

  Flying in the Dark



   “Experience is what you get when you don’t get what you want.”


  —Randy Pausch




  Flying in the Dark


  It snowed last night—nine inches down on Marble Furnace Road, but then they always exaggerate the depth down there—anyway, enough to cause the thin ice on the pond behind Lisa Long’s dental office to disappear under a white cover. That, of course, caused some dog to run across it, break through, and become trapped in the cold water. Luckily a kid saw this happen, called 911, and the fire department came to fish him out. When he called me the chief said they’d have him out of the water in a few minutes, and could bring him to my office in about fifteen. So I put on my coat, drove over, and parked in the lot out back.


  I slid out of the truck and stood there for a minute, looking up into the quiet sky. The snow had stopped but the night air still had that super-crispy feel that lets you know more will come. The clouds were gone and the stars were in the same positions I found them through a sextant years ago. A contrail crossed the sky in the moonlight, but the jet was high enough that you could neither see it, nor hear any sound. For just a few minutes I felt like I could be back up there with them. I’ll give you some background while we wait for the fire department and the lucky dog . . .


  Night flying is very different—not mechanically but in your mind. It seems quieter, because even though the sound of the jet engines is still in your helmet, radio chatter is minimal. Everything’s colored red, because the instrument lights are in red night mode and the rest of the cockpit is dark. You seem to be flying in slow motion as the twinkling towns pass under you. From seven miles in the air, the clear, cold night looks almost ghostly, with stars very visible all around you, and the moon reflected off the wings. For an Air Force navigator who uses spherical geometry and a sextant to find the position of a plane moving at just under the speed of sound, it can be a challenge.


  One night our KC-135 tanker was to have a 2 a.m. rendezvous with a B-52 in a dark corner of the sky several hours east over the Atlantic Ocean. We met, the bomber pulled up underneath and behind us, and for twenty minutes we made contact, as fuel was transferred through our boom to the huge jet. The Thunderbirds say they fly a “broom handle” apart at times during their show. We touched. After refueling was done, the bomber dropped back into the dark and disappeared, going off on his ten-hour mission. We flew west, crossing from water to land above New York City at 36,000 feet. At night the lights of New York are quite a show from altitude. From there we passed over Pennsylvania at about 600 miles an hour on a track to Pittsburgh and on west to Columbus. We started the descent checklist and saw the lights of both Cincinnati and Dayton in front of us. Landing at Wright-Patterson in less than an hour, we were on our way to debrief.


  Two days later on Sunday afternoon I called my parents for our weekly update and mentioned that we had flown over Niles (my hometown in Ohio) a couple of nights ago. “Did you notice that Frank’s started to paint the house?” my mother asked.


  She had no idea what my job entailed. Not too long after that I turned in my flight suit and put on the white wraparound of a veterinary student, and four and a half years later, I went out into the veterinary battles, and like my mother—I had no idea what my job might entail. You aren’t told what to do when a horse gets his legs through a railroad trestle, a cow falls down a well, or a dog gets speared by a hay spike.


  After a year of practice in Chillicothe with a great teacher, I bought a practice in Hillsboro, Ohio, from a veterinarian whose father started there as a young vet in 1912. During World War II, when his dad died unexpectedly, the second Dr. Lukhart came home from the Army and took over Hillsboro Veterinary Hospital until his retirement in 1980, when he “sold the joint” to me. My wife Susie and I, and our five-year-old daughter Amy, moved to Hillsboro and settled in a big Victorian house on Walnut Street.


  After I’d been in practice for eight years, our son Reid was born, and in 2012—one hundred years after Bill’s dad started our practice—Reid joined me as “the other Dr. Sharp” and we became a two-man practice with Amy as our office chief, and the heart of the practice. Our clients have known Melissa, our Registered Animal Technician, for over forty years, and many have known the latest Dr. Sharp since the day he was born.


  For 109 years now routine, unusual, and sometimes wondrous things have occurred at this practice, and I’m about to tell you some stories of how four generations of veterinarians—two fathers and two sons—dealt with them. A few involve actual medicine or surgery, but many are just those things that make every day unique. So from 1912 to 2021, here they come . . . starting with some stories about a newly hatched veterinarian’s early “education.”


