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Domestic violence happens to the people you would least expectHere is one story of courage
and miraclesThe author is a domestic violence survivor who for years was plagued by
depression from the memories of abuse and family violence due to untreated mental illness
suffered by her father. But for a brief period, just at the right time in her life, a miracle dog
transformed the family and broke the cycle of family violence. This is a true story of a true
miracle, not an inspiring embellished story. It really happened.She also helps readers
understand how certain events can change you and how her faith in God was reaffirmed when
witnessing the miracle of healing dogs.For anyone struggling with dysfunctional family members,
domestic violence, emotional abuse, elder abuse and all of the phases that a dysfunctional
family goes through, this story will inspire you and help you understand that sometimes help can
come from the most unexpected places. You are not alone and there are alternatives.
Forgiveness, is possible through faith and understanding.

"Martha Beck writes like a wizard -- her magic trick is turning people into their true selves. This is
a very smart book, and better yet, a wise one. How nice to change through rueful laughter, not
just tears; through the heart, not just the head."-- Julia Cameron, author of The Artist's
Way"Martha Beck has a rare ability to see the world with wisdom and heart. She is a teacher in
the truest sense of the word."-- Harriet Lerner, author of The Dance of AngerPut the telescope
away; the North Star mentioned here is a human body, not a heavenly one. And like Polaris,
which has guided sailors for centuries, the human body's gut feelings and emotions can help
guide a wayward soul back to his or her "essential self." In this absorbing combination of
detailed self-awareness exercises and true stories from her own counseling experience (equal
parts sobering and hysterically entertaining), Harvard-trained sociologist Martha Beck invites
readers to explore their heart's desires and the vast social webs that keep such desires in check.
The goal is not to forsake the "social self" and indulge every emotional impulse of the "essential
self." Rather, Beck gives readers the tools and the encouragement to achieve maximum
happiness by harmonizing these typically divergent voices.Beck (author of Expecting Adam)
admits that repairing a damaged emotional compass and setting out on such a vital journey--
which often involves painful realizations and changes--"has all the combined attractions of
suicide and childbirth." But the payoff, she concludes, is a love affair with real life. To that end,
she walks readers through a lengthy exercise to evaluate their current lifestyle's pleasures and
pains, teaches the process of listening to the body for directional cues, describes how to extract
"soul shrapnel" (healing all those nasty, self-defeating emotional wounds), and provides an
intriguing "Map of Change" to achieve an authentic life. Beck's impressive knowledge, her
engaging (if somewhat irreverent) voice, and her ability to parse this scary process into



achievable steps make her a new champion in the self-help arena. --Liane Thomas--This text
refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Back Cover"Explorers depend on the North
Star when there are no other landmarks in sight. The same relationship exists between you and
your right life, the ultimate realization of your potential for happiness. I believe that a knowledge
of that perfect life sits inside you just as the North Star sits in its unaltering spot."Martha Beck
has helped hundreds of clients find their own North Star, fulfill their potential, and live more
joyfully. Now, she shares her step-by-step program that will help you take the exhilarating and
frightening journey to your own ideal life. Finding Your Own North Star will teach you how to read
your internal compasses, articulate your core desires, identify and repair the unconscious beliefs
that may be blocking your progress, nurture your intuition, and cultivate your dreams from the
first magical flicker of an idea through the planning and implementation of a more satisfying life.
