Rescuing Bailey
by Pam Southworth
     I would like to share with you the tale of “Rescuing Bailey”.  To do so, I need to intersperse some details of the family he grew to love, because as you probably know, pets become inextricably woven into the fabric of our lives!
     My life before Bailey……In 2003, our family had experienced some challenges.  I had been diagnosed with an aggressive form of leukemia that few survived, had completed my chemotherapy and a stem cell transplant which afforded me a 20% chance of survival.  I was afraid not only of dying, but also of not being there to take care of my elderly parents to the end of their lives.  As a daughter, I could see the tremendous sadness this ordeal was causing my parents.  What parent can fathom losing a child?
     I month after my transplant, my Dad became seriously ill.  Six weeks in the hospital later, he had survived, but needed dialysis 3 times a week.  So, I became his health care advocate…
     Bailey’s life before me……Bailey had lived in a very wealthy home in Greenwich, had gone everywhere with his former family and had been well trained.  He seemed to be much loved for 3 years but suddenly the family dynamic changed.  For the next two years in all kinds of weather, he was banished to a crate in an unheated garage by night and a kennel outside by day.  He was found lying in his kennel almost unresponsive by a carpenter putting a million dollar addition on the house.  His water dish was frozen solid and only his eyes were moving.  The carpenter asked the owner, “may I have your dog” and he said “sure”.   He had a coat on, but he had sores so bad that his coat was stuck to his back.  He had rubbed all the hair off of the top of his nose from sticking it through the fencing pleading for attention.

     How our lives converged.  Late one Sunday evening, the phone rang…..  A friend had just rescued a Schnauzer, was I interested since she knew I had had the breed before?

     I was afraid of taking him on because what f I didn’t survive?  Who would take care of him?  It was a scary decision of the heart.  One look at him and he acted like we were meant to be together!  So, home he came and we named him Bailey!  He was friendly to everyone and steadied my fears.
     He was so eager to please that he learned over 50 toys by name and would seek out the specific one whenever asked.  This was a big deal in our household!  
     He found his role rapidly…….making the 110 mile round trip to dialysis with my Dad 3 times a week.  My Dad was in his late 80s and driving was really important to him, so he thought nothing of making the trip himself.  It is a terrible crossroad in a father/daughter relationship.  My Dad had been driving since he was 7.  Bailey came to the rescue…  Arriving at my parent’s door, he literally leapt across the room into my Dad’s lap.  My Dad just LOVED him!  He would then sit on my Dad’s lap the whole trip.  It was a graceful way to allow my Dad to maintain his dignity while I did the driving. For the better part of 6.5 years, this was our collective routine.
     My Dad passed in August of 2010.  He left my Dad’s bedside and immediately went to my Mom.  She was his next job…offering her comfort.  Bailey needed to be needed.
     One month later, Bailey was diagnosed with hemangioscarcoma, an aggressive, malignant tumor of blood vessel walls.  Generally, the prognosis is around 3 months, but with excellent medical care and a bit of a miracle, he lived another 18 months.  Ironically, he was prescribed a drug that I had taken.
     Bailey took a special interest in brightening my Mom’s life.  He demanded attention.  He had a nose like a spring wherever there was a hand around.  He continued to bring smiles when there were heavy hearts.  My Mom passed 16 months after my Dad and Bailey died 3 months later.  His job was done.  
     Ironically, in conversation, individuals have said, it’s great that you rescued your dog.  I am quick to reply, no, you have it all wrong, he rescued me!