  I’m going into the office now. I think I hear a fire truck pulling into the parking lot!


  Riding with Bill


  I pulled into Dr. Lukhart’s driveway at 8 a.m. and waited while he grabbed his Thermos. It was my first farm call as a practice owner, and Bill said he’d go along for moral support and to keep me from getting lost. The old robin’s-egg blue Ford truck with the Bowie vet unit in back had covered the roads and hills of this countryside for over two hundred thousand miles, and it was getting pretty tired. It wasn’t fancy when it was new, lacking power steering, power brakes, an automatic transmission, or even a “padded dash.” It was a truck, and drove like one—an old one that had been in a head-on wreck on a dirt road just two weeks ago.


  “Watch your left foot there,” Bill said. “That hole in the floorboard is getting bigger. I thought the last time I drove it home from Jr. Bellamy’s that my leg got wetter than usual. The tire throws water up through it when it rains, a real nuisance. The dimmer switch fell through and is swinging behind the tire if you ever need it.”


  I grabbed the three-foot-long shifter with the big white knob—“four on the floor”—and pressed the clutch down. Reverse gear finally took hold after a few seconds of grinding, and I backed out onto Pleasant Avenue and after a short struggle with the aging gearbox, started in second gear toward the five-point intersection at the end of town.


  I had on clean coveralls, a DeKalb Seed ball cap, and a truckload of every drug, instrument, tool, and gadget (including mysterious pole-like pokers) that any veterinarian might need in the field. I was ready.


  “Better get gas. That gauge doesn’t work,” Bill said. Good thing he mentioned that. We stopped at Charlie Greg’s Sunoco station for a fill-up and Charlie gave me his card with a phone number on it. “Here, Doc. Bill knows the number already. You’re going to need it.” He also pointed to his new chrome and violet wrecker that was about as flashy as anything I’d ever seen, and said something I’ve always remembered. “It doesn’t cost any more to go first class, Doc. The payments are just longer.” I’ve used Charlie’s philosophy a lot over the years.


  We headed south, twenty-two miles to Locust Grove, and Bill said that would be where the back roads got “tricky” and he’d help me from there. It was a warm July day, and a beautiful country drive.


  “Now in that barn over there on the left, Marion Michael’s place, I got called out to see a sick dairy cow. No one was there, but he said the cow would be in the barn. I looked in and she was in a stanchion eating a little hay he put there for her. Apparently I scared her because she backed up and tore out the stanchion and ran toward the window in the side of the barn and dove through it! How a thousand-pound Holstein could go out a little window like that was news to me. A few minutes later the farmer pulled up and came into the barn. ‘Where’s the cow?’ he said. I told him she tore out the stanchion and went out through the window. ‘That’s impossible,’ he said. Then he walked over and looked out the window. There she was, head down eating grass with the stanchion and window frame still around her neck!


  “See that little house over on that hill? Grover Frank lives there, and I got called to pull a calf one night. It was coming backward and a real tough job. The calf ended up okay, but a week later I had to go out again, and wouldn’t you know it, this calf was coming backward, too. I got it out with some trouble, and as I was packing up my stuff I said, ‘Grover, did you have Walt come out and do artificial insemination on your cows?’ He said, ‘Yes, why?’ ‘When you see him, tell him to quit putting ’em in backwards,’ I said with a chuckle. About a week later I ran into Walt Smith uptown. He’s our artificial inseminator for the area. ‘What are you doin’ telling Grover Frank I was puttin’ calves in backward? He just called me and gave me Hell!’ Anyway, you’ll meet all kinds.”


  Riding with Bill was a real experience. He seemed to have a story for every farm we passed. “I was supposed to go out to this place we’re coming up to here, but they called, and said don’t come out, the cow died. Two days later they called, and said they changed their mind—she didn’t die, and would I come take a look at her? I asked if she could get up, and he said no, so I told him to prop her up till I got there. I didn’t want her to lie with her back downhill or she’d bloat and die. When I got there a few hours later he talked to me a good bit, and we went to see the cow. He had his wife propping her up—she had her back to the barn wall and her feet against the cow holding her up. She was worn out.”


