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Rescue Them

 

by Andrew Grey

 

When Lyle Summers learns his neighbor has died, he just wants to do the right thing for her four King Charles Spaniels, so he takes them in, intending for it to be temporary… until he learns she left them to him in her will. That would be a lot easier if he knew anything about dogs. What he finds is the kind of unconditional love his life has been missing.

James Groves, a tech at the local vet clinic, offers to help Lyle learn how to take care of his new friends. What he doesn’t expect is for Lyle’s kind heart to touch his own. But then again, the dogs adore Lyle and they are the best judges of character he knows,

But trouble is brewing in the form of his neighbor’s daughter, who thinks the valuable purebreds should have come to her. And Lyle may have uncovered a dog-fighting ring. Can James and Lyle keep each other and their dogs safe as Debbie and her husband become more determined to take back what they think is theirs?


To Dominic for everything he does for me. To Lulu who served as the inspiration for the pups. 

 

 

 


Chapter 1

 

 

THE TOWNHOUSE apartment next to his had been really quiet. Corky usually took her walk with the dogs in the early evening, but Lyle hadn’t seen her in the past few days. At first he figured that a friend had taken her for a short visit, but that obviously wasn’t the case since he saw a small pink nose edging aside the curtains as he passed on his way home.

He walked up to the door and knocked, sending her spaniels into fits of excitement. They were friendly little things, and when she walked them, he often stopped for pets and a little doggie love. Corky had apparently been breeding them since she was in her twenties and used to showed them all over the country, but now the ones she had were her companions. He knocked again but got no answer other than the dogs. Feeling brave, he tried the door and found it unlocked.

“Corky?” he called as he pushed it open and peered inside. “Are you in there? Is everything okay?” He half expected her to come toddling around the corner any second, but the house was quiet, other than the four dogs all bounding around his feet. “Corky?” he called again. The last thing he wanted to do was give her a fright, but he was worried that she might need help. “Are you okay? It’s Lyle from next door. I haven’t seen you and I thought I’d check you were okay.”

Once again he got no answer. He stepped into the living room and found it the way it had always been. The kitchen was another matter. The garbage had been tipped over and strewn all over the floor. And there was dog poop on the floor. No way she wouldn’t have let the pups out. That was not at all like her. The dogs all rummaged through the scattered trash as though they were hungry. Thankfully Lyle knew where she kept the food and put some in each dish near the back door. All four dogs descended on it. He filled water bowls as well, making sure they were okay before going upstairs.

He climbed slowly, calling out as he went, and was shortly followed by the pack of dogs. As soon as he reached the top of the stairs, he peered around. The dogs all stayed together, huddled outside a closed door. Lyle slowly opened it and peered inside, closing it once more. He’d seen enough in that instant. Corky was gray, drawn, her face turned to the door, lifeless eyes staring at nothing.

He pulled out his phone and dialed 911, explaining where he was and what he’d found. Then he retreated and found the leashes for the dogs, He gathered the now-empty bowls, water dishes, and a bag of food before leading the dogs next door. Corky had made him promise on more than one occasion that if anything happened to her, he’d see to it that her dogs had a good home. Why she had asked him remained a mystery as far as Lyle was concerned, but he had said that he would.

“Mama’s gone, guys. So for now, you can stay with me.” He set out their water dishes and put the food away. Then he waited for the authorities to arrive. It was obvious that the dogs had been on their own for a while, hence the mess, and he wasn’t sure how much food to give them. He figured he’d wait an hour or two before giving them some more and was checking the internet when an ambulance and police cars arrived.

He closed the dogs inside and went out the meet them. “I’m Lyle Summers from next door, and I’m the one who found her. I hadn’t seen here in a few days, and the door was unlocked. She’s upstairs in her bed. She’s been there a few days at least.” He did not want to go back up to see her. One sight of that had been more than enough. “She usually walked her dogs in the evening.”