Martha Beck offers thoroughly tested case studies, questionnaires, exercises, and her own
trademark wit and wisdom to guide you every step of the way. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 1The
Disconnected SelfMelvin worked as a middle manager at IBM, and a miserable middle manager
Melvin made. If clinical depression had a phone voice, it would sound just like Melvin's did the
morning he called me to see if I could take him on as a client. He'd been feeling sort of flat and
listless for a while, he said--no big deal, just the past couple of decades. Lately, things had
reached the point where Melvin's work performance and marriage were both showing signs of
strain. He thought the problem might be his job, and for the past month or two he'd been
surreptitiously checking upscale want ads and sending his résumé to friends at other
companies. He'd gotten a few nibbles, but nothing that really interested him. Melvin said all this
in dull but fluent Executese, rich in words like incentivize and satisfice.I decided to give Melvin
the little verbal phone quiz I sometimes use to evaluate potential clients before they spend time
and money in my office. I asked him his age (forty-five), his marital status (separated, no
children), and job history (a Big Blue man since the day he left college). Then we got to the
questions that really interest me."So, Melvin," I said. "When you were a little kid, did you have an
imaginary friend?""Excuse me?" said Melvin.I repeated the question."I really don't remember,"
said Melvin, stiffly."Okay," I said. "Is there anything you do regularly that makes you forget what
time it is?""Time?" Melvin echoed."Yes," I said, "do you ever look up from something you're
doing to find that hours and hours have gone by without your noticing?""Wait," said Melvin. "I
have to write this down.""No, no," I said, "you really don't. Do you laugh more in some situations
than in others?""Listen," said Melvin tensely, "I didn't know I was going to have to answer these
kinds of questions. I thought you could tell me a little about midcareer job changes, that's all. I've
had no time to prepare."I had a mental picture of Melvin calling in the marketing department to
measure his laughter rates and interview family members about his favorite childhood fantasies.
"Melvin," I said, "relax. I don't grade on a curve. Just tell me everything you can remember about
the best meal you ever had in your life."There was a very long silence. Then he said, "I'm sorry,
but I'll have to put together some data and get back to you on these questions. Will next week be



soon enough?"I never heard from Melvin again.Actually, I never heard from Melvin in the first
place--at least not all of him. As a matter of fact, I don't think Melvin had ever heard from all of
Melvin. The conversation I had was with Melvin's "social self," the part of him that had learned to
value the things that were valued by the people around him. This "social self" couldn't tell me
what Melvin loved, enjoyed, or wanted, because it literally didn't know. Those facts did not fall in
its area of experience, let alone expertise. It didn't remember Melvin's preferences or his
childhood, because it had spent years telling him to ignore what he preferred and stop acting like
a child.There was, of course, a part of Melvin that knew the answer to every question I'd asked
him. I call this the "essential self." Melvin's essential self was born a curious, fascinated, playful
little creature, like every healthy baby. After forty-five years, it still contained powerful urges
toward individuality, exploration, spontaneity, and joy. But by repressing these urges for years
and years, Melvin's social self had lost access to them. It was inevitable that Melvin would also
lose his true path, because while his social self was the vehicle carrying him through life, it was
cut off from his essential self, which had all the navigational equipment that pointed toward his
North Star.Melvin was like a ship that had lost its compass or charts. It wasn't just the wrong job
that made him feel so aimless and uninspired; it was the loss of his life's purpose. If Melvin had
become a client, I would have advised him to stay put at IBM until he had learned to consciously
reconnect with his essential self. Then he would have regained the capacity to steer his own
course toward happiness, whether that lay in his present job and marriage or in a completely
different life.Navigational BreakdownI base all my counseling on the premise that each of us has
these two sides: the essential self and the social self. The essential self contains several
sophisticated compasses that continuously point toward your North Star. The social self is the
set of skills that actually carry you toward this goal. Your essential self wants passionately to
become a doctor; the social self struggles through organic chemistry and applies to medical
school. Your essential self yearns for the freedom of nature; your social self buys the right
backpacking equipment. Your essential self falls in love; your social self watches to make sure
the feeling is reciprocal before allowing you to stand underneath your beloved's window singing
serenades.This system functions beautifully as long as the social and essential selves are
communicating freely with each other and working in perfect synchrony. However, not many
people are lucky enough to experience such inner harmony. For reasons we'll discuss in a
moment, the vast majority of us put other people in charge of charting our course through life.