  We approached Louden, a town with a church and a general store, except the store had been closed as long as Bill could remember. “There’s a guy from a couple miles up the road there who may call you. You’ll know him when you see him ’cause he walks with a limp. Really a nice guy, raises Nubian goats and sheep. He has a bad limp because one leg is three inches shorter than the other. When he was a kid he fell out of a haymow and broke his leg. His parents figured it would heal, so they never took him to the doctor. It did. Ask him, he’ll tell you all about it.


  “Serpent Mound right there is a cool place. It’s the world’s largest surviving effigy mound built by ancient American Indian cultures. You’ll need to bring Susie and Amy to see it. One of the worst nights I can remember happened along in here. I was called to treat a cow with milk fever and since my wife Martha had a church meeting, I had the kids. Well back in there, under that high line, runs a branch of Brush Creek. It’s worn a pretty good canyon in there, and the back of that field has about a thirty-foot cliff with the creek below it. The farmer—I can’t remember his name, it’ll come to me—got in the truck with me and the kids. He pointed toward the creek and said, ‘She’s real wobbly, and back there, Doc. We’ll have to park and walk from here, the ground’s too soft for the truck.’ We started the long walk to the cow, carrying all the equipment I thought we might need, and when I saw her it was obvious she had milk fever.


  “So I attached my rope to her halter, pulled her neck around, and then tied the rope to a tree. One bottle of calcium in her vein did the job and she stood up, but staggered toward the cliff and fell over. We hurried and looked over the edge and there she was, swinging by her halter like a big fish on a fishin’ line. The rope was still tied to the tree. It took a come-along, three more ropes, a tractor, and an hour and a half to get that cow back up onto the edge of the cliff. We were worn out, and she was too. She collapsed so I gave her another bottle of calcium, and then she got up and walked—right over to the edge and off the cliff again. Harry Sweeney, that’s his name, said, ‘Let’s just shoot her,’ but I said nope—we got her up once, we can do it again. Meanwhile the kids in the truck were complaining and it was getting dark. I had a flashlight with me and about the time we got her up again—it took another hour—that light was really dim. Always put two flashlights in the truck—you might need ’em. Anyway we went back to the barn and got the hood of an old Plymouth and put her on it. We hooked her to the tractor and she skidded all the way back to the barn. She looked pretty good after all that. Cows can take a lot of punishment. I called Harry the next day, and he said she was up and eating. How do you write a bill for something like that?”


  Locust Grove has an ice cream store and if you’re ever there, you have to stop. Bill said so, and we did. The next seven miles went back dirt roads to a place I never found again. When we got to the “farm” where the sick cow lived, it was easy to see why she was sick. An old single-wide trailer with a curved end like they had in the late fifties was the “farmhouse.” The “barn” was a garage just about big enough for an old 8N Ford tractor and assorted empty feed sacks. Rusty swing set parts, rusty diesel fuel drums with bullet holes, a few sun-bleached plastic kids’ yard toys, and a faded pink flamingo completed the look. In a pen in the front “yard” was a Jersey cow about a hundred years old. She had an udder that almost touched the ground, the teats clearing it by inches, no tail, and graying-tan hair. She stood chewing with a mouth that was so crooked there surely was a serious issue inside.


  “Jeff got her at the stockyard sale two weeks ago,” the lady of the trailer said. “He got a great deal on her.”


  All I could think was, I’ll bet he did. I was afraid Bill might say it.


  “What was your plan when you bought her?” I asked. “Were you going to milk her?”


  “Jeff thought we could make cheese and sell it. He said it was bringing a high price at the farm market. But she looked bad when he unloaded her, and she’s had corruptions in her milk. I told him she was dauncy when he bought her, and she ain’t showed no real improvement, but he said you could fix her right up, Doc. Whatta’ ya think? She does drink a good long piece.”


  I felt her udder, and it was hot. The milk was thin and the paddle test indicated a bad case of mastitis, but her temperature was normal. Maybe with some mastitis tubes and antibiotics the old cow might feel better. We talked about getting rid of her milk until the antibiotics were gone, what to feed her, general husbandry, and common sense. We also discussed the fact that she wouldn’t give milk forever without having a calf. News to her new owner! Dr. Lukhart added some tips as well. I left feeling we had helped the cow and her owner. Of course we’d have to send a bill “’cause Jeff didn’t leave no money.”


