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Picnic Romp: Recent graduates and service dogs in training enjoy Jennie’s Meadow at the Scaife Family Foundation Early Socialization Center. Photo: Peggy Vance

VOLUNTEER VALOR

MEANWHILE, BACK IN THE OFFICE…

For all the skill and hard work of its inmate puppy-raisers and
professional instructors, P.B.B. couldn’t manage without the
tireless dedication of almost 300 volunteers. They devote
countless hours to socializing the puppies—an essential
element in creating successful working dogs. Some volunteers go through tedious security procedures to bring
puppies in and out of prison for visits to shopping malls,
restaurants, or supermarkets. Others give over their weekends to hosting pups in New York City.
More than 100 of these invaluable supporters gathered at the Scaife Family Foundation Early Socialization
Center in Millerton, N.Y., on Sunday, August 26, for a volunteer appreciation picnic on the beautiful grounds of the
property. Six boisterous puppies (Penny’s latest litter, born
at the Center in June) were present, as were Fargo’s litter
of 5-week-olds, providing many laughs and much delight. A
number of P.B.B. “alumni”—service dogs and E.D.C.s—also
attended, with their veteran or law enforcement handlers,
enjoying the chance to say thank you for all that these
volunteers have done for them and many others.

The newest member of P.B.B.’s Board of Directors, Mark
McCallan, brings uniquely valuable experience to the group.
A veteran N.Y.P.D. detective with the bomb squad, McCallan
has come into the prisons to assess P.B.B. dogs for explosive-detection work as well as to tell the inmate puppyraisers what a valuable job they are doing. “We are thrilled
to expand our reach to the law enforcement community by
having Mark join our board,” says P.B.B. president Gloria
Gilbert Stoga.
P.B.B. also welcomes two new staff members: Lauren
Murphy, a native New Yorker who loves technology and
animals, started as Database Manager in December 2017,
a job that includes sending acknowledgements to donors.
“I enjoy working here because I’m contributing to an
amazing cause,” she says, “using my technical skills to do
so.” Gabrielle Gonzales recently came on board as a dog
socializer. She graduated from Bergin University of Canine
Studies with a bachelor’s degree in Canine Science, and is
excited about using her knowledge “to help better the lives
of so many people.”
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PLEASE ACCEPT MY DONATION FOR:

Kathleen Mara

Routine veterinary care for one puppy for a year ($850)
One service-dog vest with patches ($100)
A new sleeping crate ($85)
Food for a puppy for one month ($70)
Hands-free lead for a service-dog trainer ($30)
New toys for one puppy ($10)
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well-behaved dogs, their raisers learn
what it means to contribute to society
rather than take from it.
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The morning of 9/11, as soon as he saw the news, Ed Smith
told his wife, “I gotta go.” Smith, who was serving as a Port
Authority police officer at the time, got in his car, checked in
with his command, and then headed to join the rescue efforts
at the World Trade Center. He would spend the next nine
months working in the pit. But it wasn’t until 2007 that he was
diagnosed with P.T.S.D. And last May, when he started team
training with his P.B.B.-raised service dog, Reilly, Smith was
still struggling, his nightmares of Ground Zero as vivid as ever.
“The carnage was unbelievable,” he recalled of that terrible
day 17 years ago. “There were human remains all over.”
Smith, now 67, had heard about the Puppies Behind
Bars program through the Rutgers World Trade Center Health
Program. “I was told that P.T.S.D. is not cured but you learn
to live with it,” he said during the training program. “And I
have a temper. And just from these few days, I see that when
my temper comes out, I hurt Reilly’s feelings. And maybe it’ll
keep me in check. Plus, I have a really bad back—I’ve had eight
surgeries since the Trade Center, because I’m the type that
doesn’t say anything until it’s too late.”
Smith is hardly unusual in this. Like military veterans,
first responders—police, firefighters, E.M.T.s, and others—are
at risk for serious emotional and physical injuries. A 2017
University of Phoenix study found that 85 percent experienced mental-health issues and one-third were diagnosed with
depression or P.T.S.D. Yet when Puppies Behind Bars decided
it would open its Dog Tags program to include first responders, it encountered an added problem: lack of awareness. Many
possible candidates don’t even realize how much they are
suffering, or are reluctant to admit it.
Moreover, as P.B.B. president and founder Gloria
Gilbert Stoga notes, “Our veterans still get thanked by the
public for their service, but my guess is that we’ve stopped
thanking the men and women who worked at the World Trade
Center in the aftermath of the attacks and whose lives have
been forever changed.”
Another first responder in the May training group,
former N.Y.P.D. officer Brian Andrews, 41, had also been
struggling with depression and P.T.S.D., as well as physical

Giants Applause: At the N.Y. Giants’ opening game, on September 9, the team chose to
honor the first responders who graduated last May with their P.B.B. service dogs. When
the group was introduced, the entire stadium rose to cheer. Shown here (left to right):
Brian Edwards with Pete, P.B.B. board member Kathleen Mara, and Ed Smith with Reilly.
Photo: Liza Andrews

