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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul . . . 


“. . . If you liked James Herriot’s books, you’ll love Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul.”


James Wight 
veterinarian and son of James Herriot 


“The stories in Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul are powerful, heartwarming and full of life. Every story speaks to me of the special love we share with our pets. My dog Sheldon and I especially enjoyed this book.”


Stephen R. Covey 
author, The Seven Habits of Highly Effective People 


“In our relationship to the world, the profoundest mystery of all is the power of love. Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul is about this mystery. It comes from and reveals the deepest recesses of the heart. This book is a joyful experience.”


Roger A. Caras 
author and president, ASPCA 


“Thanks for honoring some of our most important friends on earth—our pets. Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul vividly illustrates how they enrich our lives in so many ways. I couldn’t put the book down. You will love it!” 


Monty Roberts 
author, The Man Who Listens to Horses 


“As a pet owner and lover, I know how important animals are to our sense of well-being and how deeply we love them. Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul is a perfect tribute to our special relationship with our pets.”


Leeza Gibbons 
executive producer and host, Leeza 


“. . . Three things have sustained me through the worst and best of times: dogs, cats and chicken soup. Now all three of those life-saving ingredients are combined in this collection of moving stories about the unique role that our beloved animals play in our lives. Keep the tissues handy. You’ll need them.”


Mordecai Siegal 
author, The Davis Book of Dogs, 
president, Dog Writer’s Association of America, Inc.


“Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul is a happy lick and a friendly meow in your future—great reading for you and your pet in your ‘Cocoon’!”


Faith Popcorn 
consumer trend forecaster and
 founder, BrainReserve 


“Simply the best feel-good collection of true stories from people who have loved and been loved by an animal companion.”


Phyllis Levy 
books editor, Good Housekeeping magazine 


“Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul will help you heal, be happy and inspired and even save the world in the only way these miracles are possible: by sharing the spirit of hope and love that passes through all living things.”


Michael Capuzzo 
coauthor, Cat Caught My Heart and
 syndicated columnist, Newsday 


“Finally a book I can read to my dogs! Seriously, Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul is a wonderful book—every story is a gem!”


Mathilde de Cagney 
trainer of “Eddie” on Frasier 


“These stories capture the true essence of the wonderful bond that exists between pets and their people. Every pet lover should have this book!”


Jeff Werber, D.V.M. 
host of Petcetera on the Animal Planet Channel 


“In a lifetime of loving animals, I have rarely come across anything as special as the stories in this book. If you’ve ever known the generous love of a companion animal, you’ll cherish these stories.”


Gina Spadafori 
editorial director, Pet Care Forum on America Online,
 author, Dogs for Dummies, coauthor, Cats for Dummies 


“Take two stories and you’ll feel better in the morning. Your spirits will be lifted by these true-life tales!”


Steve Dale 
syndicated columnist, “My Pet World” and 
PetLife magazine and host, WGN Radio’s “Pet Central” 


“Bravo! Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul is comforting and delicious.”


Bea Arthur 
actress 
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Introduction


We are delighted to share with you a special gift: Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul. These stories were selected to give you a deeper, richer appreciation of the entire animal kingdom, as well as of the pets who share our lives.


Each of the thousands of stories we received for possible inclusion in our book was a gift. The selection process was difficult, but the stories that were chosen for Chicken Soup for the Pet Lover’s Soul all vividly illustrate how a loving, interdependent relationship with a pet is life-enhancing.


We were touched by the many stories illustrating the tremendous love that flows so abundantly between pets and their owners. In return for our care, precious pets provide unconditional love, seemingly limitless affection and “to-die-for” loyalty. They love us, believe in us, and greet us with unbridled enthusiasm all the time, no matter what.


While reading all these stories, we noticed that some definite themes emerged. The first and strongest: pets today are a part of the family! Most pet owners consider their animal companions to be family members, while many even regard their pets as children. The family-pet bond is truly a powerful one!


It also became clear that pets offer people more than simple companionship. For some individuals, having a pet to care for actually gives meaning to life: a reason to get up in the morning, a reason to want to come home at night. Pets satisfy our timeless and tangible requirement as humans to love and be loved—and to need and be needed.


Many stories we received reflected the positive influence pets have on their owners. Pets draw us out of ourselves and bring out the kindest impulses of humanity. They connect us to nature and the rest of the animal kingdom, making us more conscious of the mysteries of God inherent in all things. Because of our pets, a deeper part of ourselves is unlocked—a part more compassionate, less arrogant, not as hurried; a part of us that is more willing to share our lives fully with other beings. When that happens, we know a truer, fuller, simpler meaning of happiness.


There were also many stories about a pet’s power to comfort and even heal. Our pets keep us from getting sick as often, and if we do become sick, we recover faster.


