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“Lf there are vo dogs in Heaven, then when T die T want to go where they went.”
—Will Regers

&" 9\ This book is lovingly dedicated to all the good dogs that have

graced our lives, teaching us wvaluable lessons with their
waggivg tails and soulful eyes. From loyalty to joy, and from
patievce to the sheer art of stealing socks, these furry
companions have been our greatest teachers.

Special thanks go to my wife, Aunie, and wmy danghter, Melissa,
whose ambitions undertaking to rewrite wy professional resume
took an uvexpected turn. Not content with listing my usual accolades—wmaster rock
hauler, bavjo plaver for the Fogay Minded Mountain Boys, and waterfall builder
extraordivaire—they saw fit to bestow upon me the illustrions title of “master of
dog Visiting.”



Frankly, T'wm still tryiveg to figure out exactly what that
means, but ove thing's for sure: when you're hovored with such a title, vou'd bet+er
have a book to back i+ up. So, here it is—a collection of +ails and tales dedicated +o
the wonderful world of dogs and the humans lucky enonglhh +o know +hewm,

A Little Dog Wagjic



“Love is a language that the blind can see and the deaf
com hear.” Sally Fryland

I+ was a chilly Wonday night in the winter of 2001, and
wmside the church, an ambitious team of workers was
mloading a busload of individuals—a lively group of severely
mentally handicapped people, each one a spark of life ready
for some fun. Positioved in front of the piavo, they waited

eagerly for the evening's program of singivg and magjic. T was asked to entertain for
on hnour, blissfully unaware that I'd soon discover wy secret weapon—TFreckles, my
ever-charming dog.

As T scanved the andience, T voticed a colorful tapestry
of humavity: some swaved back and forth, others
pointed enthusiastically, and many stared off uto space
as If contemplating the universe. The sounds were a
delightful cacophony of grunts, langhter, and
spontaneouns gesticulations that might have made for a
greot abstract painting,

T kicked off the program with a spirited rendition of “If You're Happy and You Know
I+, Clap MYour Hands.” The crowd's response? A stunning silence that could ouly be



matched oy a library in the middle of a power outage. Not ove clap, not a single
happy face. Determived to win them over, T pulled out my best magic trick—only to
be met with the same crickets chirping. T+ was clear; T veeded to bring ont the big
HUNS,

With a gquick whistle that echoed like a dogay siren, Freckles
burst onto the scene, donvivg his brown cloth deer antlers—a
fashion statement that said, “I'wm here to steal the show!” As
he pravced around the aundience, the atmosphere shifted
dramatically. Suddevly, the crowd eruptedl “Look! A dog!” they
shouted, reaching ont to pet him like he was the celebrity of
the evening.

Next, Freckles performed his usual array of tricks: jumping through a hoop, sitting
pretty, shaking hands, playivg dead, and even davcing on his hivd leas like he was
anditioning for “Dancing with the Stars.” The excitement v the room skyrocketed
when Larry, ove of the attendees, approached Freckles after witvessing my doagy
hawdshake. €ager to join v, Larry extended his hand, and T quickly placed a piece of
cheese i it as a reward for Freckles,

I a garbled tone that sounded vaguely like “shake,” Larry wmade his command, and
Freckles, ever the attentive pup, instantly offered his paw as if o say, “This is my
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jam!” Larry's face li+ up with Joy as he realized he conld actually command a dog—
talk about a confidence boost!

As word spread like wildfire, others began issuing their commands, and Freckles
became a canive superstar. He entertained the crowd, his thick furry coat becoming
a preferred petting surface while his wet vose and tongue were in full-speed mode,
offering free kisses and slobbery affection. His tail wagged with a gusto that could
only be described as pure dogay delight,

Freckles thrived on the attention; he loved every lond gesture and excited laugh.

“The wmore, the merrier!” was his motto. No Judgiments, no preconceived votions—just

pure joy and acceptance. To him, this room was filled with
God’s choicest children, and e was hovored +o be their
guest of hovor,

As the evenivg progressed, Freckles continued his delightful
routive of tricks, barks, and charming awtics. The crowd
cheered, langhned, and basked in the glow of one of God's
greatest creatures—the doo,

And there it was again: another stellar performavce by the
star of the vight, Freckles, and his trusty sidekick, Al. As is



often the case, T had prepared o dazzle the andience with wmy songs and +ricks, ovly
to be upstaged by wy four-legged friend who effortlessly claimed the spotlight. Aund
that, dear reader, is the magjic of this book—the wiracles, wisdom, and
travsformative power of our beloved doas,

And Thew, God WMade the Dog

“God’s loving hand daily mavifests itself through our pets—

& who are our angels, friends, teachers, and healers.”
- \“ —Jack Canfield
A

Tv the grand tapestry of creation, there came a moment
when God decided to whip up something truly special. Evter
the doo—@God’s little miracle with fur!

T+ wust have a perfect temperament,” He mused, “capable of connecting with
anyone—even that grumpy veighbor down the street!” The design specifications
were clear: it had +o be resilient enough to havdle the occasional mishap (like being
dressed in silly costumes for Instagram) avd still radiate a zest for life that wonld
put even the wost evergetic toddler +o shame.



This vew creation needed to embody joy and love, serving as a
devoted companion throuah thick and thiv. God realized it had
to grasp the concept of the pack, becanse let’s face i+—!
Loyalty, fearlessness, and an uwucanny knack for sewsivg humav
emotions were von-vegotiable traits. Avd above all, it had +o
possess that magical ability to reach vto our souls and fill
them with unconditional love and warmth,

And so, God made the dog. Tn that moment, He knew He had
given humanity a precions gift +o help us navigate the ups
oand dowus of life.

Sometimes, T think God must have chuckled to Himself, knowing that dogs would be
the antidote +o our human drama. With life’s complexities weighivg us down, dogs are
here +o remind us of the simple joys—Tlike chasing their tails or rolling v something
that swells duestionable yet delightful,

T+t's remarkable how wmany times T've heard people share stories about their dogs
and the profound impact these furry companions have had ov their lives. Dogs
possess an credible talent for simoothing over life’s hurts, infusing joy into our
otherwise monotonous days, and providing the perfect excuse to step outside for
some playtime. Whether it's fetching a ball or just rolling around v the grass, +hey



remind us that life is meant +o be enjoyed—preferably with a wagaing tail and a
slobbery kiss!

Life Lessons from Our Cavive Companions

“The power lies in the wisdom and understanding of one’s role in the Great Wystery
and v hovioring every living +hing as a teacher.”
—Jamie Sands and David Carsow

Iwmagine for a wmomewt if your dog conld +alk, What advice wounld they give? WMaybe
something like, “Stop worrying about that promotion or that useless busivess
meeting, and Just throw the ball already!” Unfortunately, dogs have a bit of trouble
masterivg English, and let’s face it—most of us struagle with their unique barkivg
dialect. So, how do they impart their wisdom? Throuah actions, of course!

Have vou takewn the time o observe a dog lately? Tt+'s a spectacle worth witnessig,
These furry beings practice traits and behaviors that are surprisivaly advanced,
especially when it comes to navigating the complex social landscape of both their
fellow canines and us humans.,

while human relationships often hinge on social class, Job titles, or shared hobbies
(let's be honest, no one has ever wmade friends over a heated debate abvount +ax



deductions), a dog's approach is refreshingly simple. With a dog, there are vo
hierarchies or hidden agendas. You don't have +o worry about being insiguificant,
feeling pressured, or worrying about your fashion choices—or lack thereof. A dog
doesw't care if you're wearing pajamas at noow or if our hair hasn't seen a brush v
days. Their friendships are as pure as a suibeam on a cozy floor. Pogs have an
micanny ability to see beyond superficial things like location, clothing, intelligence,
income, health, or beaunty. They leap into frievdships with all four paws, disregardivg
human-made social vorms and protocols like they're just silly hardles n a game of
fetch. In their eves, every human is a potential best friend, just waiting +o be
discovered!

This book aims to share various bits of dog wisdom and the nvalnable lessons T've
learved from my own furry companion, alongy with delightful dog stories shared by
others. So, buckle upl we're about to embark on a journey through the canive world,
where every bark, wag, avd slobber teaches us a little something about love, loyalty,
and living life +o the fullest.

Lesson #1: Use the “Puppy Byes” I YouReally Want Sovmething

“There is no psychiatrist in the world like a puppy licking your face.”
—PBern Williams



“Whoever said you can'+ buy happiness foraot about puppies.”
—@Geve Hill

I+ was a stunning spring day v Gevola, Utal, whew the phone ravg. Wy danghter,
WMelissa, age four, and wmy son, Brian, age six, were practically alued to the receiver as
they listened +o Unucle Richard. His Border Collie mix, Cloud, had just had a vew litter
of puppies, and guess what? We were eligible for onel

Now, my wife was convivced that addivg a dog to our already bustling family was not
the best idea. But once the kids heard the magic word “puppies,” it was game over.
The debate was settled, and the decision was wade faster
than a dogy can chase its +ail.




we hopped nto the car, excitement buzzing v the air like a swarm of bees. As we
drove toward Uncle Richard’s home, you could hear the

chorus of whiving puppies n the aarage, eanerly awaiting

their evening meal. My daughter and son dashed ahead, eves

wide and hearts racing, as they spotted the adorable litter

of baby Border Collies. » \ .
Melissa instinctively reached for owe puppy. “Look! T+ has /:\'vl'\ f’;ﬁ )]/’
Treckles!” she exclaimed, pointing at +the little guy's black W' T

spots on his swout, He was the ruut of the lit++ter—+he
simallest ove, often overshadowed by his <ix boisterons
brothers and sisters.

WMelissa, with the enthusiasm ouly a four-year-old can wmuster, sugaested +the name
“Freckles,” and it felt like the uviverse was voddivg in approval,

WMelissa handed Freckles to wme and looked up with those invocents, pleading eves. You
know, if ouly we conld keep the kids from naming the dog, saqing “No” wounld be a
whole lot easier. But who conld resist that iy, furry face?



Of course, Uncle Richard was more than happy to let him go. Being a farmer, he
always had a barn full of baly animals—dogs, cats, rabbits, and even cows. Giving
away a puppy was a pleasure for him, not o mention a vecessity!

As Freckles looked into Annie’s and my eyes, he unleashed the ultimate weapon: those
killer puppy eyes—the kiss of death! MYou know the look T'm +alking about: the ove
that melts your heart and makes you weak in the kuees. T+ was all over.

Before we knew it, Freckles was vestled in a box, wrapped
i a cozy blanket, sandwiched between two of the
happiest kids on the planet, as we drove back +o our
home v Salt Lake City, Utah. Thus began the life of
Freckles, the best dogy that ever lived. Little did T kvow
that for the next sixteen years, my pal Freckles would
ntroduce wme to countless friends, spread jov like confett,
and create some of the most cherished mewmories of my

life.