“Where are the dogs?”

“I took them to my place. They were eating garbage and made a real mess in the kitchen. Corky always asked that I look after them if anything happened. I know she was old, but I never guessed that I would have to do it.” The police officer took all his information and then went inside. He stayed where he was for a while. Soon enough they wheeled Corky out on a gurney, her face covered.

“Do you know her family?” the officer asked.

“She has a daughter who comes over to visit her sometimes. I don’t have her number, but Corky had a date book near her kitchen phone. Her daughter is Debbie Douglas. She apparently kept her last name.” He knew the name because Corky had told him a few times and he’d met her once. Lyle found her a bit much and kind of full of herself.

“Okay. We’ll check. Thank you.” The police went back inside, and Lyle returned to his townhouse, sitting on the sofa to watch television, the dogs all taking places around him. They were sweet things, and they all seemed to need each other and move as a sort of chaotic unit.

A knock a while later startled him and sent the dogs racing to the door, all barking. He carefully opened it and peered out. “Can I help you?” he asked the officer. “Give me a minute.” He went through the house and put a little more food out for each of the dogs to lure them into the kitchen before going out to speak with the officer.

“Mr. Summers, when was the last time you saw Cordelia Dougles?”

He snickered for a second. No wonder she went by Corky. “Two, maybe three days ago. She was walking the dogs in the evening as usual. I don’t remember seeing her after that. I thought she might have been visiting a friend. But the dogs were there, so I thought I’d see if she was okay.” He felt himself tearing up. He was going to miss Corky. She was a good neighbor, and when he’d first moved in, she had helped him get settled and told him where to shop and where all the good restaurants were. More than once he’d joined her on her evening walk with the dogs.

“Why did you decide to check on her today?” the officer asked, and Lyle shrugged.

“Like I said before, I thought she had been away. It’s been really busy at the warehouse and I’ve been working long hours. My job is out at one of the distribution centers, making sure their systems are running correctly. And it’s been a very busy time, so I’ve been working extra shifts.” He swallowed hard, because maybe he could have found her earlier or maybe helped her if he had been around. “I knew she would never leave her dogs alone for any length of time. They were like her children.”

“Okay. Thank you. I’m sorry to disturb you, but I’m just trying to be thorough.”

“You don’t think anything bad happened to her? I mean…?”

She shook her head. “We believe it was natural causes. Most likely she lay down for a nap and didn’t wake up.” The officer sighed. “I guess that’s how I’d like to go when my time comes.” She turned toward the window and smiled. Lyle followed her gaze to four faces all peering out from the back of the sofa. “Are you okay with taking the dogs? They will be part of her estate. People don’t like to think about it, but dogs are property.”

“I don’t know about that. Corky asked me to look after them if anything happened, so that’s what I’m going to do. I never had grandparents who were part of my life, so she was as close to that as I ever got, I guess.” He smiled. “If you need anything else, please let me know.”

“Thank you for your help.” She closed her notebook, and Lyle returned inside. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do with these guys. He was pretty sure Corky had a ton of supplies at her place that he might need.

Lyle rushed outside just as the officer was getting into her car. She paused as he hurried over. “Do you think it would be all right if I got the rest of the dogs’ things? They have beds and stuff like that, and I want them to feel at home as much as possible.”

She closed her car door again. “Sure. Why don’t I come with you? That way no one can accuse you of taking what you shouldn’t.”

He had never thought of that. “People do stuff like that?”

“At times like this, people are hurting and they can be at their worst. I saw a son arguing with his mother’s neighbor after she died over a ladder his mother had given them years before. It was worth maybe twenty bucks.” She shook her head and followed him inside.

Someone had scooped up the trash and put it outside, so at least the kitchen wasn’t nearly as big a mess. He found the rest of the food and treats and set them by the front door. Then he went upstairs. The second bedroom must have been designated as the dogs’ room. It had four small dog beds, each embroidered with a name—Dash, Daisy, Dahlia, and Dover—as well as a tub of toys and other things.

