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“Shelter dogs are the ones with the 
stories to tell, tales to write.”

                                   ―S.S.B.
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Chapter 1: Heaven

Kyrie, a young Norwegian Elkhound, squeezed her way 
through the crowd until she reached the front. Mother 
Elkhound was to make an announcement, and Kyrie wanted 
to be sure to hear every word. 

Kyrie was small. She was the runt of the North Heaven 
Suite that housed the Norwegian Elkhounds. 

A hush fell over the group as Mother Elkhound stepped 
to the speaker’s platform. Her visits were always a bless-
ing. Unlike the others, she sported golden wings that shim-
mered as she moved. Her aura gave forth rays of brilliant 
light, leaving only loving kindness in her presence.

Mother Elkhound looked over the assembly and began: 
“The Highest of High would like a volunteer to return to 
Earth. Your assignment would be near Flint, Michigan. 
You would be required to be of comfort to two humans who 
recently lost their beloved Elkhound, Kahlo. Kahlo was a 
therapy dog who gave love and hope to those who were ill, 
making two hundred visits to patients every month. Kahlo 
is recuperating from his earth duties at our Heavenly Spa. 
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Who is willing to take on this assignment?”
There was a stir among the dogs and then came the loud 

protests: 
“Why would we want to go back to Earth?” 
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“They’re still eating animals there!” 
“We’d miss our Friday night movies, 101 Dalmatians and 

Lassie.”
“We just got our new jungle gym in the dog run to enjoy.” 
A lot of grumbling and growling ensued. Several dogs 

drifted off muttering.  
Mother Elkhound had feared this would be hopeless. 

After spending time in heaven, Earth was not a place to 
which any sensible dog would want to return. 

But then she heard, “I will go, Mother!” 
And another, “She is too little, let me go!”
Both Kyrie and Sonju were offering. Yet the Highest of 

High had asked for only one Elkhound to return to earth. 
“I may be little, but I’m powerful, Sonju,” said Kyrie. 
“You’re just a girl, Kyrie. Girls should stay in Heaven.”
“Whoever can curl their tail the tightest can go,” said 

Mother Elkhound, trying to settle the matter fairly. 
It is well known that the tails of Elkhounds curl up over 

their backs. Both Kyrie and Sonju took deep breaths and 
then curled their tails tight―tighter than they had ever 
been before.

“It looks like Kyrie will be going,” said Mother Elkhound.
“Earth is no place for Kyrie,” insisted Sonju.
“Thank you for caring, Sonju,” said Kyrie. “I know how to 

handle myself. Besides, a lot of good is down there―it’s not 
all bad.”
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“Good luck.” said Sonju sadly. “We’ll miss you.”
“Yes, dear Kyrie,” said Mother Elkhound, “we will indeed 

miss you.”
“Just one thing, Mother,” asked Kyrie.
“What is it, my dear?”
“Please help me uncurl my tail―it has gotten stuck in a 

knot.”
Mother Elkhound did as Kyrie asked. Kyrie is a brave 

soul, thought Mother Elkhound.
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Chapter 2: Starting Out

The next morning Kyrie was on her way.
All beings who leave the heavenly realm for Earth must first 

travel through the Essence of Forgetfulness, which erases all 
memories of heaven. But in rare instances, like Kyrie’s, some 
memories linger. Heavenly transports designed for earth 
travel can also malfunction. Kyrie’s divine travel pod veered 
off course, leaving Kyrie with a blurred memory of Heaven’s 
warmth and goodness and her mission: “Flint, Michigan . . 
. comfort couple who lost their Elkhound. . . .” The pod then 
took a wrong turn and brought Kyrie to Detroit rather than 
Flint. After depositing Kyrie’s soul there, it evaporated.

Kyrie had a rough start in her new life on Earth. She was 
the runt of a litter of five puppies born to a worn-out mother 
being used by a backyard breeder. All the other breed-stan-
dard-perfect puppies were sold, but no one wanted Kyrie. 
When she was seven months old, Kyrie noticed that the gate 
to the bare, dirt yard had been left open while Kyrie’s mother 
remained tethered.