So, be careful with those puppy eyes—they're dowvright dangerous! They can lead
you into all sorts of +rouble, whether it's a dooy wanting to sneak a treat, a
teevaner pleading for car keys, a wife ewcouragivg vou to join her on a shopping



spree, or a danglhter sweetly wrappivg her arm around you while stealthily fishing
for some cash from your pocket!
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Lesson #2.: Let Your True Self Come Out Owce in a While

"I dogs’ pravers were answered, bones would rain from 1he sky.”
—Old Proverb

Peppy the Poodle tanght wme one day that what vou see is not vecessarily what you
will get. You see, Peppy lived two lives: ove as a prim and proper white registered
Poodle with brushed-out pom-poms on his feet and tail, and +the other as a vicious
rot dog. Fortumately, Peppy’s owver only knew him as the ultimate v poodle beanty
and poise. Peppy was our neighbor’s purebred AKC poodle. He would strut over very
proud and confident, groomed with his pom-pons, red ribbons, puffy leas, avd



trimimed head and face. He often simelled like his owver’s pricy essence of lilac
perfume.

&

Owve day, Peppy and his owner came over to visit. As T sat
on the back lawn watching the river ruv by, T voticed a large rat climb from the
water to a nearby garbage can. Peppy's ears perked up as he voticed i+, +oo. What
dogy can resist a rat race?

Peppy’s owver, wearing a beantiful lavender wardrobe, was strokivg the perfectly
groomed pom-pom on Peppy’s ead whewn the dog jolted from her lap toward +he
garbage can. In a flash, Peppy was v mad pursuit of the rat. The rat, noticing
Peppy, instantly headed back toward the creek. Suddenly, Peppy jumped v the water
after it, sloshing through mud and sticks and sliding down a slimy embankiment. His
beantiful silver and white coat became a green and brown, matted mess. The



perfume simell travsformed from sweet lilac to week-old aarbage. For the vext
several minutes, all you conld see was glimpses of rat and

v ovie great lunge, Peppy canght the rat v his mounth,
thrashing it back and forth. The poodle’s owner, v sheer
terror, rav toward him, tryivg to extract the rat and get her
dog) back. To her surprise, the rat escaped the jaws of death
and sprang back into the garbage can. Agaiv, Peppy followed
in mad pursuit. You conld hear the dog and rat banaging
against the sides of the garbage can as the owver fravtically
tried to end this battle. Finally, the chaos stopped, and Peppy
jumped ot of the can, his once white coat now a slimy mess
with rat blood, spaghetti sauce, and leftovers of oatimeal and
scrambled egas embedded v his fur. Peppy, now with the rat v his mouth, trotted
toward his owver. T conldn’+ tell who looked worse—the rat, the owner, or the doa,
Judagivg by sheer expression, the owver had i+ the worst. Peppy stopped before her
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ond carefully released the rat at her feet, as if he'd
retrieved a ball. But his owner didu'+ want +o play. In fact, she looked ready to pass

out.

This event was pure entertainment for me, but Peppy’s owner was less than thrilled
by her sweet pom-pom dog’s dual persovality. Peppy felt the need +o let his true

“rat poodle” character come out.



How mawny of us are like Peppy, just waiting to show our true selves? Sometimes vou
must throw off the perfume and pom-poms and become who vou really are. You wmay
surprise yourself with abilities far beyond others’ expectations. And who knows you
may win over someone who is a humaw rat.,

Lesson #2: Never Give Up Hope; There Ts Always Someone Who Needs a Friend

Happiness is a warm pappy.”
—Charles Schultz

Janice tells her story about her dear friend, Woe.

T had just received a new teachivg job at a remote Navajo Indian reservation in
Arizona. The town, called Toval, was in the middle of nowhere. As I climbed out of wy
car and surveved the landscape, T suddenly fel+ the vastness and loveliness of the
area. T was many wiles away from home, ouly +wenty-one years old, single, and knew
no ove. L felt+ extremely lovely.



Ove day, as T walked up the steps of the schoolhouse, T heard a small, scared
whinivg sound. Peering over the steps, T saw a young puppy looking longingly up at
me. The skivny, shaking dog had obviously beew abandoned. She had sores all over her
body, and her naturally white fur was a wmatted, dirty brown.

T watched her for a moment, thew harried into the classroom to avoid being late. At
the end of the day, T noticed the puppy was still curled up by the steps, lookivg up
at people as they passed by, Over the next two or three days, T saw the local
children teasivg and being mean to the puppy. She seldom moved from her spot next
to the steps, enduring the abuse. The children were especially cruel when she didn’+
look up at them whew they called. Then one day, as T left the school, the puppy came
over to me and hit me with those sweet puppy evyes. ITn that iwstant, T knew that
both the sad little puppy and T veeded each other. I picked her up and carried her
howme. T carefully bathed her, being aentle with her sores, thew wrapped her v a
towel and cradled her next to the heat vent to warm her. She ate



and slept peacefully, probably for the first +ime i her life. In
the days that followed, T took her to the vet and learved she was not only deaf but
also had impetigoe, a disease that cansed sores on her body. T treated her sores daily
with medication. We began a system of hand signals, and she responded as thongh
she heard every word T <aid.

Sivce impetigo is very contagions, T developed the same sores Woe had. Day by day,
we consoled each other and healed together. T named the puppy WMoe. Every evening,
WMoe and T would walk the perimeter of +town. T became knoww as “The Dog Lady,”
as vearly all twenty-five or thirty of the town’s stray dogs joined us. Moe was
always the leader, and we looked like an army warching in line. When we returned +o
my house, each dog received a weal before disappearing, only o join us again the next



night. Moe and T found each other at a time when we bothh needed a friend. When T
left Toyal +wo vears later, Woe came with me. We had perfected our hand siguals +o
the point that vo one knew she was deaf. We wewt everywhere together for over
thirteen years. Moe was one of the most devoted and lovivg friewds T've ever had. T
buried her under the lilac tree in my backyard. Tvery year when the lilacs bloom, IT'wm
reminded of the great years T spent with Woe. The best part of my time on the
reservation was findivg that lost, lonely li+tle puppy—imy friend Woe.

You never kuow when or where vou'll find a lifelong friend. Tv many cases others get
overlooked and forgotten Even when you feel completely alone, there is someone who
needs you as much as you need them.



Reaching out to someovie in need builds bothh the giver and
the receiver. Tt's like the synergy formula that states one plus one eduals three. Iu
other words, when +wo friends come together, the syvergy of their relationship is
much areater tham just the sum of the parts.

#4: Whew You Need Sowme Peace and Rest, Go to Your Special Spot

Quote: “T like the way the world is made..with part in +he sun and par+ in the
shade.. This comfortable spot beneath a tree..was probably planned for youn and me.”
—Burgess Jolhmson



Ove of the things T've observed with all the dogs T kvow is that each has a unigue
spot they retreat to for relaxation. These spots are usually remote, shielded from
the elements, and away from the bustle of everyday life. Here, a dooy can evjoy a
bone, take a vap, or simply waste away the day. Ow cold winter days, they seem +o
mstinctively find the sunmniest spot +o soak v warmth,

Dogs have an uncanny ability to discover their
special spots, providing them with shelter and comfort even in the most adverse
weather conditions. I remember the day T built Freckles a doghonse, ensuring he
would stay warm and cozy. Wy arandpa, Rad Nelsow, a dairy farmer with decades of
experievce raising outside working dogs, came over to inspect my handiwork. He



looked at the sulated exterior, the soft carpet iside, and the special shingles T
laid ov the roof with Freckles' name paivted above the ewtrance.

“Al” he asked, a bemused look o his face, “wihy are you spending so much time and
money on such an elaborate doghonse?”

“T+'s to keep the dog warm on cold vights,” T replied, a bit defensively.

“T'll give you $500 for every dog vou find frozen to death.”

Tv that moment, it dawned on we that T had vever seen a frozew dog. T didvt yet
understand the “special spot theory.”



Freckles’ special spot was outside in the sun, tucked away
around the corner from the shed. Wy son Brian had two dogs: Dakota, our Malamute,
and Rutaer, our Rottweiler, who both found a cool, shady corner behind the bushes
as their refuge. WMelissa, my danglhter, had +wo Pomeranians, Bear and Bailee; for
them, their favorite spot was in a sheltered corner of the vard, protected from the
wind and rain, Often, these dogs wounld retreat to their special spots to vap or
simply bask in the moment. There’'s a profound lessow in this: we all need +o find a
special spot o retreat to, a place where we can relax, recharge, or simply meditate.
Dogs seem o have mastered the art of relaxation, remindivg us of the importavce
of self-care: In Freckles” final weeks, he fredquently sought out his special spot,
where he found warmth and comfort in the sun. Watching him there, T uwderstood



that getting away from the chaos of daily life to a peaceful, protected, and secluded

space com be a perfect remedy for the soul. So, T
evcourage o to embark on a search for vour own “sunny spot.” Tt might be a wook
in vour backyard, a quiet corner in a park, or even a cozy chair by the window. Taking
time for yourself v a special spot might Just be the remedy you didu™+ know yon
needed.



Lesson #5: G0 Dig a Hole

Quote: “All dogs except mav know that the ultimate of life is +o enjoy it+.”
—Samuel Butler

“Sowme days you're the dog, some days you're +he hydrant.”
—Unkvowm

The Tale of Bailey the Beagle: Bailey was a Beagle with a passion for digaing holes
and burying treasures. T fact, she had +wo obsessions: digging and leather. Every
day, Bailey would venture over to a wearly construction site, where she delighted v
stealing workimen's leather gloves. On a good day, she’d come home with several
pairs and bury thewm deep v the soft earth of her owner's garden. The construction



workers were baffled by the wysterious disappearavce of their gloves, never
suspecting that a crafty little Beagle was the culprit! Warsha, Bailey's owver, would
freduently unearthh these buried treasures while +ending +o her flowerbeds. She was
always perplexed to find gloves that seemed to appear ont of nowhere, not knowing
that her sueaky dog was the source of this daily mystery. Every time Bailey
ventured ont n search of leather, she would return with a vew bounty, burying i+ v
the rich, dark soil.

Ove day, as Marsha was planting tulips, she stumbled upon somethivg uvexpected—
a leather wallet buried in the dirt. Bailey had found it next to a pair of gloves at
the construction site, thivking the wallet would be a delightful addition to her
collection. Unbeknownst +o Bailey, she had also buried a DUT ticket belowgivg to the
wallet's owner. Marsha opened the wallet to discover a little money and +he citation.
Curiosity pigued, she reached out to the person cited on the ticket, eventually
speakivg with his mother. The wallet belonged +o a construction worker who had
faced trouble the night before for drunk driving. He had realized his wallet was
missing while standing before the judae, mistakenly blaming his coworkers for the
theft. Later that day, his parents called him, let+ing him know that they had vot
ovly his wallet but also the ticket he desperately needed for his court appearance.



There's a certaiv magjic v gettivg your hawnds dirty
and diggivg in the garden, watching as the dark soil comes o the surface. T
encourage vou to ao out and digy a hole somewhere, maybe even bury something of
your oww. Dogs teach us that there’s a therapeuntic quality to digaing—a way +o
release the burdews we carry and to let go of what vo longer serves us.

Sometimes, things v life just veed to be buried and forgotten. Digging a hole cav
symbolize the process of woving ov, shedding what weighs us down. Just remember
It's best +o leave the DUT citations above ground!



If Someone Is Having a Tough Time, Just Be Silent, Sit Close to Thewm, and Nuzzle
Up to Thewm Gently

Quote:

“A dog) teaches a boy fidelity, perseverance, and +o turn around three times before
lying down.”