He took the beds, and the officer was kind enough to carry the dogs’ toys down behind him. It took a couple of trips, but he got everything to his place and set the beds in his spare room. It only had a desk and chair, so there was plenty of space. He laid out the beds, and each dog jumped into theirs and lay down. He put the tub of toys in the corner and took a few out for them. “I hope that makes you all feel a little better.”

Okay, he had food, their bowls and water dishes, toys, beds, and leashes. He hoped that was enough. And he hoped they would be okay when he went to work. The dogs were used to having Corky at home with them for much of each day. It was going to take some getting used to for them to be alone.

With the dog chores completed, he went to the kitchen and made himself a simple dinner of tomato soup and a grilled cheese sandwich. The dogs all sat around his chair, watching him for anything that might hit the floor.

A knock sounded just as he finished eating. He checked and opened the door, careful to keep the dogs inside. “Carrie, why are…?” He was surprised at first to see his best friend from college. She was working to finish law school at Dickinson. He gasped as he remembered.

“I take it you forgot we were going out,” she said with a slight huff.

“I’m sorry.” He let her in. The dogs clamored for her attention. “As you can see, things have been eventful.”

“You got dogs,” she said and sat down, petting all of them. “What happened?”

“They were my neighbor’s. She passed a few days ago, and I promised to take them. We just found her today, and I’m still trying to get my head around the fact that she’s gone and I have these guys. There’s Daisy, Dash, Dover, and Dahlia. Two male and two female. They are really sweet.”

She lifted Dash into her arms, and he settled right away. “You’re going to end up with puppies, you know.”

“No. They’re all siblings as far as I understand, and they’ve been fixed. Corky’s dogs were all descendants of the first ones she got years ago.” He settled on the sofa, and the other dogs found places around him. “They’re all sweet things.”

“Yes, they are,” she agreed. “So I guess instead of going out, we could have ice cream and watch Netflix.”

“Now that sounds like a real plan,” Lyle said.

“I have to ask,” Carrie said as she got comfortable and Lyle grabbed a pair of sodas from the refrigerator. “What do you know about caring for dogs?”

“What’s there to know? Feed them, water them, take them on walks so they can poo and pee.”

She laughed. “Your ignorance is usually charming, but this time you’re going to end up with said poo all over the house. First thing, these are small dogs, but they need a place to run outside. Have they had their shots? Is there any special care they need? And look at them—they will need regular grooming.”

Lyle groaned. “Okay. You made your point. I don’t know crap, and I’m going to be a terrible pet parent and ruin their lives.” He was only partly kidding.

Carrie grabbed his soda before he could open the top of the bottle, then hurried to the kitchen. “No drinking. Let’s put these guys in my car, and we’ll bring them to Mitchell. He takes care of my cats, and he’s the nicest guy. He’s a vet and has a dog rescue, and he’ll be able to help you with the dogs and look them over to make sure they don’t need anything special.” She tossed a couple of leashes at him, the dogs already excited.

They got them out of the house and walked them quickly so they could pee. Then Lyle got in the back seat with them while Carrie drove through town to the shelter, making a call through the Bluetooth on her phone on the way.

“The shelter is right next to his home. Mitchell will meet us there.” She drove carefully for her, which meant she chose a speed slightly slower than bat out of hell. Still, they all arrived in one piece, and Lyle got out with Carrie as a man in his late thirties or so strode across the grass to where they waited.

“These are Corky’s dogs,” he said skeptically.

“Mitchell, this is Lyle,” Carrie said.

Lyle swallowed hard. “Corky passed away a few days ago, and she always said she wanted me to care for the dogs, but I never had one growing up and I need to know that they’re okay and what I should do. I’ve got food and water dishes, their beds and toys.”