injuries from being shot in the line of duty. “I have issues
daily,” he said. “A big toll was taken on my family.” With the
help of his service dog, Pete, “I’m hoping to get more of my
life back. I’d like to get off some of these medications, if not
all of them.”
Especially for former cops, the very nature of the
team-training process—working inside the Bedford Hills
women’s prison with the inmates who raised the dogs—was
daunting. While Andrews had seen his share of county jails,
he’d never had a reason to go into a maximum-security facility.
“I was very nervous about it,” he said. Up to a few days beforehand, he wasn’t sure he could handle it, but he now sees the
inmates completely differently.
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“The experience has actually been great,” he added.
“Nothing negative has come out of there.” And one unexpected dividend, thanks to the antics of the dogs: “I have not
laughed this much in years.”
Smith, too, was apprehensive. But then, as he told it, the
inmates in the program “greeted us with an open hand, and
said, ‘Come in. We’re gonna help you.’ They have put their
whole heart and soul into this program—which I believe, I
know, it helps them—and they’re there to help us. They are an
amazing group of women of all ages, all colors, but they have
one goal in common and that is to train these dogs that will
help people like me.”
“The first responders and puppy-raisers trusted each
other, and the two weeks were full of hope, commitment,
hard work and professionalism on both sides,” reported
Gilbert Stoga, who ran the training along with the Dog Tags
program director, Nora Moran. “We all learned a lot. And the
first responders, by their own admittance, left with views of
inmates that were changed forever.”
For Smith, a self-described “grumpy old bastard,” the
most important message of his whole P.B.B. experience was
about not trying to go it alone. “Reach out,” he said. “Don’t be
ashamed to ask for help. I’ve done that my whole life. There is
help out there.”
Months after the training ended, P.B.B.’s pioneering
class of first responders are still exploring their partnerships
with their dogs. But already the benefits seem clear. Smith has
found that Reilly keeps him from negative thinking, makes him
less irritable, and gives him more patience. The dog also has
gotten him and his family out to beaches, parks, and restaurants. “She’s very calming at doctor’s visits,” he reports, “and
it’s nice to speak with people about her and the program. It’s
made my life purposeful.”
“At first, it was hard to see where he fit in to help me,”
Andrews says of Pete, a black Lab. “It was a little stressful working [the dog] into my usual routine. However, it didn’t take long
to realize that he could be my anchor when I had a challenge to
deal with. My family tells me that I am more even-tempered and
more like myself. I wasn’t sure that I’d ever be myself again, so
this is an amazing thing. When I’m hurting, he knows what he
can do to help…. My wife says [it] is a miracle. We’re just at the
beginning of our journey together, but I think my kids and wife
will benefit from Pete as much as I will.”

LAB SESSIONS

Two P.B.B. dogs, Fezziwig and Justice, have been
spending time in the I.R.C. offices, in an initiative similar to
the one that was started in 2013 at the Manhattan District
Attorney’s office for special victims, family justice, and witness
aid. As Jennifer Lyden, who is in charge of both programs,
describes P.B.B.’s weekly visits to the D.A.’s office, “Often the
dogs are in an open waiting area, where anyone who wants
to interact with them can, but occasionally they get asked to
join a social worker or D.A. in a session with a victim. It never
ceases to amaze me how the dogs know exactly how to lighten
the mood. They are very good at showing love to anyone who
hints at compassion towards them.” At the I.R.C., the pups
already have brought their magic to staff members, and Lyden
hopes that as the year goes on they can begin to do the same
for the agency’s clients.
“By the end of the summer, I.R.C. clients were showing
interest in connecting with the dogs,” she reports, even some
with no experience of canine affection. “One 3-year-old girl
looked longingly at Fezziwig, as he lay calmly on the floor of
the conference room. The I.R.C. psychologist encouraged her
to pet the dog, but the child was too afraid. Then, as she gazed
at Fezziwig, with great effort and intention she started petting
the psychologist. Even though that was all the courage she
could muster that day, it was a huge step toward becoming
comfortable with dogs.”
Fezziwig may like to test Lyden from time to time—
“When he decides to put on the brakes, I am not going
anywhere,” she says—but with children he is always calm and
patient. Justice is also a pro with kids. Lyden recalls a 7-yearold boy at the D.A.’s office, who decided to read to Justice. “He
sat right next to the dog and made sure he understood every
word. Justice gave him his undivided attention. All the P.B.B.
dogs are great at lying down and keeping still when children
approach, even if the kids are jumping and waving their arms.”
In places like the I.R.C. and the D.A.’s office, where
the work is emotionally draining and the clients are often
traumatized, a couple
of specially trained
Labrador retrievers can
“work their way into
the hearts of everyone
they meet,” says Lyden,
bringing enormous
comfort to people in
need. P.B.B. is proud
of these amazing dogs,
and grateful for the
opportunity to help.

Puppies Behind Bars began a new therapy-dog initiative this
summer, at the New York office of the International Rescue
Committee. Founded in 1933, the I.R.C. is one of the premier
international relief agencies, which means its staff work with
the victims of war, natural disaster, and other humanitarian
crises, including refugees seeking asylum in the U.S.
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Jennifer Lyden with Albee on a
visit to the Family Justice Center.
Photo: PBB

THE GIFT OF FELIX
Jacob Hill, a former member of the Air Force Special Ops team, delivered the following remarks at P.B.B.’s Dog Tags graduation ceremony
on August 31, at the Fishkill Correctional Facility in Fishkill, N.Y.
It’s 08:30. It’s hot and humid out, with the sun beating down
against my face. I’m sweating. It’s starting to run into my eyes
behind my sunglasses, making them burn as I try and scan my
surroundings. There are dozens of vehicles as I walk through
a vast opening with hundreds of vantage points for a sniper, a
lone gunner, or even an I.E.D. So my attention to detail needs
to be on point. I have 50 feet before I am in cover. As I walk,
my eyes are constantly sweeping from car to car, looking for
anything suspicious. Hanging wires, bulging seats, or fresh
paint. Trying to remember which cars were where and in what
position so when I return I can spot differences. All the while,
it can’t be too obvious that I’m looking for things, because
I can’t blow my cover. People are all around me, walking
past me without a care in the world, not knowing that at any
moment a shot could ring out, or a bomb could explode, and
our lives could be changed forever.
A male walks closer to me, having left the building I was
heading for. As soon as he left the building he made a bee-line
for me, as if he knew who I was. He’s wearing dark glasses,
with a beard and traditional clothing, and has his hands
behind his back. His head is straight, as if he’s looking past
me, however I notice a slight grin on his face as he gets closer
and closer. He’s a threat. I feel my body start to vibrate as
my adrenaline pumps through my blood. I get a sense of cold
passing through my body as the hair on the back of my neck
sticks up, as my body is preparing for an attack. I’m scanning
my surroundings more actively now, trying to see if there’s
an ambush coming or if this man just has a suicidal mindset.
Either way I’m f*****d. I’m in the middle of an open area, with
nothing more than a couple vehicles for cover, and I don’t
have a gun. I start thinking about how I’m going to kill him
once he gets close enough if he comes at me.
He’s ten feet from me, still walking closer. He’s staring
at me, with that same smile across his face—as if he’s mocking
me or baiting me. It doesn’t matter: my life is threatened and
I need to act. Five feet from me and I still have 15 feet to the
building. What does he have behind his back? A gun? A knife?
A remote detonator? Or worse, something I haven’t even
noticed? Either way, I need to act fast and whatever he pulls
out, I will go to block it with my left arm, slam my knuckles
into his throat, grab around his neck and break it. If I can do
that quick enough, I can make a break for the building. I’m
ready. I’m prepared to die. I’ve gone over exactly what I’m
going to do in my head. I just need him to get closer.
“I like your shirt!”
“What?”
“Your shirt, it says Legend, with the punisher emblem.
It’s for Chris Kyle isn’t it?”