Naturally curious, Kyrie ignored her mother’s calls and 
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passed through the gate to explore. And wasn’t there a couple 
I’m meant to comfort? thought Kyrie as she started out.

There were so many sights, sounds, and smells. And so 
many humans! It all seemed like a wonderland to Kyrie. 
Only when she heard a screech and felt a tire against her 
body throwing her to the sidewalk, did she realize that all 
was not happiness and light. Luckily unharmed and decid-
ing to go where there was less traffic, Kyrie trotted and 
sniffed and explored for miles. When darkness fell, she realized 



7

she was lost. A couple of days passed, with Kyrie sleeping here 
and there and drinking from a puddle or two. She finally 
came upon a huge warehouse. The front had no doors and 
the place seemed deserted. Cautiously, she walked to the 
entrance to have a look inside.

Out of the darkness there appeared a raggedy German 
Shepherd mix. His ribs showed, and one eye was missing, 
but he had an air of authority.

“Who’s there?”
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Kyrie, happy to see a distant relative but scared by his 
gruff greeting, stammered out her story. 

“Knucklehead,” said the German Shepherd mix, not 
unkindly. “Of course, you got lost. That’s what the human 
wanted―you to get lost.”

Kyrie felt dizzy hearing this, and not just because she 
had not eaten, but because she was disheartened.

“So, sweetheart,” the German Shepherd mix continued, 
“what do you want here?”

“Well, I have no place to go and . . .”
The German Shepherd mix quickly sized up Kyrie. She 

was too young to fight but could be of use rooting for food in 
the smaller, harder to reach corners of the dump. 

“What’s the password, sweetheart?”
“Hail, King?”
“Good thinking, cutie. And what’s your name?”
“I don’t know. I don’t remember” she stammered.
“Blah! From now on your name is Jo-Jo! Got it?”
“Got it!”
“Hey, guys! Look who’s come to town! Jo-Jo!” Five other 

scrappy dogs were given the “okay” signal. Taking their cue 
from their leader, they welcomed the new member to the 
back-street dog pack. They came in all shapes and sizes and 
shared a skinny, hungry look. None were purebreds like 
Kyrie.

They gave Kyrie the leftovers of the leftovers they had 
scavenged that day.
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Kyrie soon found that every day the pack would have to 
root through the trash at the dump. It was amazing what one 
could find if hungry and determined. Half-eaten bags of chips 
and cookies. Slightly rotting meats and bits of sandwiches. 
Expired cartons of eggs. Half-eaten stale pizza. Apples and 
fruits that had seen better days. They had developed stom-
achs of iron, and Kyrie’s digestive system adapted quickly. 
Humans sure throw away a lot of food, thought Kyrie.  

Finding food was hard work. And they had to fight off 
raccoons and another pack of stray dogs who sought the 
dump as a food source. The garbage men who dropped off 
the waste tried unsuccessfully to chase them away.  

The German Shepherd mix, as the Alpha dog, always 
ate first. The rest ate based on their ability to hustle. Kyrie 
learned to shove and push as well as the rest of them. Timid 
and shy by nature, she nevertheless was able to keep her 
place in the pack, and over time heard the stories of their 
hard luck lives. Like the others, her fur became dirty and 
matted, and her ribs began to show.

It was not long before Kyrie’s career as Jo-Jo the roto-
rooter came to an end. A corporation had purchased the prop-
erty and planned to build a mall there. The Humane Society 
was promptly called in, and Kyrie, along with the other six 
dogs, was taken to the local shelter. They were all bathed, 
groomed, and received medical care along with enough food 
and clean water. Kyrie no longer had to go hungry. Yet she 
missed the rough companionship of the pack.
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Chapter 3: T.J. and Electra

Kyrie did not stay long at the shelter. A few days after she got 
her shots, a young couple arrived. They wandered through 
the shelter, peering idly at the dogs in their cages as if in a 
museum. They stopped at Kyrie’s cage.

T.J. was in his early twenties and handsome, with piercing 
blue eyes and short blonde hair.  He wore low slung jeans and 
a confident smile. A tattoo of a dragon curled up his right arm.