Taken together, the evidence is overwhelming: pets are good for our hearts, bodies and souls.


After reading these stories, you may find yourself basking in the warm memories of a beloved pet. We also hope to give you a new perspective on animal companions that you will put into action—loving them unconditionally and valuing the simple gifts they bring to your life. If you don’t have a pet, perhaps these stories will inspire you to enrich your life by going to your local animal shelter and adopting an animal who needs your love and will return it a thousandfold. Or, if you aren’t in a position to adopt an animal, you can make life a little brighter for your fellow creatures by volunteering your time—even as little as an hour a week—to walk, feed, groom or just love the homeless animals at your local shelter.


Ultimately, it is our deepest prayer that this book will positively impact the lives of millions of pets and people around the world.






1
 ON LOVE 


Love is God’s creation, the whole 
and every grain of sand in it.
Love every leaf, every ray of God’s light.
Love the animals, love the plants, 
love everything. If you love everything, 
you will perceive the divine mystery in things.
Once you perceive it, you will begin to 
comprehend it better every day. And you 
will come at last to love the whole world 
with an all-embracing love.


Fyodor Dostoyevsky 
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Delayed Delivery 


Stella had been prepared for her husband’s death. Since the doctor’s pronouncement of terminal cancer, they had both faced the inevitable, striving to make the most of their remaining time together. Dave’s financial affairs had always been in order. There were no new burdens in her widowed state. It was just the awful aloneness . . . the lack of purpose to her days.


They had been a childless couple by choice. Their lives had been so full and rich. They had been content with busy careers and with each other. They had many friends. Had. That was the operative word these days. It was bad enough losing the one person you loved with all your heart. But over the past few years, she and Dave repeatedly coped with the deaths of their friends and relations. They were all of an age—an age when human bodies began giving up. Dying. Face it—they were old!


And now, approaching the first Christmas without Dave, Stella was all too aware she was on her own.


With shaky fingers, she lowered the volume of her radio so that the Christmas music faded to a muted background. To her surprise, she saw that the mail had arrived. With the inevitable wince of pain from her arthritis, she bent to retrieve the white envelopes from the floor. She opened them while sitting on the piano bench. They were mostly Christmas cards, and her sad eyes smiled at the familiarity of the traditional scenes and at the loving messages inside. She arranged them among the others on the piano top. In her entire house, they were the only seasonal decoration. The holiday was less than a week away, but she just did not have the heart to put up a silly tree, or even set up the stable that Dave had built with his own hands.


Suddenly engulfed by the loneliness of it all, Stella buried her face in her hands and let the tears come. How would she possibly get through Christmas and the winter beyond it!


The ring of the doorbell was so unexpected that Stella had to stifle a small scream of surprise. Now who could possibly be calling on her? She opened the wooden door and stared through the window of the storm door with consternation. On her front porch stood a strange young man, whose head was barely visible above the large carton in his arms. She peered beyond him to the driveway, but there was nothing about the small car to give a clue as to his identity. Summoning courage, the elderly lady opened the door slightly, and he stepped sideways to speak into the space.


“Mrs. Thornhope?”


She nodded. He continued, “I have a package for you.”


Curiosity drove caution from her mind. She pushed the door open, and he entered. Smiling, he placed his burden carefully on the floor and stood to retrieve an envelope that protruded from his pocket. As he handed it to her, a sound came from the box. Stella jumped. The man laughed in apology and bent to straighten up the cardboard flaps, holding them open in an invitation for her to peek inside.


It was a dog! To be more exact, a golden Labrador retriever puppy. As the young gentleman lifted its squirming body up into his arms, he explained, “This is for you, ma’am.” The young pup wiggled in happiness at being released from captivity and thrust ecstatic, wet kisses in the direction of the young man’s face. “We were supposed to deliver him on Christmas Eve,” he continued with some difficulty, as he strove to rescue his chin from the wet little tongue, “but the staff at the kennels start their holidays tomorrow. Hope you don’t mind an early present.”


Shock had stolen Stella’s ability to think clearly. Unable to form coherent sentences, she stammered, “But . . . I don’t . . . I mean . . . who . . .?”


The young fellow set the animal down on the doormat between them and then reached out a finger to tap the envelope she was still holding.


“There’s a letter in there that explains everything, pretty much. The dog was bought while his mother was still pregnant. It was meant to be a Christmas gift.”


The stranger turned to go. Desperation forced the words from her lips. “But who . . . who bought it?”


Pausing in the open doorway, he replied, “Your husband, ma’am.” And then he was gone.