—Robert Brenchly

Dogs have an extraordivary knack for knowing exactly when we need them. They
seem o have an unspoken understanding of when to playfully bark, when +o lead us
ov a walk, and most importantly, whewn to simply sit guietly by our side. This innate
wisdom +to Just be is a profound skill, one that often surpasses hiuman understanding,

S Whew life throws its inevitable challenges our way, dogs don't offer
advice or words of wisdom. Tustead, they provide a silewt, steady presence. They



gently vuzzle their way into our space, their warmth and dquiet companionship
speaking volumes.

Have vou ever observed a dogy finding it+s perfect resting spot? Tt's aw intricate
ritual. First, they sanvter up with that unhurried gait, signaling their intention to
settle in. Thew, the real work begins: a symphony of pawing, nudgivg, and circling.
It's as though they're crafting a masterpiece of comfort, shaping a perfect vest
that promises the ultimate rest,

This process, while seemingly simple, carries a profound lesson. Tt's about effort and
Intewtion n creating a space of comfort—mnot just for themselves, but for those
arovnd thewm. They instinctively know how to nestle into the coldest or most painful
spot on our body, their warm, furry presence acting as a gewtle balm,

B § There's something deeply powerful about approaching someone v
need withont words, Just sitting close, offerivg warmth and auiet solace. Doays



embody this art of silent support, demonstrating that sometimes, the greatest oift
Is simply being there. No grand gestures or wise words are needed—just the act of
being present, of sharing the quiet. This form of comfort speaks londer than any
words ever could. Next time you votice someone struggling, take a lesson from ounr
canine companions. Be the silent presence they veed. Offer them the warmth of your
tloseness, the comfort of your silewt understavnding. Sometimes, all someone needs is a
big, human "doay" to nuezle up and remind them that they're not alone.

Lesson #7: Never Trust a Dog to Guard Your Food. - o

“Dogs feel very strongly that they should always go with vyou i the car, n case the
need should arise for them +o bark violently at nothivg right in vour ear.”
—Dave Barry



Dogs are loval aunardians of many things—vyour howme, your car,
even our neart, But vour sandwich? Absolutely ot Trusting a dog with your luvch
is like trusting a child with a jar of cookies—temptation always wins.

Take, for instance, the classic trick where a doq patiently balavnces a biscuit ow i+s
nose, eves locked on the prize, waiting for the magic words: “Take it.” We marvel at
their disciplive, but let's be honest—the dog isw't exercisivg self-cowtrol ont of moral
superiority. It's a calenlated performavce. They know the good stuff—steak,
cheese, bacon—is comivg right after the charade.



Dogs have mastered the art of food appreciation. T youn
want to see your dog perform a Broadway-worthy act, just davale a piece of pizea
or bacow. Tricks vyou didnt even kvnow they knew suddenly emerage. Tt's not abont
obedievce or talent; it's about the reward. And who can blame them? Tmagine

eating the same bowl of kibble day after day. Wonldu't you do backflips for a change
of menn?

Lesson #&: Sharing Your Treats Can Help You Gaiv a Lot of Friends.



“It's amating how a tasty treat in a pocket can instantly bring out the best in dog

and man.”
—Al Jensen

Ovie of the best singles ads ever reportedly ran wn The Atlanta Journal

STNGLE BLACK FEWMALE seeks male
JOMPﬂM/OMSM/,D, 5+MM/5/+L/ unimportant. I'm a very geod-leoking girl who LOVES +o
play. I enjoy long walks in 1he woods, riding in your pickup +ruck, hanting, camping,
and fishing trips. Cozy winter nights lying by the fire are my favorite. Candlelight



dinners will have me eating out of vour hand. Call (404) B F75-¢A420 and ask for
Daisy; I 1l be waiting...

Over 15,000 hopefuls found themselves speaking o the Atlanta Humane Society
about adopting an B-week-old black Labrador retriever named Daisy. The ad's
brilliance wasn't just v its humor but v its undeniable truth—dogs have a way of
capturing hearts,

Take Gus, the veighborhood's lovable Terrier mix, and his owners, Pam and Jack.
Their secret to commumity charm lies in their pockets—stuffed with gourmet dog
treats. These aren't vour baraain bin specials; these are high-end, hard-to-pronounce
delicacies like TAMS or Tkebana. Ov occasion, Jack evew carries dogoy animal crackers
shaped like cats or fish—though, after tasting one, T can confirm they're ot bad if
you're n a piveh.



Pam and Jack’s daily walks are a parade of waggivg +ails
and eager eves. Dogs from every corver of the veighborhood follow, lured by the
promise of those delightful treats. And as the dogs gather, so do the humans.
Treats vot ouly build canine friendships but also create a bridge +o human
conmections.



Pam, Jack, and Gus are living proof that a little
geverosity can turv strangers into friends and a weighborhood into a community,
Sharing treats, whether with dogs or people, has a maagjical way of spreadivg joy and
fostering bonds.

So, whether you're looking to win over a pack of doas or a group of new friewnds,
remewmber the power of a simall gesture. Tn the words of Pam and Jack’s canive
entourage: vever uiderestimate the value of a good +reat.

Lesson #A: Use Your Common Street Smarts.



Freckles, wmy Border Collie mix, was simarter than many
people T'Ve met. He wasn't just book-simart—he had what T'd call “dogoy street
smarts.” Freckles could read situations, anticipate actions, and, v some uncanny way,
seemed +o understand my family on a deep level. He even knew my kids by vame.

T kvow it souvds far-fetched, but Freckles had a knack for playing hide-and-seek. Wy
kids would scatter and hide, and T'd sewd Freckles off to find thew, callivg ont their
names. Without fail, he'd locate each one and report back. T+ wasw't just a lucky
guess—he truly kuew who was who. Freckles also had a talent for “readivg.” T'd lay
out ohjects—a ball, stick, toy, or biscuit—and show him a card with ove of the
olject’s names written oun it. Without hesitation, Freckles would pick up the correct
itewm and bring i+ to wme. Critics might say it was a trick, but T knew bet+ter.
Freckles wasn't just playing alowg; he wnderstood.



‘&‘é‘ Freckles was born for agility, but his owner?
Not so much. This brings me to my adventure at the Tree House—a fitness center
more suited for bodybuilders than your average Joe. Somehow, wy dangihter
convinced me to join her for a workout, handing we a free pass to this spandex-clad
sanctuary of fituess, In fact it earned that new name of “Adultery house”
considering the many unsavctioved relationships that flourished there. T stood ont
like a sore thumb v my “Draper Days Volawteer” T-shirt and retro aym shorts. Wy
lily-white legs, accewtuated by tube socks and Converse sweakers, made me practically
nvisible agaivst the aym’s fluorescent lights and look like Casper the friendly ghost
agaivst the background of well-formed and well-taned members.




WMelissa, my danghter, wisely steered me toward the treadwmill, thinking i+ was
foolproof. After a bit of buttou-mashivg, T managed +to get the wmachine moving.
Next o me, Welissa was breezing throuagh her workout, while T err(A@@l@d to keep
pace. Wy attention was quickly diverted by the wall of TV screeus, one of which
featured a Purina Dog Chow-spousored dog agility competition. Naturally, the star
was a Border Collie, just like Freckles.

As T watched, lost in the spectacle of canine athleticism, T imagived myself and
Freckles winnivgy such a contest. ITn vy daydream, Freckles and T were unstoppable,
flying through the obstacle conrse with grace and precision. Unfortunately, reality
had other plans. The treadwmill’s speed sulotly ncreased, but my wmind was elsewhere,
entranced by the dogs on the screen. Before T kuew i+, T was driftivg to the side of

+the treadmill.



Tv ovie heart-stoppivg moment, wy foot slipped, catching the edae of the treadmill,
T was catapulted off the machive, straight into the unfortuvate runver behind we.
Like a domino effect, one toppled into another, sewding the whole +readwmill paviliow
nto chaos. Melissa, witnessivg the sceve, promptly disowned we, slipping away
without a trace of recogmition.

After a considerable +ime Melissa stealthily returved +o
her dad and stated [ifting weights v the corver of the facility would be far from any
recoomition. As T approached the weights T realized some vounger ladies lifting
dambbells. T then concluded that if they can lift the weight exhibited on their



dumbbells T could double the weight easily and show +he world how wy manly
strenath and demonstrating my prowess to the women lifting the dambbells,

- T went over and picked up the weights as my danghter was
consumed working with another weight device. T sat on the weight bench as T saw
the two women doivigy and laid on Wy back. T proceeded to put the weights in the air
and slowly lower them behind my head. To my shock the weighhts exceeded the ability
to control thewm and T realized that wy manly muscles had severely atrophied I theu
felt wyself rolling backwards on the bench and did a complete backwards somersanlt



and lamded saunarely the floor The lond clavk of the weights triggered the attention
of everyoune v the weight area includivg wy dangihter. Once again she refused +o
ackvowledge me and left without my kvowledge. T carefully put the weights back
and headed ont the door of the Treehouse. With my head low, my white knee socks,
tight old basketball shorts and draper days + shirt T walked to wmy car ouly to see
my danghter there with a look ov her face that let me know von will never come +o
the Treehouse with me again.

Freckles, vo dounlbt, wonld have excelled in that agility competition. Me? well, let's
ust say agility might not be my strong suit. But hey, at least T've got street
smarts—just like Freckles.



Lesson #10: Try Unconditional Love—I+Really Works

“A dog is the ovly thing on earth that loves you more than he loves himself.”
—Josh Billings

“Avimals are such agreeable friends; they ask o duestions, they pass vo criticisims.”
—(@George Eliot

Freckles and T spent countless aftervoons visiting local retirement homes. Over
time, T came to realize that he was a better friend and visitor than wmost humans,



including me. T would walk into a room filled with people weighed down by sickuess,
dementia, and Aleheimer’s, feeling the air heavy with sadness. Freckles, however,
trotted in with his tail high, like he was about o rennite with a room full of lovg-
lost friends.

Without fail, he’d ao straight up to each person, pressivg his cold nose into their
hawd as if +o say, “I'm here for yon.” Tustautly, as though he'd sparked a little
tharae i them, they'd perk up, eyes brightenivg. Freckles’ cold vose spoke londer
than words, inviting thewm to pet him, scratch his ears, or let him dole out a few
slobbery dogay kisses. They responded to his love—a kind that reduired nothing,
asked vothing, and came without conditious.

So mawy of the people we wmet had been placed in these care facilities, away from
their families, like they'd become separate from the world. Freckles didw'+ see their
ailments. Dementia, Aleheimer’'s—he knew nothing abont these words. All he knew
was that each of them was another soul in need of love. Whether they laughed,
eried, or stayed silent, he treated each one with the same respect and adoration,

There was one woman, blind and frail, who was captivated by him. Freckles simply
sat there with his head ov her knee, content v the silewce. She ran her fingers
across his fur, and i+ was as if he absorbed her paiv, takivg i+ into himself just by
being there. Freckles showed me that, though the world often sees these people as



lost, broken, or bevyond repair, e saw a person worthy of his love—mno questions
asked.

why can’t we all be wore like Freckles, open o loving others withont
Judgment or expectation? T wmay vot have a cold nose +o nuzzle into someone’s hand,
but T do have a heart. Waybe T cawn offer a bit of the warmth Freckles shared <o
freely, reaching people where they're at without needing words. The lesson he
tanghht me was simple: sometimes the most powerftul connection comes when yon give
withont expecting anything back.

