help me.”


A few blocks into the run, with me huffing and puffing, it occurred to me: I could be mad and frustrated, or I could laugh. I chose to laugh, which made the running even more aerobic. But the absurdity of a woman of a certain age running after a dog who thinks he’s being chased by a bouncing table was too much.


Soon, I was winded and could feel my heart beating fast. Then another thought came, “Oh, my God! I’m going to die of a heart attack chasing these dumb dogs and a table. What a stupid way to die. I hope my family will get a good laugh out of it.”


The dogs crossed a grassy median that sent the table bouncing and swinging even more. The trio was headed to a parking lot with several cars in it. Tyler came close to a new red truck, and I thought, “I’m going to be buying a bumper today.” Luckily, he veered away from it just in time.


Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed an employee standing in front of a Michael’s craft store. He looked at the dogs, looked at me, and then did a double take. Then he took off after the dogs, running diagonally to them, and stopping them just as they were about to cross a busy road and careen into another parking lot filled with more cars.


I slowed down to catch my breath as I saw he had the dogs under control. Then a new thought sprang to mind: How the heck was I going to get the metal table back to the restaurant while controlling two large dogs? Should I leave the table? Tie the dogs to something stationary at the coffee shop and come back for the table? Could I even carry it after running so fast? Or should I take Zoe and Tyler home and bring my car for the table?


By the time I walked up to David (my hero) and the dogs, he had untangled them. The table was up on one of his shoulders. I thanked him while he passed Zoe and Tyler’s leashes to me and marched off to the restaurant like it was an everyday occurrence to rescue a damsel in distress from renegade dogs and a fiercesome table. He was a godsend.


By the time Tyler, Zoe, and I got back to the coffee shop, David had just finished reestablishing order to the outside dining area. It looked as if nothing had ever happened. I can’t remember ever being so grateful for a stranger’s help, and I profusely thanked my Good Samaritan.


But it didn’t seem enough. I wanted to show him my gratitude with more than just words; I wanted to give him something that was heartfelt. Cooking is something I do from the heart, and my apple pie is a favorite among friends and family.


So, I went home and made David an apple pie. It was still hot when I took it to the store just before he got off work. Months later, I was in Michael’s and saw David. I repeated my thanks for his help, which he kindly brushed off. However, he thanked me for the apple pie, saying it was the best he had ever eaten.


By the way, from that point on, Tyler and Zoe were always tied to a stationary object, such as a lamppost, when we went to the coffee shop.


~Ann Denise Karson
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Bedtime with The Moose


Fun fact: Dogs make great heating pads because their normal body temperature is higher than that of humans — around 101 degrees Fahrenheit.


Walter Liddy aka “The Big Guy” aka “The Moose” is a four-year-old Mastiff–Presa Canaria mix. He is a big boy, solidly built, but under the mistaken impression that he is a member of the teacup variety. Walter was found wandering alone on the streets of New Bedford, starving, frightened and covered in mange. Like most rescues, this dog flourished with love and kindness, shedding both his fear and his patchy skin to become a solid member of our family. Technically, “The Big Guy” belongs to Brigid, our oldest daughter, who adopted him from a local rescue, but he’s a frequent flyer here at home base. He is our pet by proxy.


Walter Liddy is like many spoiled family pets. He begs for food (and usually gets it), makes himself comfortable on the furniture at the expense of one or more of his humans and is generally overindulged at every turn, but it is his bedtime ritual that makes this gentle giant unique.


Brigid had briefly described his new behavior to me. “Walter likes to sleep under the covers,” she explained. Big deal, I thought, but I didn’t fully comprehend Walter’s ritual until I experienced it myself one night last winter. Walter woke me from a sound sleep around 2:00 a.m. by standing on my side of the bed and looking at me intently through the darkness. My husband was asleep next to me. Walter let out a grunt, waited and grunted again. He was obviously trying to tell me something.


“Do you want to go out?” I asked with a bit of annoyance, wondering why he wasn’t asking his “mother.” Walter didn’t budge. Nope, that wasn’t it. Then I recalled Brigid’s words earlier. I lifted the blankets, and Walter immediately hopped up and dove under layers of bedding: sheets, blankets, and comforter — the works.


He slid his humongous carcass down to the foot of the bed, made a half-turn, plopped down, stretched out and promptly fell asleep. It was like having a third person in bed with us. I couldn’t believe it. “How can he breathe?” I wondered, as I tried to get comfortable again with no luck.


