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This story is primarily dedicated to all dog lovers around the world. But it is also dedicated to the hopeless and helpless refugees worldwide, who dream of a free and independent life in dignity. I hear you. I feel you. This is my voice for the voiceless!

The Story

Lucky! Yes, this is my name. But I wasn’t always lucky. Actually there was a time when I was one of the unluckiest and unhappiest dogs in the world. I didn’t even have a name. I was nothing to humans. I was an outcast, rejected, and unwanted dog like my friends in a shabby animal shelter in Dublin, the capital city of Ireland.

Humans treated us very badly and made us feel useless. Love and kindness were nothing but unrealistic and wishful thinking for us. I don’t have any memory of why, how and when I ended up in the animal shelter, that my fellow friends and I call the refugee shelter. I must have been very young and little, probably just a few weeks old, when some not so animal-friendly humans decided my destiny.

My friends and I didn’t meet many friendly humans because only the low-paid shelter cleaning staff visited us daily to give us tasteless food and water. Mostly leftovers from cheap, smelly, and spicy fast-food takeaways in the neighborhood. What bothered us the most was the hot dog leftovers. What an insult!

Until one day a beautiful lady and a handsome man visited our humble and smelly home. My friends and I always got super excited when we saw a new friendly face. Seeing a smiling face meant the world to us and gave us hope for a different and maybe better future. We couldn’t hold back our joy. We jumped around and showed our happiness and appreciation by wagging our tails and barking. In my imagination, though, I was singing and begging from the bottom of my heart: “Please take me. Please love me. Please cuddle me. Pleeeease shower me with all your love and attention. Pleeeease rescue me from my misery.”

We all hoped that one of these friendly and lovely-smelling humans would take notice of us, free us from our misery and give us a loving, comfortable, and smell-free home. All we wanted was to be free and away from this hell. All we wished for was to be loved and cherished.

We were stuck in our little cages all year round. Our deepest desire was to run and experience the feeling of freedom in nature. Smelling flowers in spring. Laze in the grass while feeling the light of the sun on our faces and swimming in the sea in the hot summer. Feeling raindrops falling on our fur in fall and lying in the glittering snow in cold winter. And not to mention, being able to make new friends. We hated being lonely and isolated, like innocent prisoners in jail and war refugees in refugee camps. Freedom was our dream. Home and safety was our goal. Love was our hope.

Anyway as I was saying, this blonde lady and the tall gentleman walked around and looked at us one by one and had the following conversation.

“So, George what do you think?” asked the blonde lady.

“I’m not sure Lucy. They all look clever. So it’s not easy to decide which one is the right one!”

“Me! Me! Take me! I’m the right one... for whatever you need me for. Pleeeease? I’m loveable. I’m clever and not to mention I’m super cute and gorgeous,” I barked.

“I have three favorites, George. What about you? Do you have any preferences regarding size or race?” asked Lucy, the blonde lady.

“No, not at all,” responded George.

“I think the best way to find out which one of these cuties is the right one for our team, is to take them out of their cage and test their abilities,” said Lucy.

“I agree. It’s not as easy as I thought. Show me your three favorites.”

“I like the little brown one here. The black and white one and the white one.”

“Woohoo! The lady pointed at me. I’m the brown one. She wants me. She loves me. She is going to cuddle me and shower me with all her love. Yes!” That’s what I thought when she took me out of my cage.

“Once we are done with our test we have to decide whether we want a girl or a boy to join our team,” said George.

“I think we need a boy!” said Lucy, the lovely lady.

“We do?” wondered George.

“Yes, we have enough girls. We definitely need a boy!”

“Well, it’s settled. I’m your man, Lucy. I’m a boy. Take me. Love me. Thank God the other two are girls. Very lovely and sweet girls, but surely not as cute as me.” That’s what I tried to make Lucy understand in my own language, while I also felt a bit sorry for my fellow female friends. I was also excited to find out that this couple had more dogs at home. I was going to make new friends very soon in my new home. I wondered if they had any children.

“Lucy, forget the test. There is only one boy here. You have just found your new dog,” George explained.

“Ok perfect. Lucky boy! I guess we will name you ‘Lucky’. No dog has ever joined us without a test. But you look clever and you are a boy. That’s all we need to know. Lucky, welcome to our team!”

“Team? She keeps saying team and not family!” I wondered. Whatever, I was just happy to leave the refugee shelter. I wasn’t going to complain now. My life could only get better. I was going to move to a new home, meet new people and make new friends. Also, I was no longer a name- and numberless nobody. I finally had an identity. I was a dog with a name. With a beautiful and meaningful name. Lucky. I loved it. I was over the moon.

Lucy was holding me tight and making sure that I felt comfortable in her black leather handbag. I waved goodbye to my friends and wished them luck for the future. In my heart though, I knew that the chances of the girls getting away from this misery were low. Not often did people come to choose us for their family. It only happened a few times a year. Only God knows what happened to the ones who had left us in previous months. Out of sight, out of mind. I guess that’s life.

Now I was wondering about the neighborhood of this couple. I hoped they lived in a peaceful family and animal friendly area. I also hoped that their children were dog friendly. I was excited to play with them outside and wondering how many toys and balls the family would give me to play with. You see, I’d never had a toy. I’d also never had a ball. I can’t even remember if and when I played outside last. I actually think never. I was always stuck in my tiny shelter cell.

Before I realized it, my first car drive was over. George was driving the car, while Lucy was still holding me in her handbag in the front seat next to her husband. I couldn’t see where we were going, because I was too small to look out the car windows. But the smell of freedom was in the air and it was wonderful.

When we arrived at our destination and left the car, I realized that I was about to enter a huge building. It didn’t look like a private family house. That was very strange and confusing. “Where was I? Where were these two taking me?” I asked myself. We entered a huge hall, where a few well-dressed men and women welcomed me with excitement. They were wearing the same clothing. As I know today, they don’t call it clothing but uniform. It took me a while to realize where I was. I was in a school building. I assumed that either George or Lucy were teachers and had made a stop at their workplace to introduce me to their colleagues before they took me to their loving and cozy family home. Boy, I couldn’t have been more wrong! I soon realized that George and Lucy were actually not a married couple. They were working partners at Dublin Airport. And the school was an education and training center, especially for the airport police and security team. The question now was, what was I doing in a school? Why had these two made the effort to visit my smelly animal shelter and bring me here? So many questions and absolutely no answers yet!

A few hours later















THE END
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