Lesson #11: Get Dressed Up Ouce in a While



“Dov’t forget that it’'s the right clothes that make +he dog.”
—Al Jensew

There's something irresistibly fumny about dogs in costumes, especially when they
act like they're born to wear thewm. Take Bear, a six-inch whirlwivd of energy who
struts around in his black leather “biker” gear. Picture i+ a min Hell’s Avgel,
furionsly racing around the house like he's ready +o join the Hells Angels at a
mowment’s votice.

Every season, Bear had a look. In the sprivg, he'd dov his “Where Are All the
Babes?” muscle shirt, and in the winter, he’'d bundle up in a cozy sweater.,
Summertime? Out came the swimsuit. And Halloween was, of course, a whole new
level. T'd catch wyself langhivg every time T saw him, avd i+ seemed he enjoved +he
spotlight.



Then there was Rutger, the Rottweiler who wore
sunglasses as if he'd been born with them. He'd strut around with +the swagger of a
movie star, practically daring anyone to challenae his coolness. Dakota, meanwhile,
was all about the rugged look. He wore his harness proudly, as if he were saying,
“Nep, T'w the toughest dog around.” And he had the wuscle +o back i+ up, happily
pulling sleds, logs, and anything else he could find.

During the holidays, Freckles got his own share of costumes. Each Christmas, T'd
dress im in a Sawta suit and struggle to keep a pair of cloth reindeer horvs upright
on his head. we'd ao from door to door, caroling as Freckles pravced beside me, his



reindeer orus wobblivg in every direction. Watching people’s faces light up as we
sang) bronght a Joy that went beyond just the two of us. Those little antlers—and
Freckles’ spirit—had a way of warming hearts, even ov the coldest of days.

Sometimes, a little costume can go a long way. Don't foraet that a bit of “dress-up”
now and thewn can bring ont the wer joy we often leave tucked away. Freckles, Bear,
and Rutaer wore their outfits proudly and tanght me that the right clothes—or
maybe just the right attitude—can +truly make the dog.

Lesson #11: Take Some Time Each Day to Smell the Good Earth

“He is your friend, your partner, your defender, your dog. You are his life, his love, his
leader. He will be yours, faithful and true, to +he last beat of his heart. You owe i+
+o him +o be worthy of such devotion.”

— Unkvown
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Watching over him -, .

If you've ever watched a dog step outside,
wose lifted to catch the air, you've seen pure joy in action. For a dog, smelling isn'+
Just a seuse—it’s a way to experience life. While we humans might overlook details v
our rush to move from one place +o another, doas panse +o simell and savor every
moment, grouvding themselves i the present.

Freckles was vo different, his nose leading him on nvisible trails of scent only he conld
detect. He'd sniff a blade of grass, thew lift his vose to the wind, taking v
information that seemed written v a language all his own. T+ was his daily ritual,



ond T often felt that Freckles was closer to nature’s riaythm than T could ever be.

A dogy's sevse of swell is remarkable. Bloodhounds, for instavce, can detect scents left
days ago, while Beagles’ oses are so sensitive that they're traived +o detect
contraband in airports. And thew there are avalanche dogs, traived +o swmell humans
buried deep beveath layers of snow, using their sense of swell as a lifeline v rescue
missions. Their dedication is tested vot ouly oy their ability to locate someone but
also by their determination to retrieve their reward. Avalanche dog traivers say
that a truly dedicated dog will lateh onto i+s toy so fiercely that you'd have to lift i+
off the groumd to make i+ let g,



This dedication reminded wme of the importavce of taking momewnts +o convect deeply
with the world around ns. T spring, when new leaves unfurl and the earthh seems +o
wake, there’'s a symphowy of scents in the air if we’d ouly slow down and wotice.
Perhaps we, too, could use a reminder +o do less talking and wore breathing in the
good earth. Freckles tanght we that there’s a whole world of beauty in a sivgle

breath—if you take the time +o votice.



Lesson #12.: Learn to Be Obedient and Follow Clear Directions, and Yon'll Be Amazed
at What You Can Do

“Wost dogs don't thivk they are human; they know they are.”
—Jave Swan

Ove summer, T had the privilege of attendivg the sheep herding championship v
WMidway, Utaln. Border Collies from around the world aathered to compete in an event
that demovnstrated their ncredible ntelligence, focus, and obedience. These dogs,
including Freckles” breed mates, conld guide a flock of sheep through a course based
solely on their handler’s commands,

Sittivng in the bleachers, T watched a Border Collie +ake his place vext o his handler
at the bottom of a hill. Hi@\/} above, a small flock of sheep waited, unaware of the
cthallenge +o come. At his master’s sigual, the dog flew up the hill, each step
deliberate, but his real work beaan the moment he reached the sheep. Wy veighbor,
an experievced erder, explained that this first encounter was critical. The dog
needed o convey to the sheep that he was v control without beivg overly
intimidativg, striking just the right balavce to aain their cooperation.



I+ was fascinativg to watch this unspoken
communication unfold. The sheep tested the doay's boundaries, while the dog assessed
the personality of each sheep, deciding whew to apply pressure and whew o ease up.
Under his hawdler’s short whistle commands, the Border Collie guided the sheep
throngh gates and fields, adjusting his approach whenever ove tried o wawnder.
Every whistle was a new cue—each one understood and obeyed without hesitation.

The real test came when the dogy had to pen the sheep. Here, e became wore
assertive, pushing them a little wore forcefully yet never breaking their trust. This
davce of obedievce and instinct was captivating, as was the sheer trust between
the dog) and his master.

T many ways, it's a lot like life. T've seev people succeed and fail, oftewn depending on
their ability to listen, follow, and learn from others. Just like these Border Collies,
people who take time to seek guidance, to listew and follow the wisdom of those who



have walked the path before, often find they can achieve more than they ever
thought possible. But when we iguore those duiet signals, acting without listenivg,
we often find ourselves lost, with utentions scattered like sheep.

Freckles and his fellow Border Collies remind me of the strenagth that comes from
listening, observivg, and acting with purpose. Obedience may souwd like a simple

lesson, but i+'s one that leads +o extraordinary results, = L




Lesson #13: Tt's Always Better to Walk Way Around the Temptation

“Sou enter into a certain amount of madvess when you wmarry a person with pets.”
—Nora Ephron

Ever had a close call with a fresh pile of horse droppings while out for a walk? Ove
minute you're enjoving the scevery, and +the vext, you're narrowly avoiding a disaster
that conld have ruived your brand-new shoes. For most of us, dodging that mess is
instinetual. But for dogs? well, they seem +o have other ideas.

Take Sparky, the Jack Russell Terrier, for example. He had a special weakvess for
horse droppings, which he viewed not as a nuisance but as a delightful treat. Every



time e and his owuer, Devza, weut for a walk, Sparky’s nose would lead him
straight +o the closest pile of “rouwd, broww delights,” as Devza vot-so-
affectionately called them. She'd try everything to disconrage him—shortened
walks, the occasional scolding—but Sparky’s +temptation was always there, like a
siren’s call in the form of horse duwg,



Ove day, it was time for a final test. They were
on their usual horse trail, and sure evough, a fresh pile lay in the distance. Penza
braced herself, wondering if Sparky wonld pass this test. As they approached, you
could practically see the gears turving v his head. Finally, Sparky +ook a deep breath



and veered far around the mess, putting distance between himself and the

temptation. Out of sight, out of smell, out of mind!

Sometimes, when we're faced with our own temptations, it's best to follow Sparky’s
example. Don't test vourself by getting too close. Just make a wide circle arouid and
keep on walking. Before long, the pull of that “tempting aroma” will be far behind.,

Lesson #14: Let Mourself Be Babied Occasionally

“Dachshunds are ideal dogs for small children, as they are already stretched and
pulled to such a length that the child canvot do much harm one way or the other.”
—TRobert Benchley



Ove day, T raw into Ron and Michelle, two
wowderful people with a knack for kindness—especially toward their pets. These two
would do anythivg for a creature with a heartbeat and a cold nose, and their +wo
dogs, Precions and Jack, were proof of it. Precious, a tiny black-and-white Chihuahua,
looked like a sansage with four stick legs and a wmarble for a head, while Jack, a long,
low-to-the-ground Dachshund, was so stout his belly barely cleared the sidewalk.



: Walking these two wasn't easy—rrecious often vavished in the
tall grass, and Jack, well, he left a trail of belly fur wherever he wewt. So, Row and
WMichelle came up with a clever solution: they repurposed an old stroller, turning i+
into a double-decker dog mobile. T saw thewm ove aftervoon, pushing the contraption
down the street. Peerivg into the top compartiment, expecting to see a gravdehild, T
was instead met with Precions’ tiny, swarling face, as if to say, “T may be small, but
T'wm i charael” Below her was Jack, basking contentedly in the sun.

Watching these two dogs being wheeled around made me think about how
sometimes, it's okay to let others pamper us. Being babied doesn’+ mean we're weak;
m fact, it can be a reminder of the love and kindness we all need now and thew. So
next time someone offers to help or treat you, take them up on i+l Letting yourself
be babied might just be what you—and the person offering—ueed.

Lesson #15: Get Out and Do Some Dog Visiting



“Dog) Visiting is the elixir of life and the cure of all ills.”
—Al Jensen

Freckles, my beloved Border Collie-Cocker Spaviel wmix, was a social dog if there ever
was one. He never met a dog—or human—he didu't want to visit. He'd trot right up
to any new doay, go throuah the typical vose-to-tail introductions, and v no +ime, he'd
be best friends with anyone willing to give him a suiff back.



Dog) Visiting isn't Just about takivg your dog for a walk;
it's about embracivg the art of meeting new people and doays, using vour furry friend
as the perfect conversation starter. Doas, after all, dow'+ hold back. They go right
i, make their introductions, and do so without a hint of hesitation. Freckles would be
the “middle-dog,” breaking the ice, let+ing me follow up with a friendly hello, and soon
evouah, we'd be chatting like old friends.
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- Tu a world where people often avoid eye
contact and barely manage a vod as they pass each other, dogs remivd us that
breaking the ice doesn’t have +o be complicated. Their approach wmay be a little nose-
first, but they're fearless in their openviess, helping even the most reserved among

us reach out and convect.

So, aet out there, grab a leash, and do some dogy Visiting. Tt's good for the soul, and
you might be surprised by ow much you gain by simply letting your dog +ake the
lead.

Lesson #15: et out and do some dog Visiting



“Dog) Visiting is the elixir of life and the cure of all ills.”
— Al Jensen

Freckles, my fearless Border Collie-Cocker Spaniel mix, was a wmaster v the art of
“dogy Visiting.” He took it upon himself to act as a social ambassador, formally
introducivg himself +o every dog within a five-wile radius, regardless of their size or
temperament. Freckles showed me that dog visiting is so much wore than just a
walk v the park; it's about building a vetwork, ove sviff at a time.

Freckles tanght me that dogs are vatural icebreakers, even with strangers. He'd
confidently approach any cavine or human without hesitation, employing his sniff-and-
wezle technidue to open doors and start conversations. Before lovg, T'd find myself
congnt up i friendly chatter with veighbors T'd previously only exchavged nods with,
Freckles showed wme that dogs are the ultimate conversation starters—a waagivg
tail does wonders whew words can't quite get the job dove.