Senior Airman Jacob Hill, U.S. Air Force, and Felix. Photo: PBB

“Ya, that’s right.”
And then he kept walking. No gun, no knife, nothing. I
stop and try to figure out what the f***k just happened. And I
realize where I am. I’m in a Walmart parking lot. My wife sent
me here for some snacks for our July 4th party.
Being in special forces was a blessing and a curse. I had
the privilege of fighting alongside the bravest men I’ve ever
met. We were always the first ones in, and the last ones out.
There were some who didn’t make it. Our job was “so that
others may live,” because we could go any place, any time,
at a moment’s notice. But because of the nature of the job,
some of us—myself included—need help. I feel a sense of
discouragement because I didn’t die and others did. When I
see that flag, I don’t just see stars and stripes; I see coffins, I
see nightmares, and I see death. But above all, I see hope. For
every time I stand with my hand crossing my heart and hear
the national anthem playing, I think about those men who I
lost. And the reasons we keep fighting.
How many of you have children? I envy you. Because of
what I did and my mindset now, my wife doesn’t feel comfortable having kids yet and probably won’t for years.
You see, when I was just 21, I was in Afghanistan near the
Pakistani border in what’s known as “the boot.” We had orders
to kill an H.V.T. (a high-value target), because he had just organized a successful suicide bombing chain that killed 10 marines
along with multiple civilians. On Christmas Day, I found
him. And I killed him. It was the best and worst Christmas I
have ever had. Killing any high-level terrorist was our job, so
being able to complete that mission was priority number one.
However, he happened to be at a family outing and his daughter I also killed. She wasn’t more than 7. That day has come to
haunt me, and probably will for the rest of my life.
I tell you this because it’s not just my life I’ve affected.
It’s my wife’s as well. Because of that one act, I have a hard
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time with kids, being around them and feeling comfortable.
I always think back to the little girl I took away and how I
stole her life. My wife knows I have these issues, as I’ve told
her, and I don’t blame her in any way for feeling the way she
does. Because to me, I’m a murderer, and I’ll have to look
God in the face and pay for my sins.
From the moment Felix was given to me, I felt
a connection. Maybe it was because I had kibble, but I
couldn’t believe how attentive he was. He was constantly
fixated on me. Constantly on guard for me, watching my
back. Even when he didn’t have to be.
Felix is my bodyguard. He’s my wingman. He’s my best
friend. I’ve known him for less than two weeks, but in those
two weeks we have bonded, and it feels like he knows everything about me, down to my core. I’ve told Felix everything that
I’ve done, including trying to kill myself. And you wanna know
what his response was? Without being given the command, he
gave me a kiss. And wagged his tail. As if to tell me he forgives
me. He understands, and we’ll get through this together.
Puppies Behind Bars isn’t just a program to train dogs
for veterans or first responders. It’s a lot more than that. Since
becoming involved with P.B.B., I have made friends with their
volunteer groups through Instagram, people who allowed me
to vent to them for hours at a time. I’ve been trained by some
of the most knowledgeable men whose sole purpose was to
make sure I was given everything I needed to be successful.
And I’ve had the privilege of spending two weeks with [P.B.B.
staffers] Gloria and Nora, two people who care more about
dogs than themselves. I owe them all everything. There are no
words that could possibly describe my gratitude and no gift
that would give me the same effect Felix has. I am truly blessed.

“THAT DOG SAVED MY
LIFE”
José Perez, an inmate puppy-raiser at the Fishkill Correctional
Facility, also spoke at the August 31 Dog Tags graduation ceremony. His message of thanks to his “real-life heroes” has been
slightly adapted for print.
Being a part of Puppies Behind Bars is poetic for me, because
my arrest involved a dog. Like most of us who commit crimes
and think that we can get away with the harm we’ve caused, I
ran away from authorities, hiding in between two garages in
someone’s backyard. As I stood there, hoping no one would
find me, I felt a warm wetness swipe across my hand.
It was a dog.
The tall, big-headed Rottweiler whined and licked my
hand, wagging its tail.
This dog lured me out of hiding, where I would meet
the family who lived in the dog’s home. I confessed to them