After that, it was a done deal. Night after night, this crazy dog roamed from room to room, bed to bed, squeezing in with a different family member every night. The routine was always the same: Walter Liddy didn’t want to sleep on the bed with his people; he wanted to sleep under the covers, DEEP under the covers. And once situated, he would remain there until morning, immovable as an oak tree.


One night, I heard The Moose get off the couch and walk to the girls’ room. I heard a loud thud in the dark as he attempted to use his huge cranium like a battering ram, but someone had inadvertently shut the door, preventing him from entering. I got out of bed and quietly opened the door for Walter to go in. As I stood there in the dark hallway, I knew exactly what this determined canine was doing. He stood next to the bed. He grunted and then waited, expecting the occupant to lift the covers and invite him to crawl in. That night, it happened to be his auntie Barbara, our youngest daughter. When Barbara didn’t respond, Walter gave another deep grunt, as if asking, “What’s the hold-up?” Now half-awake, Barbara groaned and said, “Oh, you gotta be kidding me.” There was a pause and then, “Walter, come on, get up. Uppee, Walter, uppee!” His collar jingled as he jumped up, and Barbara sighed, “Now go to sleep.” I heard the rustle of bedding, a deep satisfied canine groan, and then silence.


I peeked into the darkened room and saw he was completely gone, all one-hundred-plus pounds of him. Walter was nothing more than a slight bump in the bed linens. He had ignored all the extra mattress space available on the bed and was stretched out flat against Barbara, stuck to her like a pilot fish to a shark. She had gone back to sleep as if this was the most normal thing in the world, and for some reason that struck my funny bone. I began to laugh so hard I was crying. The thought that this dog had trained his family to do his bidding, in the middle of the night, with a grunt or two, was hysterical. I was just catching my breath when I heard his tail go THUMP, THUMP, THUMP under the blankets. From his cocoon, The Big Guy was responding to my laughter. He was happy and content with the world, his wagging tail said. It was a small but profound thing, and it touched my heart. I whispered a silent prayer to heaven that every animal could know such love and security. If I live to be a hundred I’ll never forget this silly, affectionate boy and the quirky, crazy habits that make him so precious.


~Liz Lombard
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Hungry Like a Wolf


Fun fact: Australian Shepherds, unlike Australian Cattle Dogs, aren’t actually Australian; the breed was developed in the United States.


My husband Michael has the equivalent of a preschool education when it comes to food preparation. He knows the basics, like how to spread Nutella on rye. His food pairings are imaginative and desperate. He shouldn’t be in the kitchen in the same way a color-blind person shouldn’t be an art director of a fashion magazine.


Michael does know his way around a refrigerator filled with leftovers though. The key to his survival has always been his prowess at warming up said leftovers in the microwave.


This brings me to the most sacred day of leftovers: Yom Kippur, the holiest day of the year for Jewish people. Many non-Jewish people know it as the annual Jewish observance of fasting. The fast begins at sundown on the night known as Kol Nidre and continues to sunset the next day. There is always an extravagant feast on Kol Nidre before sunset to hold everyone over for twenty-four hours of starvation.


I love all the Jewish holidays because my mother-in-law does the cooking. The agreement we have is that I set the table and she provides the food. This has served us well through the years, and was negotiated on a table napkin one year after an especially challenging cooking experience. As part of the deal, I even get to keep the leftovers.


Notwithstanding the Jewish holiday contract, I am still entrusted with the care and feeding of the entire family and that includes taking care of our Australian Shepherd, Slugger Free Spirit Red Sox Koenig, who does not participate in the Yom Kippur fast.


Slugger is a purebred Aussie, a stunning red merle with a soft coat in shades of white, tan and reddish brown. Unfortunately, as Slugger has aged, he has developed a throat condition. He often gags as if something is caught there. So one September, around the time of Yom Kippur, I tried changing his food from dry pellets to wet food. I hoped it would be less harsh on his throat. So it wouldn’t be wasted, I spooned his uneaten moist food into a plastic container and put it in the refrigerator.


As she does every year, that Kol Nidre my mother-in-law brought a complete holiday dinner to my house. We rushed through eating so we could get to temple in time for the evening service. We stuffed chopped liver, brisket, and noodle pudding into plastic containers to be eaten the next day when we would break the fast on Yom Kippur.