It was all in the letter. Forgetting the puppy entirely at the sight of the familiar handwriting, Stella walked like a sleepwalker to her chair by the window. She forced her tear-filled eyes to read her husband’s words. He had written the letter three weeks before his death and had left it with the kennel owners, to be delivered along with the puppy as his last Christmas gift to her. It was full of love and encouragement and admonishments to be strong. He vowed that he was waiting for the day when she would join him. And he had sent her this young animal to keep her company until then.


Remembering the little creature for the first time, she was surprised to find him quietly looking up at her, his small panting mouth resembling a comic smile. Stella put the pages aside and reached for the bundle of golden fur. She thought that he would be heavier, but he was only the size and weight of a sofa pillow. And so soft and warm. She cradled him in her arms and he licked her jawbone, then cuddled into the hollow of her neck. The tears began anew at this exchange of affection and the dog endured her crying without moving.


Finally, Stella lowered him to her lap, where she regarded him solemnly. She wiped vaguely at her wet cheeks, then somehow mustered a smile.


“Well, little guy, I guess it’s you and me.” His pink tongue panted in agreement. Stella’s smile strengthened, and her gaze shifted sideways to the window. Dusk had fallen. Through fluffy flakes that were now drifting down, she saw the cheery Christmas lights edging the roof lines of her neighbors’ homes. The strains of “Joy to the World” floated in from the kitchen.


Suddenly Stella felt the most amazing sensation of peace and benediction wash over her. It was like being enfolded in a loving embrace. Her heart beat painfully, but it was with joy and wonder, not grief or loneliness. She need never feel alone again.


Returning her attention to the dog, she spoke to him. “You know, fella, I have a box in the basement that I think you’d like. There’s a tree in it and some decorations and lights that will impress you like crazy! And I think I can find that old stable down there, too. What d’ya say we go hunt it up?”


The puppy barked happily in agreement, as if he understood every word. Stella got up, placed the puppy on the floor and together they went down to the basement, ready to make a Christmas together.


Cathy Miller 
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Becky and the Wolf


His name is not wild dog anymore, but the first friend, because he will be our friend for always and always and always.


Rudyard Kipling 


With all her big brothers and sisters off to school, our ranch became a lonely place for our three-year-old daughter, Becky. She longed for playmates. Cattle and horses were too big to cuddle and farm machinery dangerous for a child so small. We promised to buy her a puppy but in the meantime, “pretend” puppies popped up nearly every day.


I had just finished washing the lunch dishes when the screen door slammed and Becky rushed in, cheeks flushed with excitement. “Mama!” she cried. “Come see my new doggy! I gave him water two times already. He’s so thirsty!”


I sighed. Another of Becky’s imaginary dogs.


“Please come, Mama.” She tugged at my jeans, her brown eyes pleading. “He’s crying—and he can’t walk!”


“Can’t walk”? Now that was a twist. All her previous make-believe dogs could do marvelous things. One balanced a ball on the end of its nose. Another dug a hole that went all the way through the earth and fell out on a star on the other side. Still another danced on a tightrope. Why suddenly a dog that couldn’t walk?


“All right, honey,” I said. By the time I tried to follow her, Becky had already disappeared into the mesquite. “Where are you?” I called.


“Over here by the oak stump. Hurry, Mama!”


I parted the thorny branches and raised my hand against the glare of the Arizona sun. A numbing chill gripped me.


There she was, sitting on her heels, toes dug firmly in the sand, and cradled in her lap was the unmistakable head of a wolf! Beyond its head rose massive black shoulders. The rest of the body lay completely hidden inside the hollow stump of a fallen oak.


“Becky.” My mouth felt dry. “Don’t move.” I stepped closer. Pale-yellow eyes narrowed. Black lips tightened, exposing double sets of two-inch fangs. Suddenly the wolf trembled. Its teeth clacked, and a piteous whine rose from its throat.


“It’s all right, boy,” Becky crooned. “Don’t be afraid. That’s my mama, and she loves you, too.”


Then the unbelievable happened. As her tiny hands stroked the great shaggy head, I heard the gentle thump, thump, thumping of the wolf’s tail from deep inside the stump.


What was wrong with the animal? I wondered. Why couldn’t he get up? I couldn’t tell. Nor did I dare to step any closer.


I glanced at the empty water bowl. My memory flashed back to the five skunks that last week had torn the burlap from a leaking pipe in a frenzied effort to reach water during the final agonies of rabies. Of course! Rabies! Warning signs had been posted all over the county, and hadn’t Becky said, “He’s so thirsty”?


I had to get Becky away. “Honey.” My throat tightened. “Put his head down and come to Mama. We’ll go find help.”


Reluctantly, Becky got up and kissed the wolf on the nose before she walked slowly into my outstretched arms. Sad yellow eyes followed her. Then the wolf’s head sank to the ground.