what I had done. They convinced me to take responsibility
for the crimes I had committed and turn myself in to the
police. That dog saved my life.
Years later, when I found out that there was a
program where I could learn how to raise dogs, I couldn’t
wait to be a part of something like that. A dog had lured me
out of my delusional hiding place to take responsibility for
my actions. When I finally became a part of P.B.B., a dog
would again teach me about responsibility, facilitate my
growth into manhood, and help me get back in touch with
my humanity.
Most of us who join P.B.B. do not have a clue of what
it takes to turn a puppy into a service dog. It’s tough. It is
hard to shed the hardened persona that constitutes one’s
masculinity or, worse, one’s reputation as a criminal. So
before the P.B.B. staff hands you a leash and a dog, that
persona needs to be dismantled.
P.B.B.’s staff knows exactly how to do this. They say
to all of the new guys: “Jolly that dog! Use your voice, body,
and movement to get the dog to want to be around you.”
This means making yourself the most interesting thing in the
world to a puppy.
It means getting
on your hands and knees,
rolling and running around,
and creating your very own
high-pitched sing-song
on the spot. Sometimes
it works, sometimes it
doesn’t, but what does
work is that dogs have this
natural ability to undo any
sense of a rough and tough
persona we may have. The
shell that most prisoners
Puppy-raiser José Perez, Fishkill
Correctional Facility. Photo: Peggy Vance
have been carrying around
for decades is pulled to
pieces by one jollying session.
Most of us have been imprisoning ourselves with
tough-guy images. Thank God for puppies, whose pure
wagging tails liberate us from that place.
Along with changing our images comes the opportunity to finally be of service. The place we come from is
a world where, instead of contributing to the community,
we have taken from, and terrified, our society. Our dogs in
P.B.B. facilitate our getting back in touch with our humanity,
as we teach them over 92 commands so that they can partner up with our real-life heroes: Our U.S. military men and
women and our first responders, who have been wounded
on the battle-field or on the streets of our cities.
Raising service dogs for those who have served us is
more urgent for us P.B.B. raisers, because we are honored to
do something for the people who have worked and fought to
protect the communities we’ve harmed. Through the purity
of a dog’s love, we can say I am sorry, while simultaneously
saying thank you.
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“The experience has actually been great,” he added.
“Nothing negative has come out of there.” And one unexpected dividend, thanks to the antics of the dogs: “I have not
laughed this much in years.”
Smith, too, was apprehensive. But then, as he told it, the
inmates in the program “greeted us with an open hand, and
said, ‘Come in. We’re gonna help you.’ They have put their
whole heart and soul into this program—which I believe, I
know, it helps them—and they’re there to help us. They are an
amazing group of women of all ages, all colors, but they have
one goal in common and that is to train these dogs that will
help people like me.”
“The first responders and puppy-raisers trusted each
other, and the two weeks were full of hope, commitment,
hard work and professionalism on both sides,” reported
Gilbert Stoga, who ran the training along with the Dog Tags
program director, Nora Moran. “We all learned a lot. And the
first responders, by their own admittance, left with views of
inmates that were changed forever.”
For Smith, a self-described “grumpy old bastard,” the
most important message of his whole P.B.B. experience was
about not trying to go it alone. “Reach out,” he said. “Don’t be
ashamed to ask for help. I’ve done that my whole life. There is
help out there.”
Months after the training ended, P.B.B.’s pioneering
class of first responders are still exploring their partnerships
with their dogs. But already the benefits seem clear. Smith has
found that Reilly keeps him from negative thinking, makes him
less irritable, and gives him more patience. The dog also has
gotten him and his family out to beaches, parks, and restaurants. “She’s very calming at doctor’s visits,” he reports, “and
it’s nice to speak with people about her and the program. It’s
made my life purposeful.”
“At first, it was hard to see where he fit in to help me,”
Andrews says of Pete, a black Lab. “It was a little stressful working [the dog] into my usual routine. However, it didn’t take long
to realize that he could be my anchor when I had a challenge to
deal with. My family tells me that I am more even-tempered and
more like myself. I wasn’t sure that I’d ever be myself again, so
this is an amazing thing. When I’m hurting, he knows what he
can do to help…. My wife says [it] is a miracle. We’re just at the
beginning of our journey together, but I think my kids and wife
will benefit from Pete as much as I will.”

LAB SESSIONS

Two P.B.B. dogs, Fezziwig and Justice, have been
spending time in the I.R.C. offices, in an initiative similar to
the one that was started in 2013 at the Manhattan District
Attorney’s office for special victims, family justice, and witness
aid. As Jennifer Lyden, who is in charge of both programs,
describes P.B.B.’s weekly visits to the D.A.’s office, “Often the
dogs are in an open waiting area, where anyone who wants
to interact with them can, but occasionally they get asked to
join a social worker or D.A. in a session with a victim. It never
ceases to amaze me how the dogs know exactly how to lighten
the mood. They are very good at showing love to anyone who
hints at compassion towards them.” At the I.R.C., the pups
already have brought their magic to staff members, and Lyden
hopes that as the year goes on they can begin to do the same
for the agency’s clients.
“By the end of the summer, I.R.C. clients were showing
interest in connecting with the dogs,” she reports, even some
with no experience of canine affection. “One 3-year-old girl
looked longingly at Fezziwig, as he lay calmly on the floor of
the conference room. The I.R.C. psychologist encouraged her
to pet the dog, but the child was too afraid. Then, as she gazed
at Fezziwig, with great effort and intention she started petting
the psychologist. Even though that was all the courage she
could muster that day, it was a huge step toward becoming
comfortable with dogs.”
Fezziwig may like to test Lyden from time to time—
“When he decides to put on the brakes, I am not going
anywhere,” she says—but with children he is always calm and
patient. Justice is also a pro with kids. Lyden recalls a 7-yearold boy at the D.A.’s office, who decided to read to Justice. “He
sat right next to the dog and made sure he understood every
word. Justice gave him his undivided attention. All the P.B.B.
dogs are great at lying down and keeping still when children
approach, even if the kids are jumping and waving their arms.”
In places like the I.R.C. and the D.A.’s office, where
the work is emotionally draining and the clients are often
traumatized, a couple
of specially trained
Labrador retrievers can
“work their way into
the hearts of everyone
they meet,” says Lyden,
bringing enormous
comfort to people in
need. P.B.B. is proud
of these amazing dogs,
and grateful for the
opportunity to help.