“You’ll need a supply of poop bags for walks, and I assume you work. So who is going to check on them during the day? These are small dogs, and they are used to a regular routine.” He looked each one over. “Yes, they are all in good shape. Dash and Daisy are two, Dahlia and Dover are three. They come from different litters but have the same mother, as you probably guessed. Unfortunately Lilly Anne, the mother, passed away last year.”

“I remember her. Corky was so sad about the loss.”

“Yes, she was. I think that was when she decided to make sure the dogs would be taken care of. She said she had someone that she would name in her will to care for them. I’m guessing that was you.”

“Yeah. She asked me to care for the dogs, but I don’t know all that much about them.” He wasn’t sure he could take care of them.

“Are these Corky’s dogs?” a husky male voice asked. The guy was tall and wide, and he seemed kind of intimidating. Lyle took a step back and wasn’t sure if he should let the dogs anywhere near him. But when he knelt down, they hurried over, reveling in the attention he lavished on them. They ran around his legs, loving every pet, nudging each other out of the way so they could get closer to him. “Where is she? Why didn’t she bring them in?”

“James,” Carrie said gently. “She passed away a few days ago.” Thankfully she didn’t go into the details. “Lyle is going to take care of the dogs. Corky asked him to, because he’s the kindest person. But he’s never had a dog before. Lyle Summers, this is James Groves.”

James nodded and stood. “So that’s why you’re here.” He smiled, and the intimidation factor slipped away. His face lit up, and Lyle found himself smiling back.

“Yeah, Carrie suggested I bring them to Mitchell. They were fending for themselves for a few days, and I wanted to make sure they were okay. I was worried they didn’t get enough to eat. I fed them when I found them, and I’ve given them a little more a while ago, but I don’t know how much they should have. I don’t know anything.”

“Okay. They don’t seem hungry at the moment. But give them a little more food before bed, and plenty of water,” Mitchell said.

“But what about when I’m at work? I thought I could come home at lunch to feed them and let them out. I know Corky was home all the time, so they had her company. But I have to work, and….”

Mitchell was patient. “There’s nothing to worry about. Just make sure they have food and water when you leave. They should be okay for half a day. I’d suggest putting them in an enclosed space to start with to see how they react.”

Lyle nodded. He thought he could keep them in the kitchen. The cabinets all snapped closed, and the counters were too high for them to jump on. He supposed as long as he had the chairs under the table, they couldn’t use them as an intermediate step. The floor was tile, so any accidents would be easy to clean up. “Okay. I can do that. I really just want them to be happy.”

James chuckled. “Then they will be. Just remember that when they do something wrong, it’s not their fault. They’re dogs and they do what dogs do. So if they get into the garbage, then you didn’t take it out or they got bored or hungry. It’s not their fault; it’s yours.”

“I have their toys and things. I thought I’d leave some out for them.” He was starting to feel a little better. “Is there anything else?”

“Just care for them, and they will love you forever,” Mitchell said. Now, that sounded like something Lyle really needed.

 

 

 


Chapter 2

 

 

“DO YOU really think he’s going to be okay?” James asked once Lyle got the dogs back into the car. “It’s a lot to take on four dogs. I mean, they’re small enough, but they need a lot of attention and care.”

Mitchell shrugged. “I have to believe that Corky knew what she was doing. She loved those dogs like they were her children.”

“She was a wonderful lady. But dogs are property. We love them as though they are more than that, but legally….” He was nervous that if she didn’t make arrangements in her will, those dogs could find themselves in legal limbo, and they were valuable animals. He knew that from school and property law. It was his field of interest: animals and the law.

“I don’t think I can help with that,” Mitchell told him. “She always told me that she had made arrangements for the dogs, but I don’t know what that means or what she did. But it’s something we can’t worry about. It’s not our business.” James could tell Mitchell was concerned, but there wasn’t anything they could do.