“Hey Electra, take a look at this one.”
“She’s adorable!” gushed Electra.  
Electra was beautiful, with startling green eyes and 

creamy white skin.  Some locks of her long, auburn hair 
had been braided and woven with golden beads.  She wore a 
fitted top and a short skirt that showed off her shapely legs 
and thin waist.

They must be the couple I was sent to comfort, thought 
Kyrie excitedly. She put her front paws on the door of her 
cage, wagged her tail, and eagerly greeted them. 

“Ooh! She’s just too cute! Let’s get her, T.J.!” said Electra 
as Kyrie licked her hand. “Can you keep her at your place?” 

“No problem,” said T.J., smiling down at Electra.
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T.J. and Electra filled out the papers and took Kyrie with 
them.   

“How about naming her Diablo?” asked T.J. as they were 
on their way to T.J.’s house.

“That’s hysterical!  Great call!” responded Electra.
And everything went downhill from there.  
T.J. had once been enrolled in college but was taking an 

extended break.  He lived in a small, run down house that 
smelled musty and looked as if it had not been cleaned since 
originally built.  The windows were dirty and let in little light.  
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Crushed, empty beer cans and boxes of half-eaten pizza were 
strewn on the coffee table, and the ancient couch sagged.

People visited T.J.’s house at all hours. They each gave 
him a lot of cash and left with a little bag. The visitors would 
hug the bags close to their hearts as if they contained gold.

“You should be my guard dog,” T.J. told Kyrie. “I’m gonna 
teach you how to be mean.” He started by offering Kyrie 
treats. Sometimes he let Kyrie have them, but other times 
he pulled back his hand at the last minute, laughing at her. 
Kyrie had no idea what T.J. wanted. One day she did not 
attempt to reach for a treat T.J. offered. “Idiot dog!” he said 
in an angry tone, smacking her hard on the muzzle. “When 
I offer you a treat, you take it!” 

Kyrie began to lose her appetite.  
One night, Kyrie tried her luck as a guard dog. A new visi-

tor looked mean and smelled suspicious, so she barked and 
growled at him. She surprised herself with a strong, scary 
bark and a menacing growl. T.J. will be pleased! thought 
Kyrie happily.

“Shut up, Diablo!” T.J. snarled instead. “You are scaring 
away the customers!”  T.J. kicked Kyrie hard with his boot. 
Kyrie felt a slight crack in her side, and suddenly it hurt to 
breathe. After that Kyrie mostly stayed in a corner, away 
from T.J. and the visitors who came and went. She had no 
idea what to do to please T.J.

Electra visited from time to time, the only event that 
Kyrie looked forward to.  Kyrie would rush from her corner 
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to greet her, barking excitedly, with tail wagging. Electra 
would pat Kyrie and scratch her behind the ears.  “Hi, 
Diablo, you are such a sweetheart! How are you doing?” she 
would coo gently.  T.J. watched, a bemused smile on his face. 
But Electra’s attention would quickly shift to T.J., and they 
would disappear upstairs together. T.J. always gave Electra 
her own little bag when she left.

One afternoon Electra took Kyrie home with her. Electra 
lived with her mother and sister in a nicer part of town. The 
house was huge, and unlike T.J.’s house, was bright, shiny, 
and clean.  There was a happy feeling about the place.  

“My mother and little sister are staying with my uncle 
tonight,” explained Electra. “So I thought it would be fun to 
have you over. Kind of a slumber party―just us girls!”

The night Kyrie spent with Electra was the best one in 
Kyrie’s life. Electra fed Kyrie tasty food off her own plate.  “You 
are so cute!” she told Kyrie sweetly, ruffling her fur. “Look at 
how your tail curls!” They watched television together in Elec-
tra’s bed. A comedy was playing, and Electra’s laugh sounded 
to Kyrie like a sparkling water fountain. That night, Kyrie 
slept on a soft, velvet-covered chair in Electra’s room. 