Puppies Behind Bars began a new therapy-dog initiative this
summer, at the New York office of the International Rescue
Committee. Founded in 1933, the I.R.C. is one of the premier
international relief agencies, which means its staff work with
the victims of war, natural disaster, and other humanitarian
crises, including refugees seeking asylum in the U.S.
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Jennifer Lyden with Albee on a
visit to the Family Justice Center.
Photo: PBB

THE GIFT OF FELIX
Jacob Hill, a former member of the Air Force Special Ops team, delivered the following remarks at P.B.B.’s Dog Tags graduation ceremony
on August 31, at the Fishkill Correctional Facility in Fishkill, N.Y.
It’s 08:30. It’s hot and humid out, with the sun beating down
against my face. I’m sweating. It’s starting to run into my eyes
behind my sunglasses, making them burn as I try and scan my
surroundings. There are dozens of vehicles as I walk through
a vast opening with hundreds of vantage points for a sniper, a
lone gunner, or even an I.E.D. So my attention to detail needs
to be on point. I have 50 feet before I am in cover. As I walk,
my eyes are constantly sweeping from car to car, looking for
anything suspicious. Hanging wires, bulging seats, or fresh
paint. Trying to remember which cars were where and in what
position so when I return I can spot differences. All the while,
it can’t be too obvious that I’m looking for things, because
I can’t blow my cover. People are all around me, walking
past me without a care in the world, not knowing that at any
moment a shot could ring out, or a bomb could explode, and
our lives could be changed forever.
A male walks closer to me, having left the building I was
heading for. As soon as he left the building he made a bee-line
for me, as if he knew who I was. He’s wearing dark glasses,
with a beard and traditional clothing, and has his hands
behind his back. His head is straight, as if he’s looking past
me, however I notice a slight grin on his face as he gets closer
and closer. He’s a threat. I feel my body start to vibrate as
my adrenaline pumps through my blood. I get a sense of cold
passing through my body as the hair on the back of my neck
sticks up, as my body is preparing for an attack. I’m scanning
my surroundings more actively now, trying to see if there’s
an ambush coming or if this man just has a suicidal mindset.
Either way I’m f*****d. I’m in the middle of an open area, with
nothing more than a couple vehicles for cover, and I don’t
have a gun. I start thinking about how I’m going to kill him
once he gets close enough if he comes at me.
He’s ten feet from me, still walking closer. He’s staring
at me, with that same smile across his face—as if he’s mocking
me or baiting me. It doesn’t matter: my life is threatened and
I need to act. Five feet from me and I still have 15 feet to the
building. What does he have behind his back? A gun? A knife?
A remote detonator? Or worse, something I haven’t even
noticed? Either way, I need to act fast and whatever he pulls
out, I will go to block it with my left arm, slam my knuckles
into his throat, grab around his neck and break it. If I can do
that quick enough, I can make a break for the building. I’m
ready. I’m prepared to die. I’ve gone over exactly what I’m
going to do in my head. I just need him to get closer.
“I like your shirt!”
“What?”
“Your shirt, it says Legend, with the punisher emblem.
It’s for Chris Kyle isn’t it?”

Senior Airman Jacob Hill, U.S. Air Force, and Felix. Photo: PBB

“Ya, that’s right.”
And then he kept walking. No gun, no knife, nothing. I
stop and try to figure out what the f***k just happened. And I
realize where I am. I’m in a Walmart parking lot. My wife sent
me here for some snacks for our July 4th party.
Being in special forces was a blessing and a curse. I had
the privilege of fighting alongside the bravest men I’ve ever
met. We were always the first ones in, and the last ones out.
There were some who didn’t make it. Our job was “so that
others may live,” because we could go any place, any time,
at a moment’s notice. But because of the nature of the job,
some of us—myself included—need help. I feel a sense of
discouragement because I didn’t die and others did. When I
see that flag, I don’t just see stars and stripes; I see coffins, I
see nightmares, and I see death. But above all, I see hope. For
every time I stand with my hand crossing my heart and hear
the national anthem playing, I think about those men who I
lost. And the reasons we keep fighting.
How many of you have children? I envy you. Because of
what I did and my mindset now, my wife doesn’t feel comfortable having kids yet and probably won’t for years.
You see, when I was just 21, I was in Afghanistan near the
Pakistani border in what’s known as “the boot.” We had orders
to kill an H.V.T. (a high-value target), because he had just organized a successful suicide bombing chain that killed 10 marines
along with multiple civilians. On Christmas Day, I found
him. And I killed him. It was the best and worst Christmas I
have ever had. Killing any high-level terrorist was our job, so
being able to complete that mission was priority number one.
However, he happened to be at a family outing and his daughter I also killed. She wasn’t more than 7. That day has come to
haunt me, and probably will for the rest of my life.
I tell you this because it’s not just my life I’ve affected.
It’s my wife’s as well. Because of that one act, I have a hard
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time with kids, being around them and feeling comfortable.
I always think back to the little girl I took away and how I
stole her life. My wife knows I have these issues, as I’ve told
her, and I don’t blame her in any way for feeling the way she
does. Because to me, I’m a murderer, and I’ll have to look
God in the face and pay for my sins.
From the moment Felix was given to me, I felt
a connection. Maybe it was because I had kibble, but I
couldn’t believe how attentive he was. He was constantly
fixated on me. Constantly on guard for me, watching my
back. Even when he didn’t have to be.
Felix is my bodyguard. He’s my wingman. He’s my best
friend. I’ve known him for less than two weeks, but in those
two weeks we have bonded, and it feels like he knows everything about me, down to my core. I’ve told Felix everything that
I’ve done, including trying to kill myself. And you wanna know
what his response was? Without being given the command, he
gave me a kiss. And wagged his tail. As if to tell me he forgives
me. He understands, and we’ll get through this together.
Puppies Behind Bars isn’t just a program to train dogs
for veterans or first responders. It’s a lot more than that. Since
becoming involved with P.B.B., I have made friends with their
volunteer groups through Instagram, people who allowed me
to vent to them for hours at a time. I’ve been trained by some
of the most knowledgeable men whose sole purpose was to
make sure I was given everything I needed to be successful.
And I’ve had the privilege of spending two weeks with [P.B.B.
staffers] Gloria and Nora, two people who care more about
dogs than themselves. I owe them all everything. There are no
words that could possibly describe my gratitude and no gift
that would give me the same effect Felix has. I am truly blessed.