We never even consult our own navigational equipment; instead, we steer our lives according to
the instructions of people who have no idea how to find our North Stars. Naturally, they end up
sending us off course.If your feelings about life in general are fraught with discontent, anxiety,
frustration, anger, boredom, numbness, or despair, your social and essential selves are not in
sync. Life design is the process of reconnecting them. We'll start this process by clearly
articulating the differences between the two selves, and understanding how communication
between them broke down.Getting to Know Your SelvesYour essential self formed before you
were born, and it will remain until you've shuffled off your mortal coil. It's the personality you got



from your genes: your characteristic desires, preferences, emotional reactions, and involuntary
physiological responses, bound together by an overall sense of identity. It would be the same
whether you'd been raised in France, China, or Brazil, by beggars or millionaires. It's the basic
you, stripped of options and special features. It is "essential" in two ways: first, it is the essence
of your personality, and second, you absolutely need it to find your North Star.The social self, on
the other hand, is the part of you that developed in response to pressures from the people
around you, including everyone from your family to your first love to the pope. As the most
socially dependent of mammals, human babies are born knowing that their very survival
depends on the goodwill of the grown-ups around them. Because of this, we're all literally
designed to please others. Your essential self was the part of you that cracked your first baby
smile; your social self noticed how much Mommy loved that smile, and later reproduced it at
exactly the right moment to convince her to lend you the down payment on a condo. You still
have both responses. Sometimes you smile involuntarily, out of amusement or silliness or joy,
but many of your smiles are based purely on social convention.Between birth and this moment,
your social self has picked up a huge variety of skills. It learned to talk, read, dress, dance, drive,
juggle, merge, acquire, cook, yodel, wait in line, share bananas, restrain the urge to bite--
anything that won social approval. Unlike your essential self, which is the same regardless of
culture, your social self was shaped by cultural norms and expectations. If you happen to have
been born into a mafioso family, your social self is probably wary, street-smart, and ruthless. If
you were raised by nuns in the local orphanage, it may be saintly and self-sacrificing. Whatever
you learned to be, you're still learning. Your social self is hard at work, right this minute,
struggling to make sure you're honest and loyal, or sweet and sexy, or tough and macho, or any
other combination of things you believe makes you socially acceptable.The social self is based
on principles that often run contrary to our core desires. Its job is to know when those desires will
upset other people, and to help us override natural inclinations that aren't socially acceptable.
Here are some of the contradictory operational features that, mixed together, comprise the You
we know and love:Your Two Selves: Basis of OperationsBehaviors of the Social Self
Are:Avoidance-based, Conforming, Imitative, Predictable, Planned, HardworkingBehaviors of
the Essential Self Are:Attraction-based,Unique, Inventive, Surprising, Spontaneous, PlayfulAs
you can see, you are definitely an odd couple. Only in very lucky or wise people do the social
and essential selves always agree that they're playing for the same team. For the rest of us,
internal conflict is a way of life. Our two selves do battle against each other, in ways small and
large, every single day.Let's make up some details about the life of Melvin the Middle Manager,
to serve as a hypothetical example. When his alarm clock rings at six a.m., Melvin's essential
self tells him that he needs at least two more hours of sleep; he's been getting less than his body
requires each night for the last several years, and he's chronically exhausted. His social self,
however, reminds him that he's been late to work three times this month, and that the boss is
starting to notice. Melvin gets up.He eats breakfast alone. This floods his essential self with
loneliness for his wife, who moved out last week. For just a minute, Melvin thinks about calling



her, but his social self immediately nixes that idea. For one thing, it's six-thirty in the morning. For
another thing, Melvin's wife is sleeping at her boyfriend's apartment. Melvin barely even notices
his essential self's suggestion that he go after the boyfriend with a baseball bat, because his
social self knows how wrong and futile that would be. Instead, Melvin goes to work.At the office,
Melvin's social self sits quietly through a meeting that bores his essential self almost to death.