  On the twenty-nine-mile trip back, Bill showed me the trestle where the horse got his legs through the ties, the barn where a cow fell on his helper and almost squashed him, and the sinkhole where he and a farmer spent an afternoon building a tripod out of trees to lift a stuck cow out of the mud—more engineering than medicine.


  I dropped Bill off at his house, made it back to the office by noon, and by the end of my first half-day of work, I hadn’t brought in a dime. But I wouldn’t have traded it for anything. Bill gave me a look into what I might expect in the future, and what fun this addition to small animal practice would be. I didn’t expect to do large-animal farm work for my entire career, but maybe for a year, or ten, or so . . .


  American Made


  I met Guy Kirtland during my first week of practice. Just as my family was about to celebrate Independence Day, which was also my wife’s birthday, my home phone rang.


  “I hear you’re the young vet that’s takin’ over for Doc Lukhart. Well, I’ve got an old cow that’s down, and I’m not sure why. She just freshened Tuesday and now she won’t get up. Can you come down here and look at her? Maybe milk fever.”


  Right then I’d be glad to go anywhere. I’d just bought a mixed animal practice and wasn’t sure I was going to be able to pay the bills. So a call of any kind on any day was more than welcome. The only problem I faced was my lack of experience with cows. Dairy cows were something I’d never planned on dealing with when I was a student. I only paid enough attention in class to pass the National Board Exam. I grew up in a northeastern Ohio steel town, and when the kids in this area were baling hay, I was using an arc welder in a fabrication plant. The practice I bought was about 40 percent large animal work, but my knowledge of farm animals was quite literally “book learning.” I had intended to lean heavily on the small animal side of the practice while I gained some experience on farms. Here was a chance.


  “I’ll be right down, Mr. Kirtland. How do I get there?”


  “Go to Belfast and bear right. After you get to the top of the first hill, my place will be on your left.”


  “I’m on my way.”


  First I’d need to find out where Belfast was in relation to Hillsboro. I was told that it was a small village with a gas station that doubled as a carry-out, a feed store, a cluster of small houses, and a church or two about eleven miles south of town on US 73. Once the Odd Fellows had a lodge there, but the building had been empty for years. “I think there’s a sign that lets you know you’re there, but some kids filled it with bullet holes. You can’t miss it, though,” said Stan, my next-door neighbor.


  Two days after I bought the practice my vet truck, an old Ford F-250 combination of rust and Bondo, was spending time at Charlie Greg’s Sunoco Hospital for Dying Trucks. This time it was a tie rod issue, so the truck’s front wheels pointed in different directions. I’d stopped at Charlie’s, unloaded everything I thought I’d need into an old green Chevy station wagon that would have to do for now, and headed down the “Belfast Pike,” as the locals called it. I needed to learn these names since now I was to be a local.


  It wasn’t quite as easy as Guy had made it sound, since when I reached the top of the hill there was nothing there. No house, barn, lane, cow, or farmer. This wouldn’t be the last time that the directions I got were a little off. What he meant to say was, “At the top of the hill there’s a gate in the fence and the quickest way to the barn is to go through the gate and drive across the field until you come to the creek. Turn right and follow the dirt road to the barn, about 100 yards up the creek.” I learned all this from a neighbor who had a house I could see, and was home to give real directions.


  The old vet truck could have crossed the field easily, but I was in a station wagon and it became apparent that they weren’t meant for this. There were soft spots in the field that caused it to sink, and plops of stuff left by cows that burned on the muffler. That station wagon was old, but probably didn’t deserve this. It didn’t do well off-roading.


  When I bounced my way to the barn, Guy was standing there waiting, looking like he’d just left his wife and pitchfork in American Gothic. His cow was standing next to him, apparently waiting as well.


  “I thought you said you’d be right down!” said the skinny, wrinkled man in bib overalls. “We’ve been waitin’ here almost an hour. I thought you got lost.”