Lesson #1G: Size meaws nothivg

“Aet bigaer thav you are, and you!'ll be amazed how many big) dogs vou cam
intimidate.”
— Al Jensen

Bear, wmy veighbor's pint-sized Pomeranian, was proof that attitude connts for more
than inches. Weighivg in at a whopping tew pounds, he acted like a glant, barking,
bouncing, and asserting himself as thoungh he owned the world. Watching Bear’s “big
dog)” attitude i action was both hilarious and inspiring, especially whew he made
circles arouwnd larger dogs who watched, bewildered.



Ove day, Dakota, my massive 12.0-pournd Malamute,
and T decided o take a detour throuagh Sadie’s territory—a fearless Morkshire
Terrier who defended her turf with the conrage of a liov. As we got close, out came
Sadie, barking her tiny head off, chargivg right at Dakota. To my surprise, my
normally brave Dakota backed off, intimidated by a creature who could fit into his
food bowl. T+ was a humbling moment for both of us, as Sadie strutted back with
the confidence of a victorious soldier. She reminded we that it's vot about the size
of the dog v the fight but the size of the fight n the dog.

Lesson #17: Take time to groom vourself oftew



“In order to keep a true perspective of one’s importance, everyone should have a
dog that worships him and a cat that igvoeres him.”
— Derske

Watchivg doas groom themselves is a reminder that a bit of self-care goes a lowg
way. I oftev watched Freckles carefully lick his coat cleaw, groomivg his fur with a
sense of pride and commitiment. I only some humaus ook their appearance seriouslyl
Aunt WMartha had her own arooming technidue, though—a classic “spit-shive.” She'd
lick a handkerchief, swipe i+ across wy face, and somehow remove every trace of
Oreo crumbs in the process. As much as I dreaded i+, T must admit, i+ worked.

Dogs might not have fancy tools, but they always seewm +to look presewtable. They
teach us that a little maintenance aoes a long way—and that a bit of effort v how
we present ourselves cam leave a lasting impression.

Lesson #1A: Don't underestimate the power you have to help others, even if it's ouly
Just being there.

"The first duty of love is +o be there and listen.”

— Paul Tillich

T +ook Freckles o a children’s hospital to visit a group of ten +eenagers, ages 14 +o
19, who were severely disabled. Some were confined to wheelchairs, others to



movable beds. That day, T witvessed Freckles work his uvidue magic, approachivg
each +een as if greeting a long-lost friend. T his Cool Hand Luke style, he positioned
himself just right for ear scratches and rewarded each scrateh with a kiss, always

finding a way to wiv their hearts.



Ove girl, paralyzeed and confined +o bed, nvited
Freckles o lie next to her head. T learned later she rarely engaged with anyove. But
with his charm, Freckles broke through her shell. This was vo ordivary magnetisimm—
it was his tougue, his fur, his tail, and his soulful eyes. Watching him, T often saw



teens with tears in their eyes but swmiles on their faces. Freckles had a way of
making them relax, with their lips curving upward and brows uvfurlivg,

Freckles counld reach them in a way that wedicine, psycholoay, or any therapy often
conldvt. Something about petting a dog like i had a healivg duality, as if the
person’s pain traveled throuah their hand and vanished into his fur. T+'s a +ype of
magic T cant fully explain, but T've seen i+ work countless times.

Lesson #2.0: Eat all your food with enthusiasm and gusto.
"When a man’s best friend is his dog, 1hat dog has real problems.”
— Edward Abbey

Dogs eat with a zest that's hard +to ignore. Every time Freckles saw his bowl fill, i+
was as if he were receiving a Wichelin-star meal. Uilike us, doays don'+ waste food or
pick at it—mno piles, o waste, just pure enjoyment. Freckles reminded me of how
fortumate we are to have enough to eat, and maybe we counld all eat with a bit+ wore
gratitude and a little less waste. Sure, we don't have to eat boves like dogs do, but
perhaps we can be as grateful for our meals as they are for theirs.



Lesson #21: Enthusiastically wag vour tail as much as possible.
"Years may wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.”
— Samuel Ullman

Owve Christmas Eve, I put a pair of brown
cloth antlers on Freckles' head. Keeping those antlers upright was vo easy task, but
we managed. That vight, we Visited Wilt and Erma, aw older couple who, uvable to
have childrew, found Christmas +o be a bittersweet holiday. Wikt answered the door,
grected by Freckles, tail wagaing so fiercely that +he antlers bobbed up and down.

Freckles made his way directly to Brma’s room, a space reserved ouly for her wurse
and husband. Erma, bedridden from bone cancer, was resting in the dark. Freckles



anietly found her hand and started licking it, his tail still wagging. Her langhter,
high and joyful, filled the room—a rare sound in those times. For a few moments,
Freckles and Erma simply enjoyed each other’s company, her last Christmas
brighteved by the simple presevce of a dog with antlers and av irrepressible tail
wao).

Small gestures can have hnge impacts. A friewdly hello, a warm hug, or a loving
presevce cav chavge a person’s day, if vot their life. Sometimes, it's the smallest
kindnesses that steer the biggest ships.

Lesson #2.2.: Pay respect to the ladies in your life.



L B Tavk, a stout Bulldogy, had an amusing daily ritual,
He would stroll m+o the local Albertson’s meat sectiow, tail wagaging and eves bright,
and help himself +o a hot dog) pack or, on luckier days, a rump roast or T-bone steak.
A vatural gentleman, Tank would stop respectfully as women shoppers passed by,

giving them a vod with his eyes and a wave of his tail, winiing smiles as he contivued
his “shopping.”



This became a daily habit uutil he met the wrong lady—+thhe store manager. She
spotted him, discovered his antics, and promptly escorted him to the back roowm to
retrieve his owner’s contact nfo from his collar. Tank sat v the waiting chair, the
dreaded place where all apparent robbers sat before receivivg their verdict. There
he was, looking, looking as invocent as ever knowing that his days stealing meat had
come to av end. Keviv, his owner, received the call and ended up covering auite a meat
bill for Tank’s “shoppivg sprees.”

The lessow here: it's always good +o pay respect +o the ladies, but maybe make sure
one of thewm isn’t the store manager!

Lesson #2.2: Give Your Friendship and Love Freely to Others

“The dog is a saint. He is straightforward and honest by nature. He knows by
instinet when he is not wanted, lies quiet still for hours when his king is hard at
work. But when his king is sad and worried, he creeps up and lays his head on his lap.
Pon’t worry. Never mind if they all abandon vou. Let us go for a walk and forget all
about i+.””

— Axel Munthe

Sid, a scrappy mutt, was lying in a corver of his cane, awaiting his fate at +he dog
pound. His fur, matted and unkempt, seemed +to reflect the hopelessuess of his



situation. He was a day away from being put doww, just avother forgotten soul i
the overcrowded shelter. On the other side of the city, Fred, a businessiman, was
drowning in his arief after a devastating accident had taken the lives of his wife
and two children. The world felt heavy and dark for Fred—there was nothivg left +o
hold him up.

S watdaing over him

Tred's closest friewd, recognizing that Fred needed
something to pull im back from the abyss, decided +o act. This friend had a therapy
dogy, a dooy who was often used +o brighten the lives of the sick and lovely, and he
thought that Fred might bevefit from such a compavion. He knew that Fred wasn'+
in a place to seek out a dogy on his oww, so he took i+ upon himself to visit the dog
pound and see if there was a dooy that could be a good match,



As he wandered through the shelter, his eves
landed on Sid. Sid wasw't the picture of perfection, far from it. A mix of terrier and
who knows what else, he had huge brown eves framed oy long black lashes, and a
face that could melt anyone’s heart. There was something about him—something
that screamed, "I need you." Sid wasw't just any dog; he was the perfect dog for
Fred.



The arrangements were made, and Sid was soon ov
his way to meet his new owver. As fate would have it, the timing conldn’+ have beeu
wmore perfect. The day Sid arrived was the awviversary of Fred's child's birthday, and
Fred was particularly vulwerable, locked in the weight of his sorrow. Whew Sid arrived
at Fred's door, he wore a big red bow arouid his veck and a vote attached that
read, "I need you as much as vou need me.”



Fred opevned the door with reluctauce, unsure
what a dogy conld possibly do for him. But thew Sid looked up at him with those
soulful broww eves and gave him a warm, dogoy grin. Tn that wmoment, Fred realized
that maybe, Just maybe, he had a new companion. Sid and Fred became nseparable,
each healivg the other in their own way. Sid was the perfect antidote to Fred's
sadness—loval, umwavering, and full of love.

Soown, Fred and Sid became a team, Visiting nursing homes, hospitals, and schools,
spreading joy wherever they went. Fred, who had felt so lost and alone, found solace
in givivg to others. Sid, who had ouce been on death’s door, found purpose in offering
comfort. Toaether, they brought light +o scores of people’s lives, showing that
sometimes the most unlikely companions can make the biggest difference.
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Did ove dooy and one man make a differevce in the
world? For all those who encountered Fred and Sid, the avswer is a resounding ves.

Through their friendship and love, they proved that healing can come i the most
unexpected forms.

Lesson #2.4: Take a Nap When You Need Ove

“He leads a dog’s life,” people cry—But why? All day vou do exactly as vou feel: You

sleep before, and after, every meal. Things woald be said I I had so mach bedl”
— AP Herbert



Bart is my sister-in-law Ruth’s doay, and T've come to affectionately call him “The
Dog) from the Living Dead.” I Bart were any more relaxed, he'd be wistaken for a
stuffed animal. Seriously, T have never met a dogy so perfectly committed to doivg
absolutely vothing. Tt's as if Bart has +akew it upon himself to redefine the concept
of “lazy.”

: “Bart's day consists mostly of sleep. Tu fact, T've seew him
sleep For eremw -four hours straight. If there's a time when he's vot napping, it's
only becanse he's making the ardunons trek to the bathroom—an effort he takes
with the same enthusiasm as a snail crawlivg across a rock. Tf Bart could, T'wm
pretty sure he would avoid leaving the house entirely, especially if he had his owu
personal potty inside.

Ruth got Bart from the pound for a very specific reason—her husband, Duave,
worked vights and she veeded a guard dog. T'w sure youn're imaagining a loyal and



fearless protector, but v Bart’s case, his ouly form of defense would be to fall asleep
in the way of av ntruder. T a robber broke v, Ruth might be more worried abount
protecting Bart from harm than worryivg about the thiefl

Bart’s movements are slow and deliberate. When he wants +o get doww from his
sleeping spot, he spends what feels like hours tryivg +o decide ow to lower himself,
as if performing a complex choreography to the song “LazyRiver.” Once settled, he's
down for the comnt, and a nap like vio other beains. When Ruth veeds to +ake him
outside for a bathroom break, she wust practically drag him by the leash. The only
time he stirs is to walk i slow, dreamlike circles v the yard, as if performivg an
ancient ritual to find the perfect spot to relieve himself.



. - Sowme people might look at Bart and assume he's
ust a giant, fwm mperwel@m ButRuth, in her own laid-back way, appreciates
him for exactly what he is. Bart doesn’t veed +o do much. He's perfect just as he
is—lazy, relaxed, and a wonderful compavion for Ruth, who shares his easyaoing
attitude toward life. Together, they prove that sometimes, doivg vothing together
Is exactly what you need.