The next morning Kyrie hid under the bed―she did not 
want to leave. “I can’t keep you Diablo,” Electra explained. 
“My  sister is too allergic for us to have a dog.” Then she added 
brightly “You are my secret! Both you and T.J. Two secrets 
belong together, don’t you think?”  Kyrie soon found herself 
back at T.J.’s house. Electra deposited Kyrie on the floor of the 
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entryway, gave T.J. a quick kiss and hurriedly left.
Time seemed to stop for Kyrie. The visitors came and 

went. Electra came and went. Kyrie watched from her 
corner. They each took a little bag with them when they left. 
Sometimes T.J. fed her, sometimes he forgot. Kyrie never 
tried to remind him. 

One night, T.J. came home with his left arm covered in 
a large new tattoo.  He was weaving as he walked. “Hey, 
Diablo! Come have a treat!” He giggled insanely. Kyrie did 
not move. “Diablo, you useless runt! Get over here!” he said 
in a threatening tone. But T.J. collapsed on the old, dingy 
couch and quickly fell asleep.

The next week, Electra arrived late, clutching a bag of 
groceries. “I’m really tired,” Electra told T.J. apologetically. 
“I’ve been studying hard for midterms.  How about I just 
make you dinner tonight? Spaghetti with meatballs, and 
fresh parmesan cheese!  I even brought a chocolate cake.”  

“That sounds okay, I guess,” said T.J. after a pause. But 
Electra had forgotten the meat for the meatballs. As a quick 
substitute, she used a can of beans from the cupboard.  

After one bite, T.J. looked at her furiously. “This is total 
garbage! Are you trying to play me?” he yelled, sweeping the 
bowl of spaghetti off the table. It crashed to the floor, the bowl 
cracking to pieces, spaghetti and tomato sauce flying every-
where. After a minute, he said more calmly, “Look what you 
made me do. This is all your fault. Just clean this mess up.”   
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Electra looked scared and guilty. “I’ve got to get going,” 
she said, hurriedly putting on her coat. “Please just give me 
my stuff.” 

“WHAT?” T.J. was yelling again at a higher decibel level. 
“You think you still deserve it after pulling this stunt?” He 
lunged toward Electra, his arm raised for a blow. Kyrie 
scrambled from her corner, jumping between them, and 
growling at T.J.  

T.J.’s face grew dark. “Get out, both of you!” he said in a 
low, ominous tone. He picked Kyrie up and threw her out 
the door, shoving Electra after her. “Don’t come back! And 
take the damn dog with you!”

The door slammed shut.  
Electra ran to her car sobbing. She slammed the door and 

drove away without a backwards glance. It was snowing.  
Kyrie ran after her until she could run no more.  The car 
was too fast.   She watched as the taillights of Electra’s shiny 
red sports car grew smaller and dimmer, and then finally 
disappeared.

That was the last Kyrie saw of T.J. and Electra. Kyrie 
found herself back at another shelter, being treated for hypo-
thermia. A kind Samaritan had seen a dog wandering along 
the edge of the road and called the Humane Society. When 
the Humane Society arrived, they had found Kyrie huddled 
in a ditch, half covered in snow and shaking uncontrollably 
from fear and the cold.
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Kyrie recovered physically, but her heart was heavy. She 
had failed. She had not been able help T.J. and Electra. But 
she knew deep down that they had never really wanted her, 
or her comfort, in the first place.
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Chapter 4: Unce Josef

Although Kyrie had regained her strength, some of her 
spark, some of her inner shine was gone. Still, she remained 
hopeful. Heaven surely would not have sent her to Earth 
without a purpose. And then Uncle Josef appeared. 

An elderly man with a white beard and red cheeks stopped 
by Kyrie’s cage near Christmas time. He was wearing a red 
plaid jacket. “Hello, little one.” Uncle Josef said in a warm, 
friendly voice. Kyrie raised her head from her folded paws 
to see Santa Claus. Well, he looked like Santa Claus. He just 
didn’t say, “Ho! Ho! Ho!” like Santa.