That year, as he does each year, Michael fasted the entire day. His ritual is to break the fast at exactly 5:00 p.m., even if the sun has not set. He is fond of saying “It’s always sundown somewhere in the world.”


While Michael struggled through the last half-hour of his fast, I took Slugger for a walk. When I returned home twenty minutes later, I saw that Michael had pulled a container of leftovers out of the refrigerator. The top was removed from the container and placed next to a box of crackers on the center island in the kitchen. Dry, beige crumbs littered a blue disposable plate. A dirty knife rested on the black granite countertop.


How nice, I thought. Michael has helped himself to some chopped liver.


“How are you doing?” I asked.


No response. He pointed to a mouth full of food.


Michael had moved on from the appetizer portion of the evening to a warmed plate of beef brisket and kugel, which are egg noodles baked in soft cheese and sugar. He was watching a movie with a TV tray in our family room.


I picked up the plastic container to put it back into the refrigerator, but something didn’t look right. I took a closer look at the contents. I showed it to Slugger, who raised his nose into the air. Sniff, sniff, and sniff. He licked his chops.


I sniffed the contents, too. I imagined what Slugger must be thinking, “Why is Michael eating my food?”


“Yeah, that’s what I’m wondering, too,” I said aloud. “But thanks for sharing. You’re a good dog.”


I wasn’t sure what to do next. Should I tell Michael that he had just broken his holiday fast with dog food? Or should I call all the family members on my contact list and tell them the story? After a twenty-four-hour fast, some entertainment is needed.


“What do you think, Slugger?” I said. “Call the relatives? Post the story on Facebook?”


Slugger cocked his head to the side.


“That’s what I thought. You’re such a bad dog.”


I looked at Michael happily enjoying the rest of his dinner. I decided that if the dog food was good enough for Slugger, then it was good enough for my husband. I spooned the rest into Slugger’s bowl, grabbed my cell phone and called anyone who would answer the phone. Like food, this was a story best served fresh.


~Tina Koenig
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Top Dog


Fun fact: July is National Doghouse Repair Month.


“Come on, boy. That’s right, go inside,” I said to my new puppy after buying him a doghouse. My eight-week-old puppy, Strider, was apparently afraid of his doghouse. I didn’t understand it. Most of the dogs we had growing up didn’t have doghouses; they slept outside or sometimes inside the house, but what dog wouldn’t want its very own house? Every day I would come home from work, collect my bag of treats, and go to the back yard to train little Strider to go inside his doghouse. I offered him treats, but he would just look at me like I was out of my mind. I put the treats inside his doghouse, but he just turned his head away from me.


After weeks of not getting anywhere, I decided I would crawl into the doghouse myself, along with the treats, to show him that it was safe. He ended up running away while I struggled to get out. I persevered in spite of that unfortunate setback. “Come on, boy, it’s dinnertime,” I said sweetly, placing his dog dish inside the doghouse. Strider sat down about six feet away, nose in the air, and gave me the most pitiful look he could muster. I sat down on the swing and decided I would wait. This was going to work for sure.


Two hours later, Strider still lay six feet away from the doghouse, looking at his food. I, too, sat there, staring at his food. “I give up!” I said sternly as I threw up my hands and walked over to his doghouse. I picked up his dish, set it just in front of the house, and stood up to look at Strider. He barked at me and stayed where he was. I said to Strider, “Who is training who here?” I gave in and put the dish closer to him and a little farther away from his house. To be fair, he met me halfway.


The next day, I started over. First, I tried his treats to no avail, so I set them on top of his doghouse and went inside to get his dinner. As I came to the door, I saw him jump up on the roof and stick his head in the treat bag! I was a little miffed, but I had to admit it was a pretty cute thing to see. I put on my stern face and swung open the door, yelling, “Bad dog! Get off of there right now!” He jumped down, still gripping the bag with his teeth, and I proceeded to chase him around the yard to win back the bag of treats. Eventually, I got the bag away from him and figured that was enough training for one day.


Before going to bed, I decided to check on him. I took a quick look out the window like I did every night. I had to do a double take because he was asleep, quite comfortably I might add, on top of his doghouse! I couldn’t help but laugh. I’d never known a dog afraid of a doghouse, let alone one that slept on top of one! I was so tickled that I couldn’t help but gaze out the window at him for a few more minutes before going off to bed.