Lesson #25: Say "T Love You" with Your Actions

“Eventually ou will come +o understand that love heals everything and love is all
there is.”
— @Gary tukav



Rottweilers have a reputation. Thanks to media portravals of vicious dog attacks,
they're oftev seew as a dangerous breed. But as with wost stereotypes, the truth
is more complex. The media focuses on the exceptions, ot the rule, and often paints
a misleadivg picture of a breed that is, at its core, loyal and protective.

Take Rutger, for example. Rutger is a Rottweiler, and my sou Briav brought him
home one day as a puppy. Rutger was a bundle of love, and while his size and breed
might have made people vervous, he was the sweetest dog vou could meet. Whew
Brian’s veighbor, Mae, found out he had aRottweiler, she was understandably wary,
But when she met Rutager, all her fears melted away.



Rutger immediately showed his aewtle wature,
and before long, Mae was inviting him over to Visit her grandkids. Rutger had a
special gift for making people feel comfortable and loved. Ove day, when Rutger was
Visiting during one of WMae’s Sunday family meals, he noticed a young oy named
Robert, who had Powws syndrome. Robert had always been left out in the crowd,
auietly watchivg as the other kids played. But Rutger saw him, and in a beantiful



display of empathy, Rutger walked over to Robert, sat down beside him, and gently
placed his paw on Robert’s lap. Tt was a simple, silewt gesture, but i+ spoke volumes.

Robert’s face lit up as he smiled at Rutager. For the first time, Robert felt seew, He
wash't just the “down syndrome boy” in the corner—he was Robert, a boy who had

st received the most gennine form of affection from a dog who wasw'+ covcerved
abont labels or yudgiments.

Rutger’s kindvess didn't stop there. He continued +o make an impact on everyone he
met, showivg that love isu'+ about words—it’s about actions. Rutaer and Rober+

formed a bond that wonld last a lifetime, and in their silent, mutual understavding,
they proved that sometimes, love doesu’t need to be spoken. It just needs +o be

showw.



2% I fhe end, Rutger’s story isw'+ just
about proving the world wrong about Rottweilers. T+'s about showing that love,
true and unconditional, cam be found in the most unexpected places—and sometimes,
it comes with four paws and a waggivg +ail.

Lesson #30: Treat everyone whew vou see them as if they were the most important
persown v vour life.
“No matter how li+tle money or how few possessions you oww, having a dog makes



Jou rich.”
—Louis Sabin

T wet Gypsy, a longhaired Wiener dog,
sittivg on top of a trailer bed of a Kenworth 1&-wheeler. She just sat there,
watching my every move with all the dignity of a dooy who knew the road. Gypsy
wasn't guarding the trailer in the typical way a guard dooy wmight, but instead sat



prin and proper, as if to say, “I've seen it all.” She had traveled +o huvdreds of
truck stops and knew many of the drivers, and wmore importantly, their ways. As T
approached her, she greeted we in the most aewteel way. Tt was as if T had knowu
her for years—wo fear, vo hesitation, just affection and friendship. T+ wasn't just
the wag of her tall; it was a gennive swile, showing her teeth, as if she were a
Southern belle ready to engane v conversation.

@Gupsy's owner shared her story with me. Ove
day, while she was out doing her duty in the tall grass, a rattlesnake bit her by
surprise. The snake’s size and venom should’ve killed her instantly, but Guypsy’s
determivation to survive, combived with her will to live, helped her overcome the



poison and continue her travels for thousands of miles. This vear-deathh experience
agave ner a tremendons amount of enduravce and character.
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I+ was amazing to watch how Gypsy
dealt with rongh truckers. These mew, often abrasive with other humans, changed
completely when they approached her. Wany had been throngh some pretty
traumatic thivgs in their lives. The transformation v their demeanor was
remarkable—a aentler swile, some charm, and suddewly, their touah exteriors
softeved. Tsw't interesting that with wmawy people i+ takes a tragic event +to
increase compassion and love for others. How many people who have experienced a



tragedy in their life are aeverally the ones who are first there when tragedy strikes
another becaunse they can show the greatest sympathy, love and compassiow.

Lesson #40: Whew sowmeone hoses you, learn to shake i+ off.

“The most affectionate creature in 1he world is a wet dog. ”
—Awmbrose Bierce

Howie was just a mutt, but one of the best
mutts that ever walked this earth. He had that perpetual dog swile that made yon



want +o stop and scratehh him behind the ears. He had that look that said, “Come
over here and give me a good pet.” Howie's story, however, wasw'+ as perfect. He
had been left to die v a plastic sack outside an Anderson Lumberyard. He chewed his
way out of the plastic and sat in the corver of the yard, thin and terrified. The
lumberyard owner, seeing the dog, decided to scare him off with a water hose.

Howie took a direct hit from the hose and stood his ground. After avother round of
water, e was knocked to the ground again and again, but each time, Howie
fearlessly stood up. The owver gave up and decided to call animal control.



Tami, however, saw Howie's water
torture and decided to save him. She asked the lumberyard owver not to call the
pound, explaiving she’d take the dog herself. When she approached Howie, he stood
his grouwd, shaking the water off with such vigor that i+ seemed as though all his
fear and anxiety flew off with the shaking motion.

Tami lovingly dried him off with a towel and offered him a WeDownald's cup of water.
Howie, in his exuberance, managed +o wedge his head inside the cup and became an



Impromptu WcDonald’s advertisement as he raced around, bumpivg into walls with
the cup stuck +o his head.

Howie is vow the perfect icebreaker for meeting new people. His fearless attitude,
combived with his lovable nature, makes him the best at dogy visiting. He checks on
all the veighborhood kids, ensuring everything is safe. Heaven forbid a stravge car or
person should enter the cul-de-sac without being cleared by Howie, the neighborihood
patrol doo,. Tf any intruder poses a threat, he barks until he gets the go-ahead
from the community.

So, the vext time someove tries +o hose vyou, stand vour grouvd and get ready +o
shake i+ off.

Lesson #44: Go play with a ball,
“The dog was created especially for children. He is the God of frolic.”
—Henry Ward Beecher



: 'Z» Dakota was a hit with the kids! The veighbor kids would
come over and ask if Dakota could play football. They didn'+ want me or wmy childrew
nvolved—just Dakota. T'd get Dakota and head him toward the door, where he
salivated v anticipation. About ten young boys were ready +o +ake him ov in a game

of “tackle the dog.” The game’s goal was simple: Try to get Dakota +o the groud
and steal the foothall from him.

Dakota wonld eagerly aral the ball and attempt to ruv away, ouly to be surronmded
by kids, tackling him from every angle. There was a lot of rolling, langhing, and +rying
to bring the 120-pound dog to the ground. Ovce on the ground, Dakota showed +he
kids just how powerful a WMalamute/ Timberwolf combination really was. He'd shake
them off one by one, laughing the whole time. By the end of the game, Dakota wounld
reward each boy with a slobbery lick on the lips for their relentless efforts,



A boy, a ball, and a dog—what a combination. T+'s the perfect formula for an
wiforgettable childhood.

Lesson #42.: You're still beantiful even thoungh vou may have been abused and
neglected.

“Our dogs will love and adwire the meanest of us, and feed our colossal vavity with
their uncritical homage.”

—Agnes Repplier

WMy danghter responded +o an ad offering a Pomeranian dog for sale. She kvocked ow
the door, but when vo one answered, she followed the souvds of langhter and
shouting to the garage ont back. There, she found a tivy dogy tremblivg in the corner
of the simoke-filled room. The dog was starvive, filthy, and appeared +o have been
abused. Wy danghter didu'+ hesitate. She scooped up the poor creature, feeling its
fear from weeks of neglect.



A e - She vegotiated a price with the owner, threatened to report
them for avimal abuse, and brought the dog home. She cleaved i+ up, offered it a
safe place, and slowly introduced i+ o its new enviroument. This wasw't the typical
dogy who'd run +o vou for affection. Bailee was scared of hiumavs, cowerivg v the
corner whevnever anyone came near. Tt took months of consistent love and patience
to reassure her that humans weren't all violent and cruel,

Over time, and with a lot of love, Bailee transformed into a beautiful dog with
marvelous aolden fur and dark, soulful eyes that conld welt anyone’s heart. A few

more wmowths of careful traivivg, and Bailee wonld be a dogy who could compete with
the best.



Sometimes, the most beautiful things are hiddewn behind rongh exteriors, in places
that are dawgerons and degradine. Tt's amazing what a little kinduess, love, and

care com do to bring ount the best in others,

Lesson #42: You're still beantiful even though vou may have been abused and
neglected.
“Our dogs will love and admire the meavest of us, and feed our colossal vavity with

their uncritical homage.”
— Agnes Repplier



when my danghter responded +o an ad for a Pomeraviav puppy, she wasn't prepared
for what she would find. She knocked on the door, but no one answered. She soow
found +the source of the noise—langhter and shouting from the garage out back.
There, n the corner of the marijnana smoke-filled room, was a tiny, trembling puppy.
I+ was starving, dirty, and clearly abused. Wy danghter conld feel the fear in that
it+tle body as she picked it up.

She vegotiated a price and threateved
to report the people for animal abuse before she brought the dooy home. She bathed



It and set it up n a new environment, but Bailee wasu'+ your typical dog. She didn+
rush up with kisses and affection. Tustead, she cowered in fear, +oo used +o being
mistreated to trust anyone. For mouths, we offered her continuons love and care,
hoping to show her that vot all hiumans were cruel,

With time and dedication, Bailee began +o heal. She grew ivto a magwificent dogy with
golden fur and dark eyes that melted even the hardest hearts. She is vow ove of
the most beantiful dogs T've ever seen, and with a bit more +raining, T believe she
will be a contender for the best of the best,

Pailee’s travsformation is a reminder that
beanty is often hidden behind a rongh exterior, and a little kindvess can bring out the



best in others, o matter their past and vo matter how they were treated. Tw fact,
T am sure that many of those readivg this book at one point v their life have been
felt neglected forgotten and left alove.

Lesson #43: Be patient with pups. Remember you were one of thewm once.

“Every puppy should have a boy.”
— Erma Bombeck

N | Zoie is a Rottweiler puppy, bt don’t let her size fool
qom——ﬂ/}ose giont paws mean she has the potential to be a very large dog. But for
now, she’s all affection, all the +ime. Too much affection, in fact. Her slobbery kisses



leave you constantly wiping vour face. Zoie's boundless evergy is infections, thoungh
her attention span is about as short as a cookie v front of huvgry teews.

Despite her enthusiasim, Zoie’s playmate is Rutger, a dog that outweighs her by a

hundred pouvds. Zoie is always biting, tuaging, and wrestling with him, but Rutger

patiewtly endures. Sometimes, it's best to just let pups be pups and enjoy the chaos
they bring.

Lesson #44: Barking long and lond enough will generally get some attention.

“Don't accept qour dog’s admiration as conclusive evidence that you are wonderful.”
—~ Amm Landers



How mawny times have vou been wokewn up by a dog's
relentless barking? Mou lie there, praying for some miracle to stop the noise. You'd
think after av hour, the dog wounld lose i+s voice, but no—dogs seem +o have vocal
cords wmade of titavium. T'm convinced of i+ Have vou ever heard of a dog) getting
hoarse?