With Becky safe in my arms, I ran to the barns where Brian, one of our cowhands, was saddling up to check heifers in the north pasture.


“Brian! Come quickly. Becky found a wolf in the oak stump near the wash! I think it has rabies!”


“I’ll be there in a jiffy,” he said as I hurried back to the house, anxious to put Becky down for her nap. I didn’t want her to see Brian come out of the bunkhouse. I knew he’d have a gun.


“But I want to give my doggy his water,” she cried. I kissed her and gave her some stuffed animals to play with. “Honey, let Mom and Brian take care of him for now,” I said.


Moments later, I reached the oak stump. Brian stood looking down at the beast. “It’s a Mexican lobo, all right,” he said, “and a big one!” The wolf whined. Then we both caught the smell of gangrene.


“Whew! It’s not rabies,” Brian said. “But he’s sure hurt real bad. Don’t you think it’s best I put him out of his misery?”


The word “yes” was on my lips, when Becky emerged from the bushes. “Is Brian going to make him well, Mama?” She hauled the animal’s head onto her lap once more, and buried her face in the coarse, dark fur. This time I wasn’t the only one who heard the thumping of the lobo’s tail.


That afternoon my husband, Bill, and our veterinarian came to see the wolf. Observing the trust the animal had in our child, Doc said to me, “Suppose you let Becky and me tend to this fella together.” Minutes later, as child and vet reassured the stricken beast, the hypodermic found its mark. The yellow eyes closed.


“He’s asleep now,” said the vet. “Give me a hand here, Bill.” They hauled the massive body out of the stump. The animal must have been over five feet long and well over one-hundred pounds. The hip and leg had been mutilated by bullets. Doc did what he had to in order to clean the wound and then gave the patient a dose of penicillin. Next day he returned and inserted a metal rod to replace the missing bone.


“Well, it looks like you’ve got yourselves a Mexican lobo,” Doc said. “He looks to be about three years old, and even as pups, they don’t tame real easy. I’m amazed at the way this big fella took to your little gal. But often there’s something that goes on between children and animals that we grownups don’t understand.”


Becky named the wolf Ralph and carried food and water to the stump every day. Ralph’s recovery was not easy. For three months he dragged his injured hindquarters by clawing the earth with his front paws. From the way he lowered his eyelids when we massaged the atrophied limbs, we knew he endured excruciating pain, but not once did he ever try to bite the hands of those who cared for him.


Four months to the day, Ralph finally stood unaided. His huge frame shook as long-unused muscles were activated. Bill and I patted and praised him. But it was Becky to whom he turned for a gentle word, a kiss or a smile. He responded to these gestures of love by swinging his bushy tail like a pendulum.


As his strength grew, Ralph followed Becky all over the ranch. Together they roamed the desert pastures, the golden-haired child often stooping low, sharing with the great lame wolf whispered secrets of nature’s wonders. When evening came, he returned like a silent shadow to his hollow stump that had surely become his special place. As time went on, although he lived primarily in the brush, the habits of this timid creature endeared him more and more to all of us.


His reaction to people other than our family was yet another story. Strangers terrified him, yet his affection for and protectiveness of Becky brought him out of the desert and fields at the sight of every unknown pickup or car. Occasionally he’d approach, lips taut, exposing a nervous smile full of chattering teeth. More often he’d simply pace and finally skulk off to his tree stump, perhaps to worry alone.


Becky’s first day of school was sad for Ralph. After the bus left, he refused to return to the yard. Instead, he lay by the side of the road and waited. When Becky returned, he limped and tottered in wild, joyous circles around her. This welcoming ritual persisted throughout her school years.


Although Ralph seemed happy on the ranch, he disappeared into the surrounding deserts and mountains for several weeks during the spring mating season, leaving us to worry about his safety. This was calving season, and fellow ranchers watched for coyotes, cougars, wild dogs and, of course, the lone wolf. But Ralph was lucky.


During Ralph’s twelve years on our ranch, his habits remained unchanged. Always keeping his distance, he tolerated other pets and endured the activities of our busy family, but his love for Becky never wavered. Then the spring came when our neighbor told us he’d shot and killed a she-wolf and grazed her mate, who had been running with her. Sure enough, Ralph returned home with another bullet wound.


Becky, nearly fifteen years old now, sat with Ralph’s head resting on her lap. He, too, must have been about fifteen and was gray with age. As Bill removed the bullet, my memory raced back through the years. Once again I saw a chubby three-year-old girl stroking the head of a huge black wolf and heard a small voice murmuring, “It’s all right, boy. Don’t be afraid. That’s my mama, and she loves you, too.”


Although the wound wasn’t serious, this time Ralph didn’t get well. Precious pounds fell away. The once luxurious fur turned dull and dry, and his trips to the yard in search of Becky’s companionship ceased. All day long he rested quietly.