Months passed, and I finally managed to get Strider to retrieve his treat from inside the doghouse. He wouldn’t eat it inside, but he would quickly run in, grab it, and run right out. It was frustrating, but entertaining to watch. A few more months went by. One day, I put his dog dish inside the doghouse, and as I was heading back inside, I turned around and saw that Strider had gone inside the doghouse and was eating his food in there. “Yay, Strider, good boy!”


That night, I looked out the window, sure that I had finally gotten him comfortable enough to sleep in his doghouse. I pulled away the curtain and there lay Strider — on top of his house. I went to bed in a huff. Almost a year, and poor little Strider would only go in his house to get food or treats.


Finally, I decided enough was enough, and I left Strider to whatever sleeping arrangements he chose. For another year, Strider chose to sleep on top of the doghouse, but he was growing into a pretty big dog, and he found it harder and harder to balance himself on the roof. Even so, I stopped trying to get him in his house and started focusing on other, more useful commands.


One day, we got another dog. Lady didn’t mind the doghouse at all. Her first time in the yard, she went right in. Strider barked at Lady, lying inside his house. I called them over to have dinner. Lady ran out of the doghouse, and Strider ran right in. He was finally lying in his house, and he wasn’t coming out any time soon!


~Christina Eichstedt
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A Tail-Raising Tale


Fun fact: Many commercial products are now available that do a better job of “deskunking” dogs than the traditional tomato-juice bath.


My heart melted when I met him. Scooping up the light-as-a-feather puppy, I held him nose-to-nose. The tiniest pink tongue flicked out and graced the tip of my nose with a moist kiss.


Convinced this teeny brown pup was part Chihuahua, I named him Pancho and slipped him into my coat pocket. But he morphed — in size and attitude. He was fearless, and his reckless abandon often landed him smack-dab in the middle of trouble.


Overnight camping trips particularly brought out Pancho’s wild side. He would rocket out of the car with excitement when we arrived at our campsite. One time, he leaped out the open window the moment we arrived. I lost him in the nearby meadow, but occasionally I’d see him hopping up and down like a jackrabbit. As I set up camp, and then fished, my eyes scanned the valley for signs of my wayward friend. It was growing late — too late. I bit my lip. Time to go into tracking mode.


Halfway across the meadow stood a gnarled climbing tree, so up I went. Perched out on a limb, I gently rocked my body back and forth to allow my eyes to catch movement in the twilight. What kind of trouble was Pancho in this time?


A-ha! There he was, leap-frogging near some boulders. I licked two fingers and whistled his call. His head swiveled toward me — but only for a second. His nose went straight up in the air. He rotated his body and then dashed into the thicket, hot on the trail of a great sniff.


Scraping both hands, I bumped down the tree. “Get back here!” I yelled.


He didn’t.


I charged into the deepening shadows of pines and aspens, but I couldn’t see well enough in the twilight to realize something was amiss.


Then it hit me. I sniffed again, and realized exactly where Pancho must be. And there he was, legs planted far apart, glaring at a small black-and-white animal.


“Pancho,” I whispered. “That’s not a cat. Come.”


He didn’t.


The skunk, on the other hand, did move. His beady black eyes stared straight at the dog, ignoring me completely. He arched his back and hissed, tiny sharp teeth showing white against his black face.


I took one step back and also hissed. “Pancho, back away now.”


He didn’t.


The dance began.


The skunk was kind of adorable, stamping his clawed feet. But when he started hopping backward, all cuteness melted away. I took three steps back.


He raised his gorgeous, plumed black-and-white tail. Swallowing, I slithered behind an ancient aspen tree, several more feet away.


My canine cocked his head and held his ground.


Suicidal fool.


“Come. Now,” I squeaked in horror.


The skunk wobbled forward, and my dog’s growl shifted to frantic barking.


Oh, this was not good.


The skunk whipped his rear around and sprayed. Pancho shook his soaked body, whining pitifully while the skunk serenely waddled away — in triumph.


Pancho eyed me cowering behind my tree and made a beeline to me.


I panicked. I didn’t want to touch him, so I grabbed a low hanging branch and swung my feet off the ground, dangling just out of his reach.


Fortunately, Pancho dashed to a thick patch of grass, flopped over, and rolled on the ground. I lowered myself and slipped back to camp. There, I grabbed some defensive tools. The last thing I wanted was for him to spread his stink on the sleeping bags.