The guy next to him is a smarmy twenty-eight-year-old with an MBA from MIT who was recently
promoted right past Melvin. Just looking at this guy makes Melvin's teeth clench. His essential
self wants to squirt ink from his fountain pen onto the little twerp's oxford shirt, but his social self
bars the way yet again. Instead, Melvin's essential self writes a nasty limerick about the MIT
MBA in the margin of his notebook. Then his social self scribbles it out, lest it fall into the Hands
of the Enemy.And so it goes, hour after hour, day after day, week after week. After mediating this
constant struggle for decades, Melvin's inner life is hollow and numb. If you ask him what he's
feeling, he won't have an answer; his social self doesn't know, and it is the only part of Melvin
that is allowed to speak to others. Melvin's social self has kept him in his job, his marriage, and
his life--but only by sending him off his true path. Now everything is falling apart. His sacrifices
seem to have been for nothing. The problem isn't that Melvin's social self is a bad person--in
fact, it's a very good person. It has the horsepower to get Melvin all the way to his North Star. But
only his essential self can tell him where that is.The Disconnected SelfMost of my clients are like
Melvin: responsible citizens who have muzzled their essential selves in order to do what they
believe is the "right thing." There are, of course, people who fail--or refuse--to develop a social
self. They live completely in essential-self world, never accommodating society in any way that
runs contrary to their desires. But I very rarely see anyone like this in my practice. You, for
example, are not one of them.How do I know? Because if you were totally dominated by your
essential self, you wouldn't be reading this. You'd avoid taking advice from any book, even if it
happened to be the only thing available in the prison library. That's where you'd probably have to
read it, because people without social selves generally end up in cages. If we all ignored our
social selves, every neck of the human woods would be another variation on Lord of the Flies;
people would be stabbing each other with forks, looting rest homes, having sexual relations with
twenty-one-year-old interns in the Oval Office, and God knows what else.So I'd lay heavy odds
that you, personally, are heavily identified with your social self. You're reading this because
you're the kind of person who seeks input from other people, people like life-design counselors
and book authors. You're trying to make yourself a better person, and you're pretty darn good at
it. Congratulations. Having a strong social self is a terrific asset. It's allowed you to sustain
relationships, finish school, hold down jobs, and meet a lot of other goals. But if, in spite of all
these achievements, you're feeling like Melvin--discontented and unfulfilled--I can tell you with a
fair degree of certainty that your internal wiring is disconnected. You need to re-establish contact
with your essential self.Paradoxically, if you want to do a really good job at this, you're going to
have to stop thinking about doing a really good job. To find your North Star, you must teach your
social self to relax and back off. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From



Library JournalBeck owns her own consulting firm, Life Design, Inc., where she redirects "lost"
souls to their true paths in life. This, her third work after Breaking the Cycle of Compulsive
Behavior and Expecting Adam, puts her company's philosophy into print. By combining thought-
provoking exercises with play activities such as visualization, affirmations, and intuition, Beck
here explores readers' inner thoughts on true happiness. She recommends that they set wildly
improbable goals (WIGs) in order to find their personal North Star. This title differs from other
self-help books by specifically defining a four-stage change cycle that happens to all humans
many times during a lifetime. Stage 1, death and rebirth, defines a life-changing event; dreaming
and scheming, the hero's saga, and the promised land follow. Other authors with similar
messages are Judith Orloff, Anna Quindlen, Cheryl Richardson, and Bill O'Hanlon. Beck's
humor, experience, and highly readable style make this a worthwhile purchase for public
libraries. Lisa Wise, Broome Cty. P.L., Binghamton, NYCopyright 2001 Reed Business
Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Publishers WeeklyA
fixed point in the sky that helps mariners stay on course, the North Star emerges as a symbol for
realizing one's true potential in this cheerful and perceptive but too-long book. Though her
navigational metaphors lose force with repetition, Beck's voice is light, down-to-earth and
refreshing. Having found her way on her own journey from academia (she was a professor and
researcher at Harvard Business School) to becoming an author (of Expecting Adam, a warmly
received memoir about the birth of her Down's syndrome baby), Beck currently consults with
clients on redirecting their lives. She teaches that each individual has a core personality that
encompasses one's desires, emotions and preferences, which is sometimes blocked by a social
self that responds to external influences and cultivates survival skills. By far the most fascinating
material is on how to read warnings from the essential self: low energy, lapses into illness,
forgetfulness, addictions, Freudian slips and mood swings. She advises steering toward the
correct path by eliminating negative influences and practicing elaborate self-esteem exercises. A
section on navigating change weighs the book down while suggestions for dealing with serious
emotions like grief and anger are somewhat breezy. In the end, however, the numerous self-
quizzes, exercises and chances to laugh will allow many readers to overlook these weaknesses.