But when night fell, old and stiff as he was, he disappeared into the desert and surrounding hills. By dawn his food was gone.


The morning came when we found him dead. The yellow eyes were closed. Stretched out in front of the oak stump, he appeared but a shadow of the proud beast he once had been. A lump in my throat choked me as I watched Becky stroke his shaggy neck, tears streaming down her face. “I’ll miss him so,” she cried.


Then as I covered him with a blanket, we were startled by a strange rustling sound from inside the stump. Becky looked inside. Two tiny yellow eyes peered back and puppy fangs glinted in the semi-darkness. Ralph’s pup!


Had a dying instinct told him his motherless offspring would be safe here, as he had been, with those who loved him? Hot tears spilled on baby fur as Becky gathered the trembling bundle in her arms. “It’s all right, little . . . Ralphie,” she murmured. “Don’t be afraid. That’s my mom, and she loves you, too.”


Penny Porter 






Friends


Twenty-one years ago, my husband gave me Sam, an eight-week-old schnauzer, to help ease the loss of our daughter, who was stillborn. Sam and I developed a very special bond over the next fourteen years. It seemed nothing that happened could ever change that.


At one point, my husband and I decided to relocate from our New York apartment to a new home in New Jersey. After we were there awhile, our neighbor, whose cat had recently had kittens, asked us if we would like one. We were a little apprehensive about Sam’s jealousy and how he would handle his turf being invaded, but we decided to risk it and agreed to take a kitten.


We picked a little, gray, playful ball of fur. It was like having a road runner in the house. She raced around chasing imaginary mice and squirrels and vaulted from table to chair in the blink of an eye, so we named her Lightning.


At first, Sam and Lightning were very cautious with each other and kept their distance. But slowly, as the days went on, Lightning started following Sam—up the stairs, down the stairs, into the kitchen to watch him eat, into the living room to watch him sleep. As time passed, they became inseparable. When they slept, it was always together; when they ate, it was always next to each other. When I played with one, the other joined in. If Sam barked at something, Lightning ran to see what it was. When I took either one out of the house, the other was always waiting by the door when we returned. That was the way it was for years.


Then, without any warning, Sam began suffering from convulsions and was diagnosed as having a weak heart. I had no other choice but to have him put down. The pain of making that decision, however, was nothing compared with what I experienced when I had to leave Sam at the vet and walk into our house alone. This time, there was no Sam for Lightning to greet and no way to explain why she would never see her friend again.


In the days that followed, Lightning seemed heartbroken. She could not tell me in words that she was suffering, but I could see the pain and disappointment in her eyes whenever anyone opened the front door, or the hope whenever she heard a dog bark.


The weeks wore on and the cat’s sorrow seemed to be lifting. One day as I walked into our living room, I happened to glance down on the floor next to our sofa where we had a sculptured replica of Sam that we had bought a few years before. Lying next to the statue, one arm wrapped around the statue’s neck, was Lightning, contentedly sleeping with her best friend.


Karen Del Tufo 






When Snowball Melted 


Hope is the thing with feathers 
That perches in the soul.
And sings the tune 
Without the words, 
And never stops at all.


Emily Dickinson 


Lovebirds. That’s what all our friends called us when we first married.


I guess Don and I deserved it. Money was tight because we were both full-time students, working to pay our way through school. Sometimes we’d have to save up days just for an ice cream cone. Still, our tiny, drab apartment seemed like paradise. Love does that, you know.


Anyway, the more we heard the term “lovebirds,” the more we thought about birds. And one day we started saving up for a couple of lovebirds of our own: the feathery kind. We knew we couldn’t afford to buy both birds and a nice cage, so in his spare moments, Don made the cage himself.


We set our cage in front of a shaded window. Then we waited until the crumpled envelope marked “lovebirds” was full of bills and spare change. At last the day came when we were able to walk down to our local pet store to “adopt” some additions to our little family.


We’d had our hearts set on parakeets. But the minute we heard the canaries singing, we changed our minds. Selecting a lively yellow male and a sweet white female, we named the youngsters Sunshine and Snowball.


Because of our exhausting schedules, we didn’t get to spend too much time with our new friends, but we loved having them greet us each evening with bursts of song. And they seemed blissfully happy with each other.


Time passed, and when our young lovebirds finally seemed mature enough to start a family of their own, we went ahead and prepared a nest area and lots of nesting material for them.


Sure enough, one day they began to find the idea very appealing. Snowball was a very exacting supervisor in designing and decorating their nest just so, while Sunshine, his face aglow with love, bent over backward to put everything just where she ordered.