When Pancho slunk into camp, tail firmly between his legs, I was ready — lasso and stick in hand. With my head turned to the side, I prodded him to a bush far away from camp and tied him there.


Now, all I wanted to see was red — red tomato juice, tomato sauce, tomatoes.


I scrambled back to my family’s freshly made sandwiches and, in a blur of motion, lettuce and pickles flew over my shoulders. Gleefully, I held up slices of tomatoes. “There you are, you red beauties.”


Glancing at my stunned family, I asked, “Do we have catsup?”


The speechless group held their noses and backed away. Apparently, I hadn’t fully escaped the skunking after all.


I growled. “Well, do we?”


Finally, my sister rustled in a bag and, with her arm ramrod straight, bravely handed me a bottle. I locked eyes with her, and she froze. “Make me a garbage-bag apron. Dump the stuff out of two plastic grocery bags — no, make that four — and tie them on my hands. Tie my hair back, too. Now.”


Bless her. She also pinched a clothespin on my nose.


I turned, ready for battle.


After Pancho and I both had several tomato and mud baths, we returned from the river, dripping. Pancho smelled less horrendous. Still, he would spend the night whining, tied far away from camp.


Just as we drifted off to sleep, someone mumbled, “How are we going to get him home tomorrow?”


Windows wide open — that’s how. We drove away from the serene valley with our heads poking out the windows and Pancho blissfully asleep at my feet.


~Sandy Wright
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Every Farm Needs a Dog


Fun fact: Up to fifteen percent of dogs may experience some form of separation anxiety.


Our dog had died the previous year, shortly before we had left to go to Mississippi for a year on a mission for our church. When we returned home, it didn’t feel quite right to have a farm without a dog, but my husband wasn’t eager to start over with another one.


Then one weekend, when he was at our son’s dairy farm, our son said, “Dad you need a dog. Every farm needs a dog.”


My husband looked at the four dogs there and commented, “The only dog I would want would be one like old Comanche there. He just lies around and stays out of trouble.”


They both laughed and went on with their work.


Comanche, a German Shepherd mix, was a brother of our dog that had died. He was about five years old and well past the puppy stage.


When my husband returned home, he repeated the conversation to me. We laughed and soon got busy on our mini-farm, forgetting all about it.


A few weeks later, our son and two of his children were heading south and “just happened” to be coming our way.


Our son called and said, “We have a surprise for you. Something you really need on the farm.”


For the next hour, we wondered what we “really needed on the farm.” We should have guessed, but we were so surprised when our son and his children walked in with Comanche in tow!


Comanche was not an overly friendly dog; in fact, he had always barked at us when we went to visit our son and would not let us get too close. We were not sure that we really wanted this dog, but here he was. And how do you say “no” to two grandchildren who are excited to give you one of their prize dogs?


At first, my husband was concerned that the dog might run back to our son’s farm if we left him alone too much. So, for the first time in over forty-five years, we had a dog in the house. We let him sleep by our bed the first night, and that turned into the second night, and the third night. He wasn’t really any problem. When he was in the house, he would find a good spot and lie down. Soon, he was following my husband everywhere he went, even if he just went into the next room. I could see that my husband was getting very attached to this dog, and before I realized it, we officially had an indoor dog!


However, the first Sunday we had a dilemma.


“Where do we put Comanche while we are at church?” I asked.


“We can’t leave him outside,” my husband said. “He is not all that familiar with things. And he still might head for his previous home if no one is here for several hours.”


We decided to leave him in the basement.


At least, we thought he was in the basement. When we returned home, we found a mess. There were lamps turned over, flower pots emptied on the floor, and curtains moved in every room, even upstairs. As we walked into the kitchen, I noticed my honey-bear jar was on the floor. It usually sat on top of the microwave.


“What happened to that?” I asked, looking around the floor to see other things in disarray. Reaching down to pick it up, I caught movement from the corner of my eye.


I glanced up and was totally stunned! My mouth flew open, but I was speechless. There on top of the refrigerator lay Comanche. His tail wagged in greeting. All I could do was point.


“Oh, my goodness!” my daughter exclaimed.


Suddenly coming to my senses, I hurried for my camera — this scene could never be duplicated. But when I moved, everything changed.


Comanche carefully slid around and jumped on to the sink and then to the floor. He hurried over to my husband, who was always good for an ear rub. He seemed so happy to see us.