The dog knows that if it barks long evouah,
someone will evewtually pay attention, thouagh i+ might vot be the kind of attention
they want. Humans can be just like this, barking endlessly over trivial +hings, hopivg
for attention. Unfortunately, constant voise tewds to awnoy people rather thav get
the desired response.

Lesson #45: Don't let someove tie vou up with a piece of thread.



“Sometimes all that is holding you back from greatuess is an imaginary rope, that in
reality is vothing but in your mind is as +hick as rope used +o hold large ships.”
— Al Jensew

Aunt WMartha loved her Pug, Puffer, who was the sweetest
dog). The best way T cav describe a Pug is to imagine a dog that looks like i+ ran into
a wall at 50 miles per hnour. With its pushed-iv face, it seemed like Puffer had beeu
bumping nto walls for years, with hair covering its eyes that made it hard +o see.



Aunt Martha wounld tie Puffer to a chair with a
three-foot leash made of sewivg thread. The thread was so weak that evew an ant
could break i, but Puffer didn'+ kmow that. Whenever he tried to escape, the
slightest tug on the thread wonld stop him v his tracks. T would sit there, coaxivg
him to move even an inch, knowing that the leash was vo barrier at all,

But for 10 vears, Puffer never broke free. He staved tethered by that fragile
thread, missing out on adventures because he didn'+ realize his limits were ouly v his
mind. How many of us let something small, like a bit of thread, hold us back from



greatuess? We stop when we feel a slight tug, even though the path forward is
free if we just have the courage +o break the imaginary chains.

Lesson #46: Remember the bark is geverally bigger thawn the bite.

"God gave ns two ears and ove month and expects us to use them v that order.
— Unknoww



Sadie, a four-year-old Labrador, has a fearsome bark,
but ot an ounce of aggression in her. She puts on a gravd performance whevever
someone approaches her property line, growling avd barkivg londly as if she were an
expert guard dog. Met, her acts are just for show. Bear, the tiny five-pound
Pomeraniav, isw'+ intimidated. He stands boldly in front of Sadie, knowing full well
that it's all an act. Whew Sadie rushes toward him, he gives ove small bark, and she
cowers away, defeated. Bear, in his quiet coufidence, knows that Sadie’s bark is much
bigoer thav her bite. Tt's a reminder that, just like dogs, many thivgs in life seewm



threatenivg at first, but they often pose vo real danger. Sometimes, we must
recognize that much of what we fear is just voise.

Lesson #47F: Learn some vew tricks.
“There are times whew old dogs should learn new +ricks and thew tivmes whew old

dogs should stay old dogs.”
—Al Jensen



During wmy time as a LDS missionary in 1A, T
had a memorable experievce with a man vamed Tim and his dog, Tiny. Tim's talent
with Tiny, a massive Great Dave, was wvlike anythivg T'd ever seen. Tim was about
as tall as Tiny's shoulder Tiny could perform a variety of tricks, from sitting +o
rolling on command, to playing dead v an elaborate act that always drew langhter
and adwiration from any andience. Suddenly Tim reserved the bigaest piece of meat



for the final act. Tim stood there stoically and pointed his flesh rifle as if he were
shooting im with an imagivary gun. and commanded in a Voice that was surprisingly
low and manly and said Boom, your dead Suddenly, Tiny massive dog frame hit the

floor with a couple of feet sticking up v the air. Tim's
performance was viot ovly a feat of traiving but a reflection of his bond with Tiny,
T+ remivded me that there’s always room for new +ricks and growth, o matter
your age or experience. Even v adulthood, we can still find ways to learn and evolve,
just like Tiny and Tim’s extraordivary partuership.



Gieorgie, a Labrador, on the other hawnd, doesw'+
duite have Tiny's athleticism but has his own unidue +talewt. Georgie loves jumping ou
the trampolive with the kids, thouah his large size and lack of coordination
sometimes result in him landing in a thorn bush. He doesn’+ mind, though—his love
for the trampoline never fades. This story reminds us that learvivg vew +ricks



doesn’t always mean mastering something perfect—it’s about enjoyivg the process
and navivg fum along the way.

Freckles, with his extraordivary intelligence, conld perform a
wide ranage of tricks, from high jumps to silent hand commands. Watchivg him
perform was like watching a master at work. But what was most amazing was how
he used his tricks to create conmections with people, even those with special needs.
Freckles showed me that learvivg new +ricks is not just about impressivg others—
it's about building relationships and making people feel special.



Lesson #43: Never pretend you're something
that you're not. “The average dog is a vicer person thav the average person.”
—Andy Rooney



T've never seew a Malamute +ry to act like a Poodle or a
Weiver dog try to race a Greyhound. Dogs simply embrace their true vature. They
don't try o be something they're not. But many humans seem +o strugale with this
concept. Some try to act rich whew they're not, or put on a persona when they're
with others, only to behave entirely differently in private. This disconmect between
who we are and who we pretend to be only creates confusion and frustration. Dogs
remivnd us that being true to ourselves is the most important thing. We dov't need
to act like something else +o be loved or appreciated; anthenticity is always the best
APProach.



Lesson #4A: Trust your instinets. “Big male dogs have an uncanny ability to find
attractive human gjirls.”
—Al Jensen

Diesel, a Labrador, played the role of matchwmaker
for WMelinda and her future hushband. On a warm summer day by a lake v Logan,
Utah, Diesel approached Welinda while she was relaxing on a blanket, and his owner
politely apologized for the intrusion. What began as casual dog-related conversation
duickly blossomed into something more, and soon, WMelinda and +he owner exchanged
phove numbers. Diesel, knowing just the right moment +o make a convection, had
mknowingly sparked a relationship. This story is a reminder that sometimes, onr



instinets can guide us to the right place, at the right time, and with the right
people. Trusting our aut cav lead +o unexpected yet wonderful outcomes.

Lesson #50: Be careful what you are chasing. Semetimes it runs away or just turns

out simelly.
“Even though things dov't always +urv ont the way we hope, the chase is always

worth i+.”
— Al Jewsen

Dakota, the Malamute/ Timberwolf wix, had great potential as
4 Visiting dog due to his immense size, beanty, and dignity. He was striking to look
at, standing as tall as wmy waist and weighing about 12.0 pounds, and people wounld



stop and stare at him wherever we went. However, Dakota had some habits that
prevewted him from beivg the ideal visitig doa,

Dakota was votorions for finding the ove skunk within a ten-wile radins. He would
chase it until the skunk felt cornered, at which point i+ wounld spray him. Dakota
would then be thorouahly covered in that pungent skunk scent, making him ineligible
for doay Visiting for weeks. As mupleasant as that simell was, it made its way right
through the nose and straight +o the stomach.

Ove night, Dakota showed me his skills as a hanter. He
would sueak up on aeese swimming in the local pond. T call him the stealth dog,



becanse e was cronching and woving slowly and carefully watching each movement. .
He entered the water without a ripple moving slowly and discreetly. All you conld see
was two determined eyes and a wose. As he approached you could sewse the
anticipation of the geese. However, to his dismay The geese, of course, knew he was
comivg and would swim to the other side just before Dakota conld reach thewm. His
frustration was palpable, and v the end, the geese would fly away. Dakota, covered
in mud, wonld retreat, disqualified once again from dog Visiting until his vext bath,

Tv the pursuit of our metaphorical golden goose, it is important to enjoy the chase
as wuch as the outcome. Most of the time, that goldew goose aets wings and flies
away, leaving us with ouly the memories of the hunt.

Lesson #51: Sometimes you veed +o break into a song,
“Nothing brings the house down faster than the high shrill of a dog’s voice.”
- Unknown
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Bear loved +o sivg. Whenever the atmosphere around
the house was a little slow, Bear would jump in and sing his latest dog) oratorio. He
seewmed to have an entire repertoire, deliverivg a wmix of sougs v different tempos

and styles. Some were slow and soulful, others with a rhythm that made you want
to davce,



PBear’s throne was the highest point in the house, where
he would look down at the “peasants” going about their trivial activities. You conld
see him thivking, “These silly humaus, they work so hard when all they veed is o be
like me—pampered and loved.”

T grew up with a dog named Kandie, who also loved to sivg, but her talewt was more
about Joining in with the plavo. When my sister was learning, her attempts at
playing were wmet with Kandie's attempts at song, creativg a cacophony of voise
that was enough +o make our dad put an immediate end to the practice.

There is something about music that connects us, just like Aunt Martha, who
always hummed a song whew she was with her doa, Puffer. T+ might vot have beew
anything extraordinary, but the sound was pleasant, comforting. Music, much like a
dog's companionship, is a quick path to the heart.



Lesson #52.: Mou can win a fight withont fighting,
“Most fights can easily be resolved without contact.”
- Al Jewsen

Freckles was fearless. He did ot care about the size, weight, teeth, or breed of
another dog. Tf avother dog charged at him with aggressiov, Freckles wounld
outsmart them every time. The attacking dog wonld rush at him, but Freckles



would dodge to the side, cansing the dog +o miss. The same move would be repeated
witil the other dog, exnansted and frustrated, gave up. Freckles would then make a
brief gesture towards the dog, a warnivg that he was in control, but without ever

havivg +o make contact.

Over +time, the other doas, recoguizing Freckles’ calm dominance, would approach him
with respect. Without ever showing anger, Freckles taught we the value of
resolving conflict with intelligence and patience, not aggressiow.
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Ovie dav, an aggressive dog came charaing toward us. The
owner was Just as frawtic and angressive as the dog, shouting commands and waving
his arms in frustration. T followed Freckles’ example and staved calm, manenvering
arovnd the situation. The maw, clearly exhansted and embarrassed oy his lack of



control over his dog, aave up and apologized. That day, T made a vew friend—and
Freckles once agaiv showed wme the power of wiwming without a fight.

Lesson #53: Tudulge in the things vou truly love.

“Of course, what a dog most intensely dreams of is being taken out on walks, and
the more ou are able +o indulge him, the more will he adore you and the wore all the
latent beanty of his nature will come out.”

— Henry James

Dakota had a love for food—especially cat food. He
would always seek ont the best food around, and Swickers, the neighbor’s cat, had



the best. Whenever we passed by Svickers’ house, Dakota wonld make a mad dash to
get a head start and steal the food from uvder the cat’s vose. Despite my best
efforts to keep him on a leash, Pakota wonld always find a way +o circle around,
distracting me, and get to the food.

M 50 This went on for weeks until Connie, Snickers’ owwer,
finally m(A@Wr l/nvm n +|/1@ act. Dakota was relewtless in his pursuit of those cat food
bowls, and even a bag of food as a Christimas gift for Swickers didn'+ stop him. Ove
day, Dakota attempted his usual move, but he wiscaleulated. He charged the garane
door and got stuck, trying o saueeze under an opening that was just +oo swmall for

him. T+ was a comical scene, seeing this 12.0-pound dogy +rying to mavenver into a
space far too tight.



Pursue your passions with all the determivation in the world, but wake sure your
goals aren’t on a collision course with failure—like a dog) trying to fit under a six-inch
aap W a garage door.

Lesson #54: Be careful what vou leave behind.