Then one day an egg appeared. How they sang! And a few weeks later when a tiny chick hatched, their happiness seemed to know no bounds. I don’t know how it happened genetically, but that baby canary was bright orange. So right off we named him Punkinhead.


The sunny days passed. How proud all of us were when our fledgling tottered out of the nest onto a real grown-up perch!


Then one day, Punkinhead suddenly plunged headlong from his perch to the bottom of the cage. The tiny orange bird just lay there. Both parents and I rushed to his rescue.


But he was dead. Just like that. Whether he’d had a heart attack before he fell or broke his neck in the fall, I’ll never know. But Punkinhead was gone.


Though both parents grieved, his little mother was inconsolable. She refused to let either Sunshine or me get near that pitiful little body. Instead of the joyful melodies I usually heard from Snowball, now she gave only the most excruciating cries and moans. Her heart, joy and will seemed completely melted by her sorrow.


Poor Sunshine didn’t know what to make of it. He kept trying to push Snowball away from her sad station, but she refused to budge. Instead, over and over she kept trying to revive her adored child.


Finally Sunshine seemed to work out a plan. He convinced her to fly up and eat some seeds every so often, while he stood duty in her place. Then each time she left, he’d quietly place one piece of nesting straw over Punkinhead’s body. Just one. But in a few days, piece by piece, it was completely covered over.


At first Snowball seemed disoriented when she looked around, but she didn’t try to uncover the chick. Instead, she flew up to her normal perch and stayed there. Then I was able to quietly reach in and remove the little body, straw shroud and all.


After that, Sunshine spent all his time consoling Snowball. Eventually she started making normal sounds, and then one day, her sorrow finally melted and she sang again.


I don’t know if Snowball ever realized the quiet labor of love and healing Sunshine had done for her. But they remained joyously devoted for as long as they both lived. Love does that, you know.


Especially to lovebirds.


Bonnie Compton Hanson 
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Heartstrings


Dogs have given us their absolute all. We are the center of their universe. We are the focus of their love and faith and trust. They serve us in return for scraps. It is without a doubt the best deal man has ever made.


Roger Caras 


People spend their whole lives searching for love. I was no different. Until one day I decided to look in the cages at the local pound. And there was love, waiting for me.


The old dog was considered unadoptable. An underweight beagle-terrier mix, he had been found running along the road on three legs, with a hernia, a damaged ear and BBs imbedded in his hind end.


The people at the humane society kept him his allotted seven days and then some because he was friendly, and they figured if someone had once spent the money to have his leg amputated, maybe that person would be looking for him. But no one came.


I met him on his tenth day. I was dropping off a donation of blankets at the humane society and happened to walk by and see him. Looking down through the wire mesh of his cage, I thought he was an appealing little guy, and my heart went out to him. But I really couldn’t take another dog home; I had four already. There has to be a limit, I thought, I can’t save them all.


Driving away from the humane society, I knew the dog would be destroyed if I didn’t take him. I felt so helpless. As I passed a church, the sign announcing this week’s sermon caught my eye. It was right before Christmas and appropriately it read: “Is There Room at the Inn?”


I knew at that moment there was always room for one more, especially one that needed my love.


As soon as the humane society opened the next morning, their phone rang. “I’m coming for that old beat-up dog. Save him for me,” I told them.


I couldn’t get there fast enough. And from the moment I claimed him, he gave his heart to me completely.


In my experience, there is nothing like the feeling of rescuing a dog. Dogs are loving creatures already, but add the element of relief and gratitude, and true devotion flows. It is an immensely satisfying bond that I wouldn’t trade for all the puppies in the world.


I named the dog Tugs, because he had tugged on my heartstrings, and I did all I could to make his life a happy one. In return, Tugs brought new meaning to the term adoration. Wherever I went, he wanted to be there too. He never took his eyes off me and with a simple glance in his direction, his whole body wagged with happiness. Despite his many handicaps and increasingly failing health, his enthusiasm for life was amazing. There was never an evening I came home that Tugs did not meet me at the door, eyes sparkling, his tail wagging excitedly.


We were together for a little over a year. And constantly during that time, I felt a silent current of love from him—strong, steady and deep—unceasingly flowing to me. When it was time for the vet to end his suffering, I held his head in my hands, the tears falling on his old muzzle, and watched as he gently fell asleep. Even in my sadness, I was grateful for the gift of his love.


For someone who has never had this kind of experience with a pet, there are no words to adequately explain it. But if you have loved an animal in this way and been loved so fully in return, nothing more needs to be said. Some people will understand that since Tugs has been gone, my fear of death has lessened—if death means finally joining Tugs, then let it happen when it will.


In the meantime, I continue my work: rescuing abandoned animals and finding them homes where they can taste love and give such happiness in return.