“Would it be all right if I stopped by to see Lyle in the next few days to check that he has things under control? Little dogs may seem like less work, but they can be a challenge.”

“I don’t see why not. He told us that he was Corky’s neighbor, so if you wanted to pop by, it should be okay.”

James nodded and went back to putting together the evening meals for the rescue dogs. He had a few more to do before he left for the night. It didn’t take long before he put the bowls in the last enclosures and checked that all the dogs had water. Then he said good night to Mitchell and drove back to the house he shared with three other students.

Thankfully, the house was quiet. Anna, Wes, and Ray were all in the living room, which was strewn with books and case materials. “Do you want to join us? We left a few of the cases for you.”

“Cool,” James said and hurried to his room. He got his materials and joined the others.

“So how did it go with the dogs?” Anna asked. “Did you get any adopted?”

“Mostly I worked on the expansion. Mitchell wants to be able to take a few more dogs, but he needs add more enclosures and some of the older ones are wearing out, so they’re being replaced.”

“How does he afford all that?” Wes asked.

“I wish I knew. But Mitchell is the most dedicated person I have ever met.”

“Come on, guys. I know this is important, but so are these cases, and we need to get them researched and reviewed,” Ray interjected. He was always intense and took his work very seriously. Not that they all didn’t, but Ray tended to be a little over the top. Still, in this case he was right, and James settled in a chair and got to work.

They spent hours working on the cases and then discussing the highlights and what they thought the important points were. By the time they finished, it was nearly one in the morning. But the studying was done for the weekend, which meant James had a few days of work at the shelter, and while he wanted to get ahead, he would have some time to himself.

 

 

“WHERE ARE you headed?” Anna asked the following morning. All his roommates looked as bleary-eyed as he felt.

“I have to work at the shelter. Mitchell is adding some capacity, so he’s busy with that. I’m going to help with the regular chores.” He took off and hurried out. It was early, but he arrived in time to get the morning feeding done before Mitchell and Daniel arrived. As planned, they built the new shelters and James stayed out of it, because while he was good at many things, put tools in his hands and he became a total menace.

“Will you be done today?” James asked about noon, when they had been working for a while.

“We should. There is capacity for eight more dogs, and I think that is about as much as we can handle. If the shelter gets too big, then we fall into a different category with the county, and I really don’t want to go there. I’m already getting grief for the numbers we have when something unusual happens, but then that’s almost always in conjunction with the police, so they can’t say too much.” He sighed and wiped his brow. “Let’s get these dogs settled so we can get some lunch, and then James can go,” he told Daniel. Between the three of them, they got everyone set where it was supposed to be. “Are you going to visit Lyle and Corky’s dogs?”

“Yeah. I was going to head over there now to see if he’s okay.” James figured he’d grab lunch first, or maybe after. He wasn’t sure yet. But after saying goodbye, he drove to where Corky lived and knocked on the next door over.

He had the right place, judging by the barking. “Can I help you?” Lyle asked, cracking the door open.

“I came to see how you were doing with them.”

Lyle groaned. “I’m trying to build an enclosure out back, and I’m not getting very far. The landlord said it was okay as long as I didn’t make a mess. I got some poles and put them in the ground. But I’m not sure if this is strong enough.” He shooed the dogs back and let James inside. “Sorry. Every time someone comes up front, they go off like an alarm, and I’m not used to it.” He closed the door behind them.

The place was remarkably clean. Somehow James had expected that the dogs might have pooped all over the place. Okay, so his imagination went a little wild sometimes. “I could take a look at it if you like. Though I do have to warn you that me and tools are a terrible combination.”

Lyle chuckled. “I swear I banged my hand twice and dropped a hammer on my foot at least once.” He led the way down the stairs and outside through a door in the back of the building. A few poles were in the ground and a roll of fencing lay on the grass. “That’s as far as I got.”