  “Sorry, I did get lost. Where’s your down cow?” “Down cow” is a term used by farmers and veterinarians, and could describe any number of issues that would make her unable to get up. She could be sick, and just not feel like getting up. She could be hurt from a fall, or have nerve damage from giving birth. Whatever the cause, the longer a cow is “down” the more damage she might be doing to the parts being compressed under her heavy weight. If your leg “goes to sleep” from sitting funny, imagine if you put a thousand-pound cow on it for several days. It’s always best to get the cow up and moving as soon as possible. Unless, of course, she is down and resting because she simply feels like it.


  “This is the cow,” he said. “Funny thing. Just after I called you, she made a few noises and got up! I guess she really wasn’t as down as I thought. What is that thing you’re driving?”


  “Doc Lukhart’s old truck is in the shop, and until I get a new one, this may have to do.”


  At the time, 1980, there were some nice little trucks being built that could hold a special veterinary insert in the bed. These specialized units had refrigeration, running water, and lots of space for drugs, tools, and big obstetrical equipment—pretty much anything you might need in the field. They were designed to precisely fill the bed of each size of truck, including the new small trucks. Gas prices were high and I thought a compact Japanese-made Mitsubishi pickup would be just the ticket. Ford, Chevy, and Dodge Ram only made full-sized trucks at that time, and were gas guzzlers.


  “When are you getting a new truck?” Guy asked as I examined his “down cow” to make sure she was okay.


  “It may have to be pretty soon. Charlie Greg says he can only hold the old one together for a little longer. The holes in the floorboard are getting worse. Bill put over 200,000 hard miles on it, and it was in a front-end collision just before he gave it to me. The headlights point in several directions, depending on your speed. I’ve been thinking about one of those compact trucks that get good mileage.”


  Guy stopped fiddling with the cow, stood up as straight as he could, and said, “Just what nationaaal truck was you gonna buy??”


  That came out of nowhere. He apparently knew that compact trucks were all made overseas at that time. Guy was a person who spoke his mind, and had just indicated his disapproval without really saying it. I quickly changed the subject back to his cow.


  “I think your cow is a little shaky, Mr. Kirtland. I think you’re right that she might have milk fever and I also think she’s right on the edge of going down again. Some calcium would prevent a problem later tonight.” I gave his cow a bottle of IV calcium, and started packing my gear into the station wagon.


  While I was loading my equipment I noticed a flag flying from a pole he’d placed near the barn. It was Independence Day, after all. He told me that he’d lied about his age and joined the Marines when he was sixteen—just after Pearl Harbor was attacked. He’d fought against the Japanese in the Philippines, and was wounded in fighting on Corregidor. His son was a Marine and had served two tours as a communications coordinator in Vietnam. He was very proud of him. I told him that I was a former Air Force navigator and had flown missions in Vietnam refueling fighters over their targets. He stuck out his hand, and thanked me for serving—something I had never expected and not something Vietnam vets were used to.


  I learned a lot on that Fourth of July call, and my fourth day in Hillsboro as a practice owner. I learned that more specific directions are always good idea, and now I knew how to find Belfast. I learned that you shouldn’t take a station wagon out into a pasture. There was a reason why veterinarians who did farm work always drove four-wheel-drive trucks, just like the farmers they visited. Finally, I knew that saving money on gas in a “foreign truck” might be false economy among farmers who prided themselves on patriotism. The next time I was called out to Guy Kirtland’s farm I was driving a new Chevy Silverado 2500 4wd with a Bowie vet unit in back. The Chevy looked a lot like Guy’s, as a matter of fact. And Mr. Kirtland . . . thank you for your service.


  Stone the Perishin’ Crows


  Halfway between the United Kingdom and Ireland is an island in the Irish Sea. The entire island has a population about the same as Boca Raton, Florida. It’s the Isle of Man, and is famous as the place of origin of a breed of tailless cats called Manx. It’s also famous for an international motorcycle race held in May or June each year that brings bikers from all over the world to race on the mountain roads of the island. It’s considered the world’s most dangerous motorsports event by many due to the speed and twisty paths the riders follow. The words “Isle of Man TT” are well known to all motorcycle enthusiasts.