“It's always wice to leave things at neighbor’s and friend’s homes. Just make sure
that it's edible.”

- Al Jevsen

Dog) droppings are a part of life. No one evjoys cleaning them up, especially if your dog
decides to leave one in a veighbor's yard. T've had +o borrow a shovel on many
occasions to remove my dog's deposits. Tt's even worse whew your dog chooses +o
leave a present in someone else’s yard, and vouw're cangnt scrambling to clean up +he
mess before anyone notices.



Make sure you always
carry a shovel and plastic bags when walking your doo—becanse you never know who
might be watching. Cleanivg up after your dog could be an opportuvity to strike up a
conversation with a neighbor, but it's defivitely not the most glamorons topic.




Lesson #55: Be there, becanse others need vour company.

“The time comes +o every dog when it ceases to care for people merely for biscuits
or bones, or even for caresses, and walks out of doors. Whew a dog really loves, i+
prefers the person who gives i+ vothivg, and perhaps is too ill to ever take it for
exercise...”

— Frawcis P. Cobbe

Dogs have an uncanny ability to sense our emotions. Whether ou're sad, anary,
happy, or feceling down, a dog knows. Bear, for example, didu+ vormally visit with my
wife Avnie uuless there was food involved. But ove day, when Awie was feelivg a bit
forlorn, Bear, sewsing her sadness, climbed nto her lap and placed himself +here,
expecting vothing but a belly rub. ITn that moment, he became exactly what Aunie
needed—uuconditional comfort,



Dogs have av instivetive gift for sensing whew people need
them. They're often the first to sense a chavae in their environment, whether it's
an earthauake or a person in veed of emotional support. Freckles, too, knew when T
needed him wost, sitting duietly by my side when T was strugaling with self-worth.

Just being there, without expecting anything v returv, is one of the greatest gifts
you cav give to others. Tt's the simple presevce that wmakes the bigaest difference,
especially in times of need.



Lesson #56: Play games as much as possible.
“A good game always breaks down mhibitions.”
- Al Jewsen

Dogs are watural-born aame players. They love +o chase, fetch, and tug, instinetively
turning anythivg into a game. Freckles had a particular fondness for a aame T called
“bite the water,” which involved him chasing the streams from the sprivklers,
trying to bite the water as it spraved out. He would dart from one sprivkler o the
next, getting drenched and covered in wud, all v the vame of fuw.

Freckles also knew certain keywords—Ilike “cat,” “bird,” and “squirrel”—which would
send nim nto action, racivg of f at top speed to pursue his taraet. Despite his best
efforts, he never canghht the cat, but that wasnw't the point of the game. T+ was
all about the chase and the thrill of the huwt,

Dogs remivd us to embrace the joy of playivg, o live n the moment, and +o find fum
n the simplest things.

These two lessons carry deep emotional and life-affirmivg messages, and together
they wrap up with a remivder of the powerful influevce dogs can have o our lives.



Lesson #57: Don't Be Afraid o Show Your Real Feelings Owce in a While

“Maybe there are some areas where, when we are compared +o dogs, we come nup
short. Being called a ‘dogy’ might not be such a bad thing after all.”
— Johm Richard Stephevs

“Guide dogs for the blind, hearing dogs for the deaf, dog compavions for these that
live alove... Dogs who comfort the sick and the elderly and befriend lonely children. All
over the world there are hundreds of thousands of these faithful animals serving us
with their love.”

—JRE

Tt's interesting +o +end a dog while the owner is away and watch what happens.
The dog goes into a state of monrning. They mope around and act as if the world is
comivig to an end. They won't eat, sleep, or act normal. All they seewm to do is sit by
the window and wait for their master to come home. When the owuer finally arrives,
all heck breaks loose. The dog jumps from a sitting position +o six feet in the air into
his owver’s arms. Then they start to eat, and eat, and eat becanse they finally get
to give up their fast from the last several days.

Nice dogs instantly turn into attack doas regardless of their demeavor or size whew
their owner is threatened. T have seen some of the most vicions confrontations from



three-pound Pomeravians. Dogs have an uwicanny way of readivg the emotions around
them. If there is anger, fear, or joy, the dog can sense that emotion and play the
role perfectly to their benefit.

The other day T approached a young girl with Rutaer, a large Rottweiler. Rutaer
and T could sense that this girl was scared o death and did everythivg to avoid +he
dog). Rutger nstantly knew the emotion and put on his best swiling dog lips while
sparkling those kind brown eyes. Tt's as if to say, “L am the most lovable dog ever.”
It's as though the voung girl sewsed the invitation and came over and petted him on
the head. T have seew him do this time and time again. He just uses his dog charm
and convinces everyone that Rottweilers are vot the mean Vicious dogs that +hey
are purported to be.

Lesson #5%: Become a Therapy Dog

“The plain fact that wmy dog loves me more +han T love him is undeviable and always
fills me with a certain feeling of shame. The dog is ever ready +o lay doww his life for
me.”

— Kovwrad Z. Lorevz



Bear's debut came when e was commissioned as a therapy dooy. He always was
dressed to the vives. Melissa, my danghter, wonld make sure that he was wearing
the latest doggie fashion. We took Bear to visit the elderly and people who lived
alove. Bear wonld spread his exuberavce over the crowd and light up the group with
his charm. All Bear had to be was Bear. No special gestures, vo baby talk, vo second-

guessing on how fo treat these people. ‘ 4‘

Of course, there was his usual fare of singivg, dancing, and just plaiv clownivg arounnd.
As he was passed from person to person, you counld see the infections joy enter the
soul of these people. Not only wonld +hey smile, langh, and show excitement, they
would literally commumicate with this creature in ways that are bevyoud onr
comprehension. You conld see it v their comntenance; their eyes would light up, and
they expressed in their own special way a connection with this five-pound bundle of
eneroy.




& D WMaybe dogs know something wore about visiting and
lacﬁfl@vmllvn@ others than we ever conld imagine. T +ruly think that dogs have a
conmection, unknown o the scientific community, with our elderly friends, Tt's this
human spirit-to-doggy-spirit kind of karma that touches the heart. Bear has a way
of aetting to the heart nstantly. He understands emotion better thav the average
dog. Welissa was recently sent to the hospital whew several blood clots passed into
her lungs. Melissa and Bear are so close—they are tied at the hip. Bear knew that
WMelissa was aone and went into a dog depression. Where is the doggy Prozac whew
you really veed i+7 He would not eat, sleep, or be normal. No chasing balls, chewing on
bones, nothing. Nothing except sitting and hoping Melissa would retur.,



we got this brilliawt idea and swuck Bear into the hospital,
T held Bear uvder one arm when Helga, the constable

wurse, met me v the elevator and saw the doa. T tried +o
keep Bear from moving; to pretend he was a stuffed

animal that T just recently purchased at the gift shop. T+

abont worked wntil Bear flashed those wmavly doggjie eves at

8 Helga. OFf course, Bear’s loving wature led him +o

- ackvowledge Helga with the typical Bear “dog visiting” gesture.

- T knew at that moment that Bear would be kindly escorted

from the hospital.

“He is a therapy doa,” T explaived.
Helga looked at me as though T really had something there. “Therapy doa?”
“Jes. He helps others to heal.”

Bear thew turned on the charm and wewt right for the jugular on Heloa.,
T+ was the proven “kiss the hand trick” that won her heart., T+ must
have worked becanse +the wurse went about her business, and Bear and T
went fo visit Melissa,

Bear nstantly conld sense that Welissa was sick. T+'s so interestivg +o
watch the small gestures and movements that dogs do when someove is



ill. Nothing very overt. They just subtly make the right woves so that the patient
really feels the love from the dog. T+'s something that T have vever seew a hman
perform. T think it's the emotional coumection, that sixth sense that a dog has, to
Immediately read the situation at hand and respond with the perfect gestures.
Scrateh wy head, rul wy furry legs, receive my kisses—+hose are the medicines that
are diagwosed.

This therapy has tremendous mental and physical
healing power. Maybe i+'s the dog that should be teaching medical doctors somethivg
about the power of healivg. Doas excel in loving unconditionally the kind of love +hat
has vo boundaries. Dogs cav just enter a room, rest their head on vyour leg, or yump
up on the bed and sav, “Scrateh wy head and all the paiv will go away.” Doas are a



miraculons cure. If someone conld bottle a dog's love, they would be billionaires! T call
it the “cold vose medicine” prescribed by Dr. Dog. Used for hurt, pain, and distress.
Take ove cold vose and an ear scrateh, a lot of rest, and find out that these cares
seewm to melt away.

T+ has been proven that interaction with a dog helps with the healing process.
Most scientists believe that it's a result of petting the dog, but it's much wore
than that. There is an emotional conmection that goes on that is very therapentic.
It's as if the patient has really wmade a conmection with avother living thivg that
offers vothivg wmore than the healing power of unconditional love. Tt's an interesting
form of wedicine, and T feel that more healing has come from dogs thav many of the
medications or medical treatments available today.

Lesson #5a: Be Loval to Your Friewds Because Someday They Will Be Gove



“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. I+ is without doubt the best deal man has ever
made.”

—Roger Caras

Wy dogy lived for sixteen years. He was just like a member of the family. He grew up
with my kids and was i all of the family photos. He was with me when T sang and
visited people. He ran with me v the mountains. T dow't +hink any other dog could
ever replace Freckles.



wWhen Freckles died, a part of me died. T knew Freckles was
dying when he wonld stop chasivg the birds, playing cateh, or just being the great
Visiting dog that he was. Great Visiting doas are the toughest oves to say goodioye
to. Not only do T miss him, but also everyone who has associated with Freckles
misses him, WMawy cards from Freckles’ friewds and adwmirers expressed their sorrow
and arief. Even Convie and Sickers expressed their grief by sending flowers and a
nice card.
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what T miss most about Freckles is him just being
there. T sometimes hang wmy arm down +o vy side and wait for his cold vose and face
to bury them, but nothivg happevs. T remember his last day. Freckles was just
dying. He was v pain and starving himself, and finally, T had had evough. Welissa,

Aunie, and T took him +o the vet, where T held my Visiting dog in vy arms and said
one last goodirye.



» The vet came in and gave him a shot that put him +o
sleep. Tl/]@r@ were tears v my eyes as T felt his stiff, rigid body go limp. No wmore
thasing the bird, fetchivg the ball, or dog visiting trips. T+ was over. The world’s
greatest Visiting dog had gone to the other side with all the other great visiting
dogs. Melissa and T carefully put Freckles in a box with all his prize possessions, his
favorite toy, his blanket, and deer antlers. I covered him with a blanket and buried
him behind our shed. T said ove last praver of thanks for a great friend and blessed
him that he would continune to bring joy to hundreds of other people. T covered the
wooden box with dirt and placed a concrete stone over his gravesite that had
Freckles’ name and footprints on it, a most appropriate tombstone for a great
friend.



God said we veed something that reminds us of good times and warm feelings—
that's wihy he has created areat dogs.

Finale, T hope this book has helped see a unigque
perspective of dogs God was right bringing them here. Can you imagive +his world
without our furry friends? So next time your look at vour dog or avother dog
remember they are here for a reason. Their existence lets us kuow that dogs in



many ways are here to teach us lessons that can change and enhance the path of
our lives forever.