And oftentimes when I look into the sky and see the soft billowy clouds floating there, I find myself sending a little message: I love you, Tugs.


Susan Race 






A Different Kind of Angel


Foaling season is a time for dreams. We’d just begun breeding Appaloosas on our Arizona ranch, and I was dreaming of blue ribbons and eager buyers. That first year the blazing coats of nine tiny Appaloosas had already transformed our pastures into a landscape of color. Their faces were bright with stars and blazes, their rumps glittering with patches and spots splashed over them like suds.


As we awaited the birth of our tenth foal, I was sure it would be the most colorful of all. Its father was a white stud with chestnut spots over half his body and a multicolored tail that touched the ground. The mother was covered with thousands of penny-size dots. I already had a name for their unborn offspring: Starburst.


“With horses, what you want and what you get are often two different things,” my husband, Bill, warned me.


The night of her foaling, I was monitoring the mother on a closed-circuit television Bill had installed in our bedroom. I could see the mare glistening with sweat, her white-rimmed eyes full of anxiety. She was within hours of delivering when I dozed off.


I awoke with a jolt. Three hours had passed! A glance at the monitor revealed the mare was flat-out on her side. The birth was over. But where was the baby?


“Bill! Wake up!” I shook him hard. “Something stole the baby!” Wild dogs, coyotes and other predators invaded my imagination. Moments later we were in the dimly lit corral. “Where’s your baby, Mama?” I cried as I got on my knees to stroke the mare’s neck.


Suddenly a face popped out of the shadows—thin, dark, ugly. As the creature struggled to stand, I realized why I hadn’t seen it on my TV: no colorful spots, no blazing coat. Our foal was brown as dirt.


“I don’t believe it!” I said as we crouched for a closer look. “There’s not a single white hair on this filly!” We saw more unwanted traits: a bulging forehead, a hideous sloping nose, ears that hung like a jack rabbit’s and a nearly hairless bobtail.


“She’s a throwback,” Bill said. I knew we were both thinking the same thing. This filly will never sell. Who wants an Appaloosa without color?


The next morning when our older son Scott arrived for work and saw our newest addition, he minced no words. 


“What are we going to do with that ugly thing?” he asked.


By now, the foal’s ears stood straight up. “She looks like a mule,” Scott said. “Who’s gonna want her?”


Our younger girls, Becky and Jaymee, ages fifteen and twelve, had questions too. “How will anyone know she’s an Appaloosa?” Becky asked. “Are there spots under the fur?”


“No,” I told her, “but she’s still an Appy inside.”


“That means she’s got spots on her heart,” said Jaymee. Who knows, I wondered. Maybe she does.


From the beginning, the homely filly seemed to sense she was different. Visitors rarely looked at her, and if they did, we said, “Oh, we’re just boarding the mother.” We didn’t want anyone to know our beautiful stallion had sired this foal.


Before long, I started noticing that she relished human company. She and her mother were first at the gate at feeding time, and when I scratched her neck, her eyelids closed in contentment. Soon she was nuzzling my jacket, running her lips over my shirt, chewing my buttons off and even opening the gate to follow me so she could rub her head on my hip. This wasn’t normal behavior for a filly.


Unfortunately, her appetite was huge. And the bigger she got, the uglier she got. Where will we ever find a home for her? I wondered.


One day a man bought one of our best Appaloosas for a circus. Suddenly he spied the brown, bobtailed filly. “That’s not an Appaloosa, is it?” he asked. “Looks like a donkey.” Since he was after circus horses, I snatched at the opportunity. “You’d be surprised,” I said. “That filly knows more tricks than a short-order cook. She can take a handkerchief out of my pocket and roll under fences. She can climb into water troughs. Even turn on spigots!”


“Reg’lar little devil, huh?”


“No,” I said quickly, then added on the spur of the moment, “as a matter of fact, I named her Angel!”


He chuckled. “Well, it’s eye-catchin’ color we need,” he told me. “Folks like spotted horses best.”


As time passed, Angel—aswe nowcalled her—invented new tricks. Her favorite was opening gates to get to food on the opposite side.


“She’s a regular Houdini,” Bill marveled.


“She’s a regular pain,” said Scott, who always had to go catch her.


“You’ve got to give her more attention,” I told him. “You spend all your time grooming and training the other yearlings. You never touch Angel except to yell at her.”


“Who has time to work with a jughead? Besides, Dad said we’re taking her to auction.”


“What! Sell her?”


I corralled Bill. “Please give her a chance. Let her grow up on the ranch,” I begged. “Then Scott can saddle-break her when she’s two. With her sweet nature, she’ll be worth something to someone by then.”


“I guess one more horse won’t hurt for the time being,” he said. “We’ll put her down on the east pasture. There’s not much grazing there, but . . .” Angel was safe for now. 