“THAT DOG SAVED MY
LIFE”
José Perez, an inmate puppy-raiser at the Fishkill Correctional
Facility, also spoke at the August 31 Dog Tags graduation ceremony. His message of thanks to his “real-life heroes” has been
slightly adapted for print.
Being a part of Puppies Behind Bars is poetic for me, because
my arrest involved a dog. Like most of us who commit crimes
and think that we can get away with the harm we’ve caused, I
ran away from authorities, hiding in between two garages in
someone’s backyard. As I stood there, hoping no one would
find me, I felt a warm wetness swipe across my hand.
It was a dog.
The tall, big-headed Rottweiler whined and licked my
hand, wagging its tail.
This dog lured me out of hiding, where I would meet
the family who lived in the dog’s home. I confessed to them

what I had done. They convinced me to take responsibility
for the crimes I had committed and turn myself in to the
police. That dog saved my life.
Years later, when I found out that there was a
program where I could learn how to raise dogs, I couldn’t
wait to be a part of something like that. A dog had lured me
out of my delusional hiding place to take responsibility for
my actions. When I finally became a part of P.B.B., a dog
would again teach me about responsibility, facilitate my
growth into manhood, and help me get back in touch with
my humanity.
Most of us who join P.B.B. do not have a clue of what
it takes to turn a puppy into a service dog. It’s tough. It is
hard to shed the hardened persona that constitutes one’s
masculinity or, worse, one’s reputation as a criminal. So
before the P.B.B. staff hands you a leash and a dog, that
persona needs to be dismantled.
P.B.B.’s staff knows exactly how to do this. They say
to all of the new guys: “Jolly that dog! Use your voice, body,
and movement to get the dog to want to be around you.”
This means making yourself the most interesting thing in the
world to a puppy.
It means getting
on your hands and knees,
rolling and running around,
and creating your very own
high-pitched sing-song
on the spot. Sometimes
it works, sometimes it
doesn’t, but what does
work is that dogs have this
natural ability to undo any
sense of a rough and tough
persona we may have. The
shell that most prisoners
Puppy-raiser José Perez, Fishkill
Correctional Facility. Photo: Peggy Vance
have been carrying around
for decades is pulled to
pieces by one jollying session.
Most of us have been imprisoning ourselves with
tough-guy images. Thank God for puppies, whose pure
wagging tails liberate us from that place.
Along with changing our images comes the opportunity to finally be of service. The place we come from is
a world where, instead of contributing to the community,
we have taken from, and terrified, our society. Our dogs in
P.B.B. facilitate our getting back in touch with our humanity,
as we teach them over 92 commands so that they can partner up with our real-life heroes: Our U.S. military men and
women and our first responders, who have been wounded
on the battle-field or on the streets of our cities.
Raising service dogs for those who have served us is
more urgent for us P.B.B. raisers, because we are honored to
do something for the people who have worked and fought to
protect the communities we’ve harmed. Through the purity
of a dog’s love, we can say I am sorry, while simultaneously
saying thank you.
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“The experience has actually been great,” he added.
“Nothing negative has come out of there.” And one unexpected dividend, thanks to the antics of the dogs: “I have not
laughed this much in years.”
Smith, too, was apprehensive. But then, as he told it, the
inmates in the program “greeted us with an open hand, and
said, ‘Come in. We’re gonna help you.’ They have put their
whole heart and soul into this program—which I believe, I
know, it helps them—and they’re there to help us. They are an
amazing group of women of all ages, all colors, but they have
one goal in common and that is to train these dogs that will
help people like me.”
“The first responders and puppy-raisers trusted each
other, and the two weeks were full of hope, commitment,
hard work and professionalism on both sides,” reported
Gilbert Stoga, who ran the training along with the Dog Tags
program director, Nora Moran. “We all learned a lot. And the
first responders, by their own admittance, left with views of
inmates that were changed forever.”
For Smith, a self-described “grumpy old bastard,” the
most important message of his whole P.B.B. experience was
about not trying to go it alone. “Reach out,” he said. “Don’t be
ashamed to ask for help. I’ve done that my whole life. There is
help out there.”
Months after the training ended, P.B.B.’s pioneering
class of first responders are still exploring their partnerships
with their dogs. But already the benefits seem clear. Smith has
found that Reilly keeps him from negative thinking, makes him
less irritable, and gives him more patience. The dog also has
gotten him and his family out to beaches, parks, and restaurants. “She’s very calming at doctor’s visits,” he reports, “and
it’s nice to speak with people about her and the program. It’s
made my life purposeful.”
“At first, it was hard to see where he fit in to help me,”
Andrews says of Pete, a black Lab. “It was a little stressful working [the dog] into my usual routine. However, it didn’t take long
to realize that he could be my anchor when I had a challenge to
deal with. My family tells me that I am more even-tempered and
more like myself. I wasn’t sure that I’d ever be myself again, so
this is an amazing thing. When I’m hurting, he knows what he
can do to help…. My wife says [it] is a miracle. We’re just at the
beginning of our journey together, but I think my kids and wife
will benefit from Pete as much as I will.”