(Mar.)Forecast: Given the success of Expecting Adam and Beck's freelance contributions to
Mademoiselle, Real Simple and Redbook, the author is likely to shine in a constellation of media
venues and has a solid shot at capturing the imaginations of self-help seekers.Copyright 2001
Cahners Business Information, Inc.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About
the AuthorMartha Beck is a writer, life coach, and columnist for O, The Oprah Magazine. She is
the bestselling author of several memoirs and self-help books, including Expecting Adam,
Steering by Starlight, and Finding Your Way in a Wild New World. Martha lives in
California.Karen White has been narrating audiobooks since 1999, with more than two hundred
to her credit. Honored to be included in AudioFile's Best Voices and Speaking of Audiobooks's
Best Romance Audio 2012 and 2013, she is also an Audie Award finalist and has earned
multiple AudioFile Earphones Awards. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of
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Talking with Dogs:Mystical dogs that saved my dysfunctional family.By Lisa HendricksDark,
Dogless DaysThe Miracle DogSurviving Elder CareThe Mystic HuskyAdopting RubyTraining
with CesarTalking with RubyDid Ruby Understand?The Gaze of True LoveGod and DogCan
Miracle Dogs Help Your Family?Dark, Dogless DaysEver since I was born, my parents fought
violently and abused each other during marital fights. Their children suffered from the domestic
violence that ailed our family. From 1953 to 1959, when I lived in Argentina, the fights between
Nelida, my mother, and Beris, my father, were so loud and abusive that my aunt Divinia called
the social services of Argentina to take me away from my parents.My parents also abused their
children with their uncontrollable anger. I was slapped, verbally abused, treated like a confidant
by my mom, and told things a child should never hear, and sometimes my dad hit me with a
belt.My aunt Divinia, who was Dad’s sister, used to sit at the bottom of the stairs in front of our
apartment, sobbing because my parents would not stop fighting. The neighbors were going to
testify about the terrible language and broken glass they heard crashing to the floor when my
parents fought in front of me, Lisa, and my baby brother, Julio.In 1959, my dad left for the United
States, and my mother followed a year later. Amazingly, I found out years later that my dad had
stayed in the home of a friend whose name was Carlos Stepenberg, and Dad was good friends
with his brother, Jose Stepenberg. He worked with Mr. Poeta, and another one of their friends,
Jaime, who helped Dad with the paperwork to enter the United States. He started his first job
working in their car wash, and later, when we arrived in the States, we visited Jose’s home often,
playing with his son and having dinner with the family. Unfortunately, these so-called friends got
caught in 1969 for drug trafficking. They were part of a notorious ring of cocaine smugglers.