Soon she was sitting in the front seat beside Uncle Josef 
in his old, dirty sedan.  “You’re such a lucky one,” said Uncle 
Josef, as they bounced along never-ending roads and free-
ways. “Uncle Josef saved you from that awful shelter. You 
will not have to worry about being put to sleep. They do that, 
you know, if no one adopts you. But now you are safe with 
me. And you’re going to live a long life.” 

Kyrie shivered at the thought of being put to sleep. She was 
so thankful that Uncle Josef saved her and edged closer to him.
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“Here we are,” said Uncle Josef, as he stopped his truck 
and let her out in a place where there were strange stones 
sticking out of patches of dry grass and snow. “You’ll stay 
here with more lucky friends that Uncle Josef has saved. 
And you must learn to get along.” 

With that Josef opened the door of a shed a crack. Kyrie 
could not see anything but, in an instant, she was thrust 
inside. There seemed to be a sea of dogs, of every size and 
shape. The stench was overwhelming. Kyrie heard the click 
of a padlock being reset on the door. And then all was black-
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ness and barking. She could hardly move. Kyrie was nowhere, 
with nothing. Uncle Josef had not even given her a name.

Kyrie stood for a long time trying to get her bearings. She 
noticed that the sides of the shed were made of wooden slats 
that had come slightly apart, letting in a bit of light, but also 
unfortunately the cold winter weather. 

Despite all the barking, shoving, and pushing, she heard 
a faint whimpering. It seemed to be coming from the left 
corner at the back of the shed. Kyrie began making her way 
through the crowd of dogs. Since she was small, she was 
able to navigate under and around many of them. 

Finally, Kyrie found herself in the corner where the whim-
pering was coming from. It had taken her a long time and 
a lot of determination. Once there, she paused to catch her 
breath. Her fur smelled awful and was wet and mushy with 
dog waste. Then, in the dim light, she saw a little skinny 
Chihuahua lying on the dirty floor. The little Chi was a 
whimpering bag of bones.

“Hello, my name is . . .” Kyrie paused, as she could think 
of nothing to call herself.  “. . . Friend,” she finally whispered.

The little Chi seemed oblivious to the outer world. 
“I feel terrible, too,” said Kyrie. “We’re in a horrible place.”
Still there was no response.
Kyrie began nudging the little Chi with her nose who let 

out a whopper of a dog cry, “Mommy!”
“Mommy isn’t here right now. But I’m here and you can 

tell me all about it.”
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And so eventually, Kyrie learned the story through fits 
and sobs. Teeny Tiny was indeed teeny and about twenty 
years old. Her guardian, Mommy, who was in her late nine-
ties, had recently died, and Mommy’s family had not wanted 
Teeny Tiny. She had been sent to the shelter, and that’s 
where Uncle Josef “saved” her. 

Kyrie felt sad and bewildered but put on a brave face. 
“Teeny Tiny, you have me now,” said Kyrie. “I’m sorry about 
Mommy and her heartless family. I will do my best to get 
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you some food tomorrow. But in honor of Mommy, you must 
try to give life a chance.”

“Okay,” agreed Teeny Tiny in a small voice. 
Kyrie lay down next to Teeny Tiny, hoping to keep her warm.
She slept off and on, keeping one eye open throughout 

the night.
For two weeks, Kyrie managed to salvage enough food from 

the buckets of scraps that were thrown into the shed to keep 
herself and Teeny Tiny alive. Then on Christmas Day, some-
one visiting the cemetery heard barking and whining coming 
from the shed. They called the police. It turned out there were 
two sheds with some thirty dogs in each. Perhaps Uncle Josef 
had meant well. No one will ever know. A headline appeared in 
the local paper: DOG HOARDER BUSTED IN CEMETERY. 
Kyrie, Teeny Tiny, and the other dogs had their pictures taken. 
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Along with their fifteen minutes of fame, the dogs were 
brought to various shelters and rescue organizations. Kyrie 
never knew what happened to Teeny Tiny, her only friend 
in a place where it was every dog for himself. She was sure 
that they both survived the shed because of their friendship. 
She was Teeny Tiny’s friend forever. Kyrie learned that it 
had been the Detroit police who had rescued them. All this 
time, she thought that she had been in Flint. What little 
willpower for life she still had left, fizzled. She’d forget about 
Heaven. Maybe she had imagined it all.