LAB SESSIONS

Two P.B.B. dogs, Fezziwig and Justice, have been
spending time in the I.R.C. offices, in an initiative similar to
the one that was started in 2013 at the Manhattan District
Attorney’s office for special victims, family justice, and witness
aid. As Jennifer Lyden, who is in charge of both programs,
describes P.B.B.’s weekly visits to the D.A.’s office, “Often the
dogs are in an open waiting area, where anyone who wants
to interact with them can, but occasionally they get asked to
join a social worker or D.A. in a session with a victim. It never
ceases to amaze me how the dogs know exactly how to lighten
the mood. They are very good at showing love to anyone who
hints at compassion towards them.” At the I.R.C., the pups
already have brought their magic to staff members, and Lyden
hopes that as the year goes on they can begin to do the same
for the agency’s clients.
“By the end of the summer, I.R.C. clients were showing
interest in connecting with the dogs,” she reports, even some
with no experience of canine affection. “One 3-year-old girl
looked longingly at Fezziwig, as he lay calmly on the floor of
the conference room. The I.R.C. psychologist encouraged her
to pet the dog, but the child was too afraid. Then, as she gazed
at Fezziwig, with great effort and intention she started petting
the psychologist. Even though that was all the courage she
could muster that day, it was a huge step toward becoming
comfortable with dogs.”
Fezziwig may like to test Lyden from time to time—
“When he decides to put on the brakes, I am not going
anywhere,” she says—but with children he is always calm and
patient. Justice is also a pro with kids. Lyden recalls a 7-yearold boy at the D.A.’s office, who decided to read to Justice. “He
sat right next to the dog and made sure he understood every
word. Justice gave him his undivided attention. All the P.B.B.
dogs are great at lying down and keeping still when children
approach, even if the kids are jumping and waving their arms.”
In places like the I.R.C. and the D.A.’s office, where
the work is emotionally draining and the clients are often
traumatized, a couple
of specially trained
Labrador retrievers can
“work their way into
the hearts of everyone
they meet,” says Lyden,
bringing enormous
comfort to people in
need. P.B.B. is proud
of these amazing dogs,
and grateful for the
opportunity to help.

Puppies Behind Bars began a new therapy-dog initiative this
summer, at the New York office of the International Rescue
Committee. Founded in 1933, the I.R.C. is one of the premier
international relief agencies, which means its staff work with
the victims of war, natural disaster, and other humanitarian
crises, including refugees seeking asylum in the U.S.
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Jennifer Lyden with Albee on a
visit to the Family Justice Center.
Photo: PBB

THE GIFT OF FELIX
Jacob Hill, a former member of the Air Force Special Ops team, delivered the following remarks at P.B.B.’s Dog Tags graduation ceremony
on August 31, at the Fishkill Correctional Facility in Fishkill, N.Y.
It’s 08:30. It’s hot and humid out, with the sun beating down
against my face. I’m sweating. It’s starting to run into my eyes
behind my sunglasses, making them burn as I try and scan my
surroundings. There are dozens of vehicles as I walk through
a vast opening with hundreds of vantage points for a sniper, a
lone gunner, or even an I.E.D. So my attention to detail needs
to be on point. I have 50 feet before I am in cover. As I walk,
my eyes are constantly sweeping from car to car, looking for
anything suspicious. Hanging wires, bulging seats, or fresh
paint. Trying to remember which cars were where and in what
position so when I return I can spot differences. All the while,
it can’t be too obvious that I’m looking for things, because
I can’t blow my cover. People are all around me, walking
past me without a care in the world, not knowing that at any
moment a shot could ring out, or a bomb could explode, and
our lives could be changed forever.
A male walks closer to me, having left the building I was
heading for. As soon as he left the building he made a bee-line
for me, as if he knew who I was. He’s wearing dark glasses,
with a beard and traditional clothing, and has his hands
behind his back. His head is straight, as if he’s looking past
me, however I notice a slight grin on his face as he gets closer
and closer. He’s a threat. I feel my body start to vibrate as
my adrenaline pumps through my blood. I get a sense of cold
passing through my body as the hair on the back of my neck
sticks up, as my body is preparing for an attack. I’m scanning
my surroundings more actively now, trying to see if there’s
an ambush coming or if this man just has a suicidal mindset.
Either way I’m f*****d. I’m in the middle of an open area, with
nothing more than a couple vehicles for cover, and I don’t
have a gun. I start thinking about how I’m going to kill him
once he gets close enough if he comes at me.
He’s ten feet from me, still walking closer. He’s staring
at me, with that same smile across his face—as if he’s mocking
me or baiting me. It doesn’t matter: my life is threatened and
I need to act. Five feet from me and I still have 15 feet to the
building. What does he have behind his back? A gun? A knife?
A remote detonator? Or worse, something I haven’t even
noticed? Either way, I need to act fast and whatever he pulls
out, I will go to block it with my left arm, slam my knuckles
into his throat, grab around his neck and break it. If I can do
that quick enough, I can make a break for the building. I’m
ready. I’m prepared to die. I’ve gone over exactly what I’m
going to do in my head. I just need him to get closer.
“I like your shirt!”
“What?”
“Your shirt, it says Legend, with the punisher emblem.
It’s for Chris Kyle isn’t it?”