We discovered that he had opened the basement door and checked out every window. It was as though he had a panic attack when he could not find us anywhere in the house and could not see us outside, so he found a tight place where he felt secure.


As time went by, we discovered that he knew how to open the back door and the garage door, so he could come in whenever he wanted unless we locked the doors. Fortunately, he also figured out that we always came back once we left, and he did not have another anxiety attack. And we never found him on top of the refrigerator again!


~Shirley M. Oakes
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Buried Treasure


Not-so-fun fact: The side effects of chocolate consumption in dogs can range anywhere from a little bellyache to death. In general, the smaller the dog and the darker the chocolate, the more dangerous this snack is for your pet.


Droopy was our first rescue dog. He was a Basset Hound with front legs shaped like bananas. His badly formed legs didn’t slow him down and he loved to run laps around the house and play with our other Basset, Buster. Droopy liked to snuggle, and slept in bed with us every night. Apparently, Droopy also had a sweet tooth.


One evening after we had Droopy for a few years, my husband Brent and I were eating dinner at the kitchen table, and we heard Droopy chewing on something in the living room. When I went to check it out, I found him chewing on a mini Tootsie Roll. After I took it away from him, Brent and I went back to eating dinner. A few minutes later, we again heard Droopy chewing on something. I found him chewing on another Tootsie Roll and took it away. This went on multiple times: Droopy appearing with a Tootsie Roll, me taking it away.


Finally, Brent and I looked at each other and wondered where he was getting the candy. Just then, Droopy came walking through the dog door. A-ha! I walked outside, and Droopy quickly followed. Then I saw him retrieve a Tootsie Roll from the yard. When I went to follow him, he led me to Tootsie Rolls that he had buried all over the yard. It seems Droopy had found a bag of candy and had the willpower to bury them all over to save them for later. Each time I took a candy away, Droopy had another one waiting for him.


I spent the rest of the night outside with a flashlight, searching for Tootsie Rolls buried in the yard.


~Kimberly Crawford
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The Tomato Thief


Not-so-fun fact: The ripe tomato fruit is generally okay for dogs to eat in moderation, but the tomato plant, which contains tomatine and solanine, is highly toxic to dogs.


I was about to give up trying to grow tomatoes. I had dreamed of delectable tomato sandwiches, bruschetta and more. I planted and fertilized three beautiful plants of the Better Boy variety. But there was nothing delectable about my mostly fruitless plants. I saw flowers… and then nothing!


By season’s end, I had what my husband described as three of the “area’s most expensive tomato sandwiches” and not much more.


So what was happening to my sweet, beautiful fruit? I’d always been good at growing plants. In fact, I still maintain a now twenty-two-year-old aloe plant.


What I didn’t know is that I was competing with another gardener.


Our five-year-old Pug had been rescued from a North Carolina puppy mill. She was abused and frightened of everything. We adopted her after two previous placements — one foster, one adoptive — proved she needed more.


We knew the moment she made it through our door that she would spend the rest of her days with us, and an unlimited supply of hugs, love and protection. My husband, son and I took special care to speak softly and not drop any pots or pans. It took months, but finally Dora untucked her tail and displayed its signature curl. That was a teary, joyful day for us.


Dora had over a half-acre of fenced-in yard as well as our home in which to find peace and security. She also had three defenders whose mission was to make sure that no one would ever hurt her again and that her days of abuse would become a distant memory.


We watched her blossom, but maybe a little too much! We had a lot to learn about her breed, including the fact that Pugs have no food filters. She was ready to eat at all times of the day and night. At ten pounds overweight, she was now struggling in a different way.


We researched and realized she could maintain her lust for food with a healthier option: carrots! She lost all the weight and looked like a brand-new, healthy dog. But our Dora is still always on the hunt to find food, and the mischievous nature of her breed has her wanting to find things her humans know nothing about.


So, let’s get back to the tomatoes.


Feeling a little deflated about what looked like a sad end to my annual attempt at tomatoes, I left my husband in charge and went to spend a long weekend with a dear friend, who has the ultimate green thumb. I bemoaned my garden, and she tried to assure me I was doing the right things.


Back home, my husband made a discovery. He was finding half-eaten tomatoes all over the yard. We have woodland creatures, so maybe they were the culprits.


Then again… maybe not.


Something flashed in his peripheral vision, and he looked to see where Dora was. He walked toward the flash and stopped dead in his tracks.