“You know,” James began as a thought occurred to him. “They make these dog play areas. They’re about thirty inches high, and you could get two of them and tie them together and make an area around the basement door. The dogs could play there, and you wouldn’t have to build anything.” He turned to face Lyle, and it suddenly hit him how cute he was, with his wild hair and full lips. He also seemed almost scared a lot of the time, like maybe he was waiting for the next bad thing to happen. The wariness in his eyes made James want to take him into his arms and tell him that everything was going to be okay. James paused and shook his head slightly. He had never seen vulnerable as sexy before, but with Lyle it certainly was.

“Oh.” Lyle’s face lit up. “I never thought of that.”

“And the nice thing is that you could take the enclosure in and put it here beside the door to store it. The dogs will love some outdoor time, and it’s not like you are just going to leave them there.”

“Right. They always frolicked in the grass when Corky took them for a walk. So I thought they might like some play time outside. I need to take all this stuff back.” Lyle pulled the poles out of the ground and put them in a stack next to the building. They had barely been in the ground and would have fallen at the slightest pressure. “See, I suck at stuff like this.”

“Hey. Let’s put these things in your car and get them returned. Then we can find the enclosures and have a few of the dogs check them out.” James paused. “That is, if you want.” He realized his own exuberance got the better of him.

“I’d appreciate the help. I had to haul all of this down here.” And it was clear he wasn’t looking forward to carrying it back up.

“You take the fencing, and I’ll get the rest of it.” Lyle lifted the roll of fence and awkwardly took it inside. James grabbed the entire set of poles and headed around the building. He smiled to himself when he glanced back, Lyle watching him for a second before closing the door.

James knew he was built. Heck, he had spent many years in gyms and on sports teams to sculpt his body. He’d wrestled in high school as well as played football. But he left those sports behind at Penn, focusing on his studies. He still kept active, and he was hoping to do the same thing while he was in law school. A good workout always seemed to melt away stress and leave him clear-headed.

He climbed the slight hill on the side of the building and found Lyle with the trunk of his car open. He placed the poles inside with the fencing and closed the lid. “Let’s go shopping,” Lyle said.

“Are the dogs okay?” James asked.

“Yes. They have food and water. I also took them out an hour ago. I’m worried about when I go back to work on Monday, though.” He got inside the car and started the engine. “I thought I’d come home at lunch and check on them. I figured they would need to go out.”

“Do you have a friend who can stop by?”

Lyle shrugged. “I don’t make friends really well. I have some good ones, but they work, like me, and they’re farther away than I am. Carrie works in Camp Hill, and a lot of my other friends work in Harrisburg. I managed to get a job here where I grew up.”

“Then you should know lots of people,” James said casually.

Lyle shrugged. “I went away for college, and sometimes it seems like everything changed in that time. Some of the people I knew stayed here in town and got jobs. Others moved away and… well. Four years is a long time, or maybe we weren’t those kind of friends. I don’t know. When I got the job at the warehouse, I moved in next to Corky. She had her daughter, but a lot of her friends had passed away. So she was growing lonely, and lord knows I was. Being on your own can be hard, I guess.” They pulled into the Home Depot parking lot. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to take a turn down Maudlin Way.”

James chuckled. “It’s okay. I live with three other people, and I’m rarely alone. They’re all good folks and we’re in the same program at the law school, so we work together on classwork. But….” It was hard to put his finger on it. “We’re friends….”

“But not the kind you tell your darkest secrets to,” Lyle interjected.

“Exactly. We like each other and get along pretty well, but the friendship is born out of a sort of shared hardship, and a lot of work that will only get done if we work together. So it’s kind of out of necessity. I don’t see myself bringing any of them home for a weekend when I visit my parents or something.”

“You sort of keep your distance and have things that are private.” Lyle certainly seemed to understand. “It’s okay not to be open with everyone about everything.”