When I was sixteen, news of their arrest was published in hundreds of newspapers, discussed
on CBS News with Walter Cronkite, written about in the New York Times, and was even seen in
the supermarket magazine, Reader’s Digest. We couldn’t believe what had happened, and Dad
seemed as surprised as we were at the time. I recently found the court cases mentioning all of
Dad’s notorious friends and downloaded many of the newspaper clippings. I was surprised to
learn, upon revisiting this memory, how bad they were. Carlos Stepenberg died mysteriously in
jail before his sentencing, and Jose was found in the street dead of apparent heart failure. The
rest of the gang members were in jail for a very long time. As I researched this book, I found
someone selling original newspaper negative photos and other memorabilia about Carlos
Stepenberg on eBay.In 1969 when the news hit the media, my dad said he knew nothing about
his friends’ criminal activities and was not implicated. When he was past eighty-six years old, he
admitted to me that he knew about the drug trafficking but never got involved. His story was that
he was working for Carlos at his “front” business, the car wash, when Dad overheard Carlos
talking to Poeta about him. Poeta wanted to recruit my dad as a mule because they were
expanding their cocaine smuggling operations. Dad said he heard Carlos say, “No, no, not Beris
because he wants to save the world with all this idealism of his, and we want to destroy it.”During
my childhood years, my parents spent time alone in the United States learning English and
working so they could bring us to live there. But what was to be just a few months of separation,



to give them time to set up a home, turned into three years. In the late fall of 1963, my dad
arrived in Buenos Aires to take me and my brother, Julio, to Rockland County, New York. We
settled in an apartment downstairs in a quaint private home up a very steep hill. I was enrolled in
school and got some help with my English from a Dominican boy who translated what the
teacher said. In the winter the snow piled up six feet high, and going to school presented a
challenge for my dad’s old car. It sometimes went racing down the hill like Santa’s sleigh, to the
kids’ delight and Dad’s horror!Our stay in the United States was short, however. Immediately
after we arrived, Mom and Dad went back to having their old marital fights. It was noisy, and my
brother cried because Dad, in a fury, tore up his talking stuffed Bugs Bunny. At nine years old, I
spent a lot of time alone with my four-year-old brother in those three months because both of my
parents worked long hours. But after the first couple of loud fights between Mom and Dad, the
landlords, who lived upstairs, called social services and tried to convince my mother to leave
Dad and take us with her. Dad told me all of this years later when he stayed at my home, and
Mom confirmed it a few years earlier. Dad told me that he thought immediately that my mother
might find another man who might abuse me in some way, and despite his problems, he wasn’t
willing to lose his children. In the later years, my dad admitted he had a serious problem with his
uncontrolled temper and was working at curbing it.When my father overheard the conversation
between Mom and the lady landlord, he waited until Mom went to work and then drove us to the
airport with no luggage. We arrived the next day at my grandparents’ house in Buenos Aires. My
grandfather was unhappy, but my father insisted he could not take us back to the United States
for now. He left us and returned to New York, and we did not hear from them again for three more
years. According to the stories they told me years later, they went through a lot of ups and downs
in their marriage, worked as a maid and a butler, and held jobs as property managers to earn
more money, but they could not get along and considered divorcing. But realizing how much
more difficult life would be as single parents, they decided to stay together for the sake of the
children.It was 1966, and I was now thirteen, living in Buenos Aires, Argentina, with my
grandparents. My aunt now lived with us in an apartment that my father paid for, and it was she
who took good care of us, sent me to piano lessons and good schools, helped with homework,
and cared for my asthma. Our caring grandparents babysat while my aunt worked. My aunt
Divinia, my dad’s sister, wanted to adopt us because already the kids in school were calling us
orphans. She was not on good terms with my dad due to the domestic violence issues. My
brother, Julio, was now turning eight, I was starting puberty, and it was clear that we needed a
more stable situation than just my aunt struggling as a single parent. My grandparents were
getting old.But Grandfather thought it would be better for me to be with Mom and actually gave
my parents $1,500, which today might be equal to about $10,000. He wanted his son, Beris, to
come and take me and my brother to live in the United States. My parents did not like the fact
that Aunt Divinia condemned their fighting in front of us and was willing to take action to protect
us, so they cut her out, and I never saw her again. They apparently just didn’t understand how
harmful their behavior was to us. In those days, they explained that marital fights were normal,



and they refused to acknowledge the abuse.Mom came to take us back to the United States this
time. I didn’t want to go, but I was forced to leave my grandparents because I was just thirteen; I
had no say. We settled in the Bronx, in the area of Riverdale, and I started junior high school.