  London-born Tom Wilson raced Triumphs and Nortons on the island and other road courses throughout Europe in the sixties when British bikes and their teams dominated the scene. Tom lived in Hillsboro now and never brought an animal into my office that the subject of motorcycles didn’t come up. Although he was a lot older now, he still rode fast and enjoyed the fun of two wheels. When I was in high school and college and had that job in the steel mill, I couldn’t afford a car, so I bought a motorcycle to get to work. I always had one or more in the years after that, and have a couple old Triumphs and others even now. How could we not talk about his racing days? The roads of Highland and Adams County are a lot like the great rolling road courses of Tom’s homeland.


  When the weather is bad, and the bikes are in the garage, the next best thing to riding is telling stories about riding. Tom’s visits were always a pleasure and so when Melissa told me that Tom was coming to the office that afternoon, I was looking forward to a good visit.


  “What’s the matter with Betty—scooting again?” I asked.


  “Nothing. It’s not Betty who has the issue,” Melissa said. “He’s got a goose with a foot problem.”


  “I didn’t know he had geese. Is this some goose he just got?”


  “I guess he has quite a few but this one’s his favorite. He says it’s so lame it can hardly walk.”


  If I wrote down everything I know about poultry it would fill the back of a business card. Unless you’re a poultry consultant dealing with thousands or even millions of birds from the standpoint of flock disease prevention and treatment, most veterinarians don’t get to see many birds. A sick bird is a dead bird from an agricultural standpoint. Pet birds are the obvious exception, and really need to be seen by a vet who specializes in bird diseases. It’s not that the rest of us don’t like poultry—we just don’t get much experience.


  At four o’clock, in the middle of a misting rain, Tom and his goose pulled into the parking lot. As he opened the door to get out of the truck, the goose and he jumped out together. He didn’t mean for this to happen.


  He stuck his head in the exit door and hollered, “Robert, the bloody bird’s loose!”


  I went out the exit door without a coat, and ran behind the pair as they turned the left front corner of the building and headed to the backyard.


  Half the fun of owning a goose is watching it run. The big gray guy looked like a World War II bomber on a takeoff roll—wings outstretched, neck extended to the max, big orange bill wide open, tail feathers bobbing left and right in time with the big orange flapping feet. He was covering ground in a hurry, and the sore foot was no hindrance. To perfect the scene, he added a constant rhythmic deafening honk as he ran in front of his owner, almost as if he were laughing.


  “He’s heading around the back of the office, Tom. Steer him back around the building so he doesn’t go straight into the woods,” I yelled from the rear pursuit position. Tom ran around to the left and caused the goose to waddle right and around the building.


  I circled in the other direction in front of the office to head him off as he came around from the rear. They were running clockwise; I was going counterclockwise. It worked, at least as far as predicting the path of the goose. As I ran around the right side, Tom and the honker were coming straight toward me. Now what?


  “Grab him, Robert!” Tom shouted, out of breath and slowing down.


  I waved my arms to try to stop him, thinking that if Tom were behind him and I were in front, we could trap him like a baseball player in a rundown at second base. The goose didn’t slow down at all, just dodged me and started another lap of the building. We both followed.


  “Let’s do that again, but this time as you chase him toward me, I’ll grab his neck!” Sounded like a plan.


  “Right-o.”


  As the goose and Tom went on their second clockwise lap, I went the other way. The goose appeared on his next lap but Tom wasn’t behind him. I let the goose pass me and went to see what was up. I found Tom on the ground, with his right side soaked. He’d slipped on the wet grass.


  “Gaw . . . stone the perishin’ crows!” he said, whatever that means. “Get a shotgun!”


  “Come on, we can get him! Are you okay?”


  “Yep, just wet, and getting wetter by the second.”


  As we stood there in the rain, soaked and laughing, the goose had circled the building and come back around on his own as if to see what happened to us. He held his head high in the air and waddled right toward us. Now was our chance, since we were behind the office and away from the road.


  I went around to the goose’s right and as Tom went toward him, he turned away and ran directly at me. Silly goose! I grabbed his neck like an axe handle. The honking stopped.


  “Great catch, Robert! Hold on tight!”


  Tom rushed up and grabbed him around the middle, hugging his wings to his body.


  “Let’s have a look at that foot while we have him under some kind of control.”


  “It’s his right foot that he’s limping on.”


  “I don’t know about you, but I haven’t seen a lot of limping going on here.”


  I looked at the webbing between his toes and saw a little loop of metal sticking out of the tough orange skin of his foot. “Let’s go in the office and take an X-ray of his foot.”