Kyrie gave up.
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Chapter 5: Hannah the Trainer

“Hi there, Valencia! How are you today?” asked Hannah the 
dog trainer cheerfully. Kyrie gave Hannah a look of total 
indifference. “Are you going to let Hannah pet you today? 
Hmm?” 

Kyrie growled and showed her teeth. “Aw Valencia! Please 
don’t bite me! I am your friend!” Hannah sighed. 

A rescue group had taken Kyrie in and named her Valen-
cia. Their goal was to rehabilitate her and adopt her out. 
Valencia was special. She was a thoroughbred after all, 
which was rare for a rescue dog.  Her tail unfortunately 
drooped.  This was a defect for a pure Norwegian Elkhound, 
but they thought she would be in high demand anyway. 

Hannah was twenty-one years old. She hoped to become 
a veterinarian.  She was studying biological sciences at col-
lege and had obtained a certificate as a trainer from a dog 
training school.  She worked at the rescue organization to 
earn pocket money to cover college expenses.    Hannah had 
a lovely smile, large brown eyes, and honey-colored skin. 
She wore her soft dark hair pulled back when training.  
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She loved animals and was talented and mostly successful. 
Except with Valencia. 

Kyrie had given up on humans. She had been through 
it all. Humans were not reliable. When a human acted and 
sounded friendly it could mean anything. Dogs, on the other 
hand, could be trusted. When dogs wagged their tails, it 
meant they were friendly. When they growled, it meant they 
were angry, or sometimes scared.  Kyrie had had enough 
of humans calling the shots. Until humans were trained by 
dogs, she was not going to cooperate.
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And so, although Hannah patiently tried everything, 
nothing worked. There was positive reinforcement, “That’s 
a good girl, Valencia.” Negative reinforcement, “No Valencia, 
bad girl.” Kyrie knew all about reinforcement from T.J. It 
never ended well.

Clicker training, in which the trainer clicks a metal 
clicker―the sound trains a dog to associate the click with a 
behavior. How stupid, thought Kyrie.  

Dominant training, as if in the army, taking orders from a 
commander. Hannah thinks she’s the Alpha, thought Kyrie. 
Ridiculous! Dogs choose who they wish to be their Alpha. 
Hannah does not qualify.

As a last resort, Hannah considered a popular television 
trainer’s  technique, which would require her to run fast, 
with Valencia on a short leash. But Kyrie would not move 
from the far corner of her cage, much less run along on the 
street. Hannah had used up all the trainer tricks in her 
arsenal. Instead,  she sat outside Valencia’s cage every day, 
reading her a story. At least it was a form of communication, 
however slim. But slim it was, as Valencia hugged the back 
wall of her cage and never looked up. One could only hope 
that the sounds of the story being read were received as a bit 
of kindness coming her way. Perhaps it was too late.

The rescue organization despaired. Kyrie seemed untrain-
able and  unadoptable.  They feared Valencia was unlikely 
to have a chance at a better life.  It would take a miracle...
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Chapter 6: A New Beginning

The staff at the rescue center had been discussing what to 
do with Valencia when the phone rang. 

It was a man from Flint. Will and his wife, Susanne, had 
lost their beloved Norwegian Elkhound, Kahlo. Kahlo had 
been their constant companion and a certified therapy dog. 
Susanne and Will still missed him terribly. 

They had heard about Valencia from an Elkhound breeder. 
The staff told him that they were sorry, but Valencia was 

unfit to be adopted at that time.  Will was undeterred and 
told the rescue center that he and his wife would be there in 
an hour and a half.

“But sir . . .” The phone clicked off.
When Will and Susanne arrived, they were grudgingly 

allowed to see Valencia. They stood for a long time outside 
her cage so Valencia could get accustomed to their scent and 
their energy. Valencia backed into the farthest corner of the 
enclosure, trying to feel safe and invisible from these strang-
ers. Will, a show biz fan, began humming “Getting to Know 
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You,” from The King and I. Kyrie couldn’t have cared less.
After a while Susanne turned to Will and said softly, “She’s 

no Valencia, Will. She is of the Norse people and their legends. 
She’s a ‘Kyrie!’ Proud and strong-natured like the Valkyries.”  