Mom and Dad were still having violent marital fights, and when Dad raged out, my stomach
tightened. Living with my parents, I was nervous all the time and suffered from asthma and
vomiting. The violence usually started with an argument between Mom and Dad as she accused
him of seeing other women. She nagged him until he exploded with rage. Mom would not back
down or leave him alone. I believe she wanted to punish him for his so-called infidelities by
accusing him in front of his children. This enraged Dad more and more until he either hit her or
broke some furniture or kitchen items and then ended the fight by turning off all the lights and
telling us to go to bed at nine o’clock. Of course afterward, she would complain about what a
monster Dad was, all the time being the one that instigated the violence.
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Meghan, “Deeply moving--a must read!. As a devout and doting owner of dogs myself (I have
four Labs and a Lhasa Apso), I am an instant fan of any dog-related books that appear on the
bookshelves. But sometimes, something so staggeringly and deeply moving comes along that
you can’t help but talk about how it touched your life. One of such books is Lisa Hendricks’
‘talking with Dogs: Mystical Dogs that Saved our Dysfunctional Family’.If you loved ‘Marley and
Me’ (starring Jennifer Aniston) or ‘Hachiko: a Dog Story’ (Richard Gere) then you know where
I’m coming from regarding Lisa’s book. But ‘Talking with Dogs’ lies on a whole different level of
dysfunction—and the eventual fact that dogs eventually saved Lisa’s family’s life and sanity is all
the more jaws-dropping. Unlike most normal families, Lisa’s family suffered from constant
awfulness brought upon them by his Dad’s mental illness. But right at the moment I started
reading the chapter titled “The Miracle Dog”, I started becoming teary-eyed—the author
describes her encounter with such honesty and vividness that I could absolutely relate with it. I
mean, an adorable dog just appearing out of nowhere and returns home with you and
immediately behaves as if he’s been there all his life—if that isn’t the most magical thing, then I
don’t know what is. And like my own experience, the dog—now named Lucky—managed to
provide a spiritual and emotional balance to Lisa’s previously unstable and abusive home. And I
cried, too, in that part when—like all stories involving our beloved canines—Lucky died.And
that’s only the beginning. The author goes on to describe how dogs, at certain points in her
family’s life, helped them get through trying times. I can totally relate with this. Ask any true dog
lover, and they’ll say their dog is a blessing and a miracle—but the author writing down and
sharing her experience in a book like this further validates that fact. Which is my way of saying
this is a book that should be on the Kindle or shelf of anyone who loves dogs.Overall, I love this
book to shreds—seriously. I’m saying order a copy of this book—or send this as a wonderful gift
to ALL the friends and loved ones you have that also love dogs—I’m absolutely sure they will
cherish a book like this. The book also educates people about the sheer positive influence of a
dog in a person’s life. I know—I speak from experience. And apparently, this book’s author, too. A
resounding five stars for this one.”

JEESJMJSS, “Her daughter became the medical dr she dreamed for her. I felt sorry when her
parents passed she has not seen them for so many years. People belonging to disfuncional
families. Seems my parents where easier to forgive n less problematic than her parents in one
way but not in other way. Her daughter became the medical dr she dreamed for her. I felt sorry
when her parents passed she has not seen them for so many years. People belonging to
disfuncional families. Seems my parents where easier to forgive n less problematic than her
parents in one way but not in other way”

Nancy, “Short but Sweet.. I know from experience that a dog can understand when you are sad



and be there for you when no one else is. I would get a big furry head on my lap. My daughter's
dog puts her paw on top of her hand when she is very sad. The author writes just like she is
talking to you in person. If you love dogs you will feel and understand all the author is saying
about the connection with God. It is a good book that shows how parents can really mess up the
children.”

The book by Lisa Hendricks has a rating of  5 out of 3.5. 6 people have provided feedback.
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