Our beautiful, innocent Pug had dashed behind the box garden so she wouldn’t be seen and then hopped into the box. My husband could only watch and laugh as she went after one of the few remaining tomatoes.


He most certainly had a dilemma. He didn’t want this Pug that we had nursed into happiness and security to get in trouble, but he didn’t want his wife to continue thinking she was the worst gardener ever.


He had to be sure it wasn’t a fluke, so the next time he was out, he was armed with the camera on his phone. It didn’t take long to get the evidence proving our sweet Dora had an alternate career as a tomato thief!


I don’t think I’ve ever laughed so hard or been so relieved to solve a mystery.


Dora, who maintained a face of innocence through it all, suffered no major consequence.


My husband did.


The very next year, he had to help me fence in the box so we could keep the criminal away from Mommy’s tomatoes!


The result: I have a bumper crop, Dora stands no chance of tomato poisoning, and my husband can no longer claim he is forced to eat the most expensive tomato sandwiches ever!


~Carol Andrews
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The Price of Protection


Fun fact: Dogs have only about one-sixth the number of taste buds that humans have. Often, they prefer strong-smelling foods since they enjoy their food more with their sense of smell than taste.


We don’t have a home security system. We have a dog — a good-tempered pooch who sheds a lot, eats a lot, sleeps a lot, and loves us in that uncomplicated way animals have. Whenever he gets into mischief, my husband reminds me, “One day, he will save your life.”


I’m not so sure. He seems more concerned with his stomach than our security. If he’s done any guard-dogging, it hasn’t been in my presence.


One evening, my husband and I were running the kids to various activities. I arrived home first with our older daughter. It was dark, and when we pulled into our driveway, we saw the interior door was open. My daughter panicked.


“We’ve been robbed!”


More likely, the last kid out was running late and forgot to shut the door. Still, I needed to exercise caution. I opened the car door, and my daughter grabbed my arm.


“Mom! Don’t go!”


We have a dog, I told her. He’s either in the house or not. If he’s not, I’ll come back.


She looked at me as if she might never see me again. She nodded her head, and then locked me out of the car.


I approached the house, calling my dog. Nothing. I opened the storm door and called again. Still nothing. I poked my head inside and saw a flash of tail scurrying behind the television.


Phew.


Then, I saw the problem.


We have a split-level home, which means I can see into my kitchen from the front door. And in the kitchen, all over the floor, was garbage. Apparently, my nine-year-old “puppy” was taking advantage of our absence to nibble the trash. Now, guilt-ridden but not terribly sorry, he was hiding.


Never mind if there was an axe-wielding burglar in the upstairs bathroom.


I called his name, trying to hide my annoyance. The dog wasn’t fooled and remained hidden. I looked at the car. My frightened teen peered back at me. I looked at the tail behind the television. Unbelievable. It was a dog’s shining moment — the moment my husband had alluded to for years — and our dog was cowering in the corner.


I entered the house, walked to the fridge and opened the cheese drawer. My dog knows the cheese drawer. Sure enough, he bounded over the trash-strewn floor and sat like a prize show dog. My champion.


Holding the cheese in my hand, I inspected the house. Every room he entered with me, he got a bit of cheese. My feelings were conflicted. On one hand, I was bribing my dog to protect me. On the other, I did feel safer entering those dark rooms with him at my side.


Once I confirmed the house was safe, I got my daughter and swept up the garbage in silence. My dog watched me expectantly.


Was he in trouble? Was he a hero? Was he thinking, “Eat trash, get cheese?”


My husband returned. While the dog circled his legs, I explained what happened. He frowned at his trash-eating pooch, but couldn’t resist patting the dog’s head.


Granted, it only took cheese to get him to come with me. And cheese is cheaper than a home security system. Let’s just hope his loyalty doesn’t hinge on who’s holding the cheddar.


~Nicole L.V. Mullis
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Backyard Buddies


Fun fact: All dogs have pink tongues, except for the Chow Chow and Shar-Pei, which have black or purplish tongues. Many dogs have black spots on their tongues, though.


Lacey, our female Yorkie, saw me opening the front door to check the mailbox and took that opportunity to slip out into the yard. She was usually very good about staying in the house, but she had an incentive to escape that day — our neighbor, Sarah, was in the front yard watching her son ride his new bike up and down the sidewalk while she fed her toddler.
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