Two weeks later, she was at the front door eating the dry food from our watchdog’s bowl. She’d slipped the chain off the pasture gate and let herself out—plus ten other horses as well. By the time Scott and Bill had rounded them up, I could see that Bill’s patience was wearing thin. 


Over time, her assortment of tricks grew. When Bill or Scott drove to the field, she’d eat the rubber off the windshield wipers. If they left a window open, she’d snatch a rag, glove or notebook off the front seat, then run like the wind.


Surprisingly, Bill began forgiving Angel’s pranks. When an Appaloosa buyer would arrive, she’d come running at a gallop, slide to a stop thirty feet away, and back up to have her rump scratched. “We have our own circus right here,” Bill told buyers. By now, a small smile was even showing through Scott’s thick mustache.

OEBPS/images/9780757397127_0032_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780757397127_0065_001.jpg
f* ske's woking AT me. ] [ln'T ACT To0 CAUM. SHELL THINK|






OEBPS/xhtml/contents.xhtml

        
            Contents


            


					TITLE PAGE




					CONTENTS




					INTRODUCTION




					1. ON LOVE


			DELAYED DELIVERY




						BECKY AND THE WOLF




						FRIENDS




						WHEN SNOWBALL MELTED




						HEARTSTRINGS




						A DIFFERENT KIND OF ANGEL




						HOME




						INNOCENT HOMELESS




						PRIORITIES




						PEPPER'S PLACE




		

					2. PETS AS TEACHERS


			THE GIFT OF SUBIRA




						THINGS WE CAN LEARN FROM A DOG




						THE STAR OF THE RODEO




						LIFE LESSONS FROM LOVEBIRDS




		

					3. PETS AS HEALERS


			THE GIFT OF COURAGE




						SADDLE THERAPY




						KITTY MAGIC




						THE GOLDEN YEARS




						SWIMMING WITH DOLPHINS




						THERE'S A SQUIRREL IN MY COFFEE!




						FINDERS KEEPERS




						SEEING




						GUARDIAN ANGELS




						A REAL CHARMER




						SOCKS




						JENNY AND BRUCIE




						AN EXTRA TEN MINUTES




		

					4. CELEBRATING THE BOND


			THE RESCUE




						LUCKY TO BE ALIVE




						DOG OF WAR




						TURKEYS




						TINY AND THE OAK TREE




						THE CAPTAIN




						THE WOMAN WHO TOOK CHICKENS UNDER HER WING




						MIRACLES DO HAPPEN




						DARLENE




						THE LITTLE DOG THAT NOBODY WANTED




		

					5. AMAZING ANIMALS


			BUFFALO GAMES




						DOCTOLA




						A MOTHER'S LOVE




						DAUGHTER OF SUNSHINE




						THE EYES OF TEX




						THE CHRISTMAS MOUSE




						JUNEAU'S OFFICIAL GREETER




						SIMON




		

					6. ON COMPANIONSHIP


			THE UGLY PUPLING




						BABBLERS ANONYMOUS




						A DAMAGED DOG




						A FRENCH CAT




						BARNEY




						MOUSEKEEPING




						THE CAT AND THE GRIZZLY




						FINE ANIMAL GORILLA




		

					7. SAYING GOOD-BYE


			FOREVER ROCKY




						THE LONE DUCK




						WITH THESE HANDS




						SOUL TO SOUL




						THE RAINBOW BRIDGE




						RITES OF PASSAGE




						SAYING GOOD-BYE




						TOTO'S LAST CHRISTMAS




		

					8. PETCETERA


			GOOD NEIGHBORS




						THE CAT AND THE CAT BURGLAR




						SING WE NOEL




						MARTY HAD A LITTLE LAMB




						THE ICE BREAKER




						LET SLEEPING DOGS LIE




						THE LEGACY




						THE TRUTH ABOUT ANNIE




						A VET'S WAGES




		

					WHO IS JACK CANFIELD?




					WHO IS MARK VICTOR HANSEN?




					WHO IS MARTY BECKER?




					WHO IS CAROL KLINE?




					CONTRIBUTORS




					PERMISSIONS




					COPYRIGHT PAGE



        

    

OEBPS/images/imprintlogo.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780757397127_0009_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780757397127_0027_001.jpg
- | WONDER WHY'
GOD LET PEOPLE
RUN THE (WORLD.






OEBPS/images/9781453280249.jpg
A '
Freun e L
GLASS] (I

B ESTSELTIN G
Sarfay

1ICKRCI1

Soul

3
e

_Asa» Stories About Pets
' as Teachers, Healers,
Heroes and
Friends

Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen
Marty Becker, D.V.M. and Carol Kline