  The X-ray revealed a large fishhook imbedded in his foot with only the loop at the end exposed. I made a small incision over the barbed end, cut off the barb, and backed the hook out by grabbing the loop end and pulling. This was done while Tom held the goose and closed his eyes and the goose honked in my ear.


  “I think he’ll be okay now, Tom.”


  “Is this typical of the kind of things you do all day?” Tom asked.


  “Sure! We have tomorrow’s goose chase already scheduled! Of course not. We see a goose about every other year. Luckily this was just a fishhook in the foot. If it had been something internal I probably would have sent you to see Dr. Carey. He’s our poultry expert in the county.” (He doesn’t know I call him that. It’s a good place to refer a goose. He might disagree.)


  Melissa interrupted. “Rob, Lonnie Jackson is on the phone. One of the cows took a wrong turn in the barn and came into the side of the milking parlor. She slipped and slid under the pipe rails on the side of the milking pit and is stuck there. Apparently her head and part of her front half is hanging into the lower pit while her hipbones are stuck under the rail. He wants to know if you’ll come down and get her unstuck.”


  “Sounds like a problem, but not a medical one.”


  “They said they could take a cutting torch to the rail but they’re afraid they’d burn her.”


  Tom was laughing when he heard this. “Sounds routine to me!”


  “Why don’t you ride down


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  The Smartest Dog
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  Stephanie Hansen, owner and senior agent of Metamorphosis Literary Agency. Stephanie, as my representative to the publisher, bridged that gap between my computer and Lyons Press. Without her expertise, these stories would not be in your hands. Thank you, Stephanie!


  I talked with Dick Lukens about retelling a few family stories about his grandfather, and he was encouraging and helpful. Dick is Bill’s son, one of the three children of Dr. William L. Lukens and his wife Martha. Thanks, Dick.


  Melissa Schelling, our Registered Animal Technician, who has worked at my right hand for forty-one years. She knows every client, helps every animal, and is faithful to her profession. She has been with me every day of my career. Thanks, Missy!


  Susie, my wife. She’s worked at the office, remembered helpful details about cases, proofread the stories, and added her own touches as we went along. We’ve been married over fifty years and we’re hoping for fifty more. I’m so lucky! Thanks, Susie.


  Our kids, Amy and Reid. I can’t believe how lucky we are to have our kids grow up, go away to school, see some of the world, and then come back to Hillsboro. What a blast it is to work with them daily—they are such fun!


  Our clients, not only for entrusting the care of their animals to us, but also for constantly asking when the next book would be out! They have a lot of patience, and are why practicing here is such a joy.




  About the Author


  Veterinarian Robert T. Sharp’s first book, No Dogs in Heaven?, was published to resounding critical acclaim, in both paperback and a special hardcover edition created by Barnes and Noble. It was also translated into Czech. An alert editor in New York read the book and asked him to write a monthly column—Ask a Country Vet—for the popular magazine Country Living. His expert and delightfully written answers to questions from readers across the country were read by millions during the five years he served as Country Living’s “country vet.”


  A lifelong Ohio resident, Rob received his AB in zoology and MA in aquatic ecology from Miami University in Oxford, Ohio. He served in the U.S. Air Force for the next five years as a KC-135 instructor/evaluator navigator with the 17th Bomb Wing of Strategic Air Command, and is a Vietnam veteran. He left the Air Force to attend The Ohio State University College of Veterinary Medicine, received his DVM degree in 1979, and has practiced in southern Ohio since graduation.


  He married his hometown sweetheart and Miami alumna Susie Reid in 1970. They have two children: Amy, also a Miami University graduate, who works daily at the practice, and Reid, a graduate of Miami University and St. Georges University School of Veterinary Medicine. He received his DVM degree in 2012 and joined his dad in his practice in Hillsboro, Ohio.


  Rob is a Presbyterian Elder, a Rotarian and Paul Harris Fellow, a member of the American Veterinary Medical Association, the Ohio Veterinary Medical Association, the Amateur Trapshooting Association, and the BMW Motorcycle Owners of America.


  He and Susie live in a restored Victorian home in Hillsboro with a variety of animals.
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