Kyrie’s ears perked up. The name, “Kyrie” resonated 
with her. She thought she remembered it from somewhere. 
For the first time, Kyrie lifted her head to look at the two 
humans outside her cage. 

Sensing a connection, Will and Susanne slowly opened the 
door to the cage. Susanne went over to Kyrie and ever so gently 
held out her hand in front of Kyrie for a sniff or two. Then feel-
ing it was all right, Susanne gave Kyrie a few careful pats.

Susanne was known to be an animal whisperer. Animals 
took to her. She had had conversations with a rhinoceros in 
Michigan, a mongoose in Kenya, a capybara in Peru, and 
pretty much any animal one could think of―animals were 
all entranced by Susanne, and Kyrie was no exception.

Will, a political writer and commentator, could be very 
persuasive with humans. It took little time to convince the 
staff to let him and Susanne adopt Kyrie. Will and Susanne 
paid the fee, signed the papers, and walked Kyrie out to 
their car. Soon they were on their way to Flint, Michigan.
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Chapter 7: Home

About a year had passed since Kyrie had been adopted 
by Susanne and Will. Kyrie had slowly begun to come out 
of her shell to feel less anxious and more comfortable. At 
first, she had to be gently coaxed into coming out from 
hiding behind the furniture. Eventually she ventured into 
the huge fenced-in yard, where she could smell the fresh 
air, get healthy exercise, be curious yet safe, and play. 
Well, Kyrie really did not know how to play. When other 
puppies and young dogs had happy times growing up, 
Kyrie had known nothing but hardship. Until now. She 
only liked one squeaky furry thing that she would some-
times chew and toss in the air for a few minutes. Every 
now and then Susanne or Will would find a shredded sock 
or glove that Kyrie had stashed away.

Above all, Will and Susanne gave Kyrie constant love 
and attention. She became Will’s pal, and even seemed to 
enjoy Will’s humming show biz tunes. After dinner, she 
would snuggle with him on the sofa in the library, while 
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the two rescue cats, Zaza and Romi, looked on, patiently 
waiting their turn. 

Kyrie was entranced by Susanne and followed her 
everywhere. She watched Susanne every minute that she 
spent at her desk paying bills, making lists, and answer-
ing emails on her computer. Because of her shyness and 
timidity, Kyrie had a habit of keeping one eye on Susanne 
while pretending to be asleep or invisible, earning herself 
the nickname, “Half-face.”

Susanne and Will were overjoyed when Kyrie first 
jumped on their bed. In the beginning, she had hidden 
under the pillows, but eventually she ventured out. From 
then on, she explored every snuggle position there was.  
She seemed most comfortable and safe when she could 
wiggle herself between them. Will and Susanne had to 
buy a new bed big enough for all three of them. 

The more Will and Susanne encouraged her to relate to 
them, the less their hearts ached when they remembered 
their beloved Kahlo. At last Kyrie was fulfilling her mis-
sion. 

Will and Susanne only wished that Kyrie’s tail would 
curl up and over her back, which would show them she 
was happy. Because her tail drooped somewhat, they 
knew she was never quite her spirited Elkhound self.

Then one morning at breakfast, Susanne said to Will, 
“We love her so. Kyrie must have come from Heaven.” 
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When Kyrie heard the word Heaven, a vague and distant 
memory stirred within her, and her tail curled right up 
and over her back, in true, pure Norwegian Elkhound 
style. 

Kyrie was finally home, as Heaven had intended all along.
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KYRIE
News flash:  I have an older sister now!  Her name is Sami, and 
she's a Norwegian Elkhound, just like me. She came to our family 
the second anniversary of my being adopted―sort of a birthday 
present. We get along great!  She helps me overcome my shyness, 
and I help her exercise away her fast food figure.  Life gets better 
and better. Love always, Kyrie