“Yeah, I’m finding that out. Anne is a bit of a gossip, and I sometimes worry about how she’ll keep her clients’ business to herself. Wes is really tight-lipped and he likes to think of himself as professional, but he doesn’t know that we’re all aware that his mother still buys his socks and underwear. No self-respecting professional would have boxers with ice cream cones on them that say ‘Lick Me.’” He snickered. “I met his mom and asked her about it once. She told me she buys the tackiest boxers she can find out of hope that he will start getting his own.” James couldn’t help laughing as they got out of the car and loaded the supplies to be returned into a cart. “Mostly they’re good people.”

Lyle pushed the cart toward the door and then stopped “So what weird things do they say about you?”

James chuckled; he couldn’t help it. “Food. I have lots of issues about food. It cannot touch on the plate because I do not like the juices to mix. And once it’s on my plate, don’t reach for anything. I might bite. My mother had this food-stealing thing. If you saved what you wanted until the end, then you might find it gone because my mother would snatch it off your plate. The last time she did it, I set her up and stabbed her with a fork when she did it. I might have drawn blood. I’m not sure, but she didn’t do it again.” They both laughed as they entered the store.

“Okay,” Lyle said. “And here I thought my compulsion that everything have its place and be exactly where it belongs was strange.”

James patted him on the shoulder. “That won’t last long. You have four King Charles Spaniels, and they are going to want things the way they want them sometimes. Growing up, we had a golden retriever, Ally. She was an amazing dog….” He paused his story as they reached the service desk. Lyle explained the situation, and they issued the refund without a problem.

“You were saying…?” Lyle prompted as they left the store.

“Yeah… Ally. She was really good with her toys, loved plushies and never tore them apart. But after a while, they got really soggy and gross. So once, Mom threw them away and we went to get new ones. When we came home, the trash was all over the kitchen floor and each of Ally’s toys was back in her box where she wanted them. Mom was pissed because she had a mess to clean up, but Ally had all her toys back.”

“What did you do with the old, gross toys eventually?”

“Mom would take them out one at a time on trash day and they would be gone. And she’d get Ally a new one to replace it.” He remembered her as an amazing dog. “I used to take her for a walk out on one of the trails, and the leash would just hang there. Ally was so well trained.” There were times when he missed her. Though now it was impossible for him to have a dog, with his roommates and the fact that Anna was allergic to most animals and she had the EpiPens to show for it.

They drove to the PetSmart and looked through the store. They had a portable dog yard that looked pretty good. “Do you think it’s tall enough for them?”

“Yeah. It isn’t like you’re going to leave them alone, and with this, they can run inside and out if they want. Do you have chairs or something you can sit in while they’re down there?”

“There are some old chairs I used in college that I keep in the basement. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do with them, but I can use them there and put a table between them. There’s power down there, so while it’s concrete and kind of rustic, it would be nice.” Lyle put the dog yard in the cart, and James helped him pick out treats and some new toys. Then they checked out and drove to Lyle’s place.

The dogs all scrambled for attention as soon as they came inside. James was pleased to see Lyle petting each of them, giving them all some attention. Once the pack calmed down, they went downstairs, leaving the basement door closed.

It took a little time getting the thing set up the way they wanted, but it made a nice enclosure outside the basement door that opened directly onto the back of the property. The dogs could run on the grass if they wanted and come back in without issue. It was like having a large doggie door into a safe area for them.

“Can you help me move these chairs?” Lyle asked, and James got them where Lyle wanted. He also brought over an old, scarred table with scalloped edges and put it between the chairs. Once everything was set, Lyle went upstairs and opened the door.

The pack hurried down the stairs and went right out into the yard. They all stopped at the edge and looked out, milling around each other before hurrying back inside. As soon as Lyle sat down on a chair just inside the door, the first two jumped on his lap as if to say thank you. They got pets before jumping back down and going outside. As people walked past on the trail that led through the field behind the building to LeTort park, there was no barking, just happiness, curiosity, and wagging tails. It seemed their mission had truly
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