Senior Airman Jacob Hill, U.S. Air Force, and Felix. Photo: PBB

“Ya, that’s right.”
And then he kept walking. No gun, no knife, nothing. I
stop and try to figure out what the f***k just happened. And I
realize where I am. I’m in a Walmart parking lot. My wife sent
me here for some snacks for our July 4th party.
Being in special forces was a blessing and a curse. I had
the privilege of fighting alongside the bravest men I’ve ever
met. We were always the first ones in, and the last ones out.
There were some who didn’t make it. Our job was “so that
others may live,” because we could go any place, any time,
at a moment’s notice. But because of the nature of the job,
some of us—myself included—need help. I feel a sense of
discouragement because I didn’t die and others did. When I
see that flag, I don’t just see stars and stripes; I see coffins, I
see nightmares, and I see death. But above all, I see hope. For
every time I stand with my hand crossing my heart and hear
the national anthem playing, I think about those men who I
lost. And the reasons we keep fighting.
How many of you have children? I envy you. Because of
what I did and my mindset now, my wife doesn’t feel comfortable having kids yet and probably won’t for years.
You see, when I was just 21, I was in Afghanistan near the
Pakistani border in what’s known as “the boot.” We had orders
to kill an H.V.T. (a high-value target), because he had just organized a successful suicide bombing chain that killed 10 marines
along with multiple civilians. On Christmas Day, I found
him. And I killed him. It was the best and worst Christmas I
have ever had. Killing any high-level terrorist was our job, so
being able to complete that mission was priority number one.
However, he happened to be at a family outing and his daughter I also killed. She wasn’t more than 7. That day has come to
haunt me, and probably will for the rest of my life.
I tell you this because it’s not just my life I’ve affected.
It’s my wife’s as well. Because of that one act, I have a hard
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time with kids, being around them and feeling comfortable.
I always think back to the little girl I took away and how I
stole her life. My wife knows I have these issues, as I’ve told
her, and I don’t blame her in any way for feeling the way she
does. Because to me, I’m a murderer, and I’ll have to look
God in the face and pay for my sins.
From the moment Felix was given to me, I felt
a connection. Maybe it was because I had kibble, but I
couldn’t believe how attentive he was. He was constantly
fixated on me. Constantly on guard for me, watching my
back. Even when he didn’t have to be.
Felix is my bodyguard. He’s my wingman. He’s my best
friend. I’ve known him for less than two weeks, but in those
two weeks we have bonded, and it feels like he knows everything about me, down to my core. I’ve told Felix everything that
I’ve done, including trying to kill myself. And you wanna know
what his response was? Without being given the command, he
gave me a kiss. And wagged his tail. As if to tell me he forgives
me. He understands, and we’ll get through this together.
Puppies Behind Bars isn’t just a program to train dogs
for veterans or first responders. It’s a lot more than that. Since
becoming involved with P.B.B., I have made friends with their
volunteer groups through Instagram, people who allowed me
to vent to them for hours at a time. I’ve been trained by some
of the most knowledgeable men whose sole purpose was to
make sure I was given everything I needed to be successful.
And I’ve had the privilege of spending two weeks with [P.B.B.
staffers] Gloria and Nora, two people who care more about
dogs than themselves. I owe them all everything. There are no
words that could possibly describe my gratitude and no gift
that would give me the same effect Felix has. I am truly blessed.

“THAT DOG SAVED MY
LIFE”
José Perez, an inmate puppy-raiser at the Fishkill Correctional
Facility, also spoke at the August 31 Dog Tags graduation ceremony. His message of thanks to his “real-life heroes” has been
slightly adapted for print.
Being a part of Puppies Behind Bars is poetic for me, because
my arrest involved a dog. Like most of us who commit crimes
and think that we can get away with the harm we’ve caused, I
ran away from authorities, hiding in between two garages in
someone’s backyard. As I stood there, hoping no one would
find me, I felt a warm wetness swipe across my hand.
It was a dog.
The tall, big-headed Rottweiler whined and licked my
hand, wagging its tail.
This dog lured me out of hiding, where I would meet
the family who lived in the dog’s home. I confessed to them

what I had done. They convinced me to take responsibility
for the crimes I had committed and turn myself in to the
police. That dog saved my life.
Years later, when I found out that there was a
program where I could learn how to raise dogs, I couldn’t
wait to be a part of something like that. A dog had lured me
out of my delusional hiding place to take responsibility for
my actions. When I finally became a part of P.B.B., a dog
would again teach me about responsibility, facilitate my
growth into manhood, and help me get back in touch with
my humanity.
Most of us who join P.B.B. do not have a clue of what
it takes to turn a puppy into a service dog. It’s tough. It is
hard to shed the hardened persona that constitutes one’s
masculinity or, worse, one’s reputation as a criminal. So
before the P.B.B. staff hands you a leash and a dog, that
persona needs to be dismantled.
P.B.B.’s staff knows exactly how to do this. They say
to all of the new guys: “Jolly that dog! Use your voice, body,
and movement to get the dog to want to be around you.”
This means making yourself the most interesting thing in the
world to a puppy.
It means getting
on your hands and knees,
rolling and running around,
and creating your very own
high-pitched sing-song
on the spot. Sometimes
it works, sometimes it
doesn’t, but what does
work is that dogs have this
natural ability to undo any
sense of a rough and tough
persona we may have. The
shell that most prisoners
Puppy-raiser José Perez, Fishkill
Correctional Facility. Photo: Peggy Vance
have been carrying around
for decades is pulled to
pieces by one jollying session.
Most of us have been imprisoning ourselves with
tough-guy images. Thank God for puppies, whose pure
wagging tails liberate us from that place.
Along with changing our images comes the opportunity to finally be of service. The place we come from is
a world where, instead of contributing to the community,
we have taken from, and terrified, our society. Our dogs in
P.B.B. facilitate our getting back in touch with our humanity,
as we teach them over 92 commands so that they can partner up with our real-life heroes: Our U.S. military men and
women and our first responders, who have been wounded
on the battle-field or on the streets of our cities.
Raising service dogs for those who have served us is
more urgent for us P.B.B. raisers, because we are honored to
do something for the people who have worked and fought to
protect the communities we’ve harmed. Through the purity
of a dog’s love, we can say I am sorry, while simultaneously
saying thank you.
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PAWS FOR APPLAUSE

www.puppiesbehindbars.com
PUPPIES BEHIND BARS
263 WEST 38TH STREET
4TH FLOOR
NEW YORK, NY 10018

Picnic Romp: Recent graduates and service dogs in training enjoy Jennie’s Meadow at the Scaife Family Foundation Early Socialization Center. Photo: Peggy Vance

VOLUNTEER VALOR

MEANWHILE, BACK IN THE OFFICE…

For all the skill and hard work of its inmate puppy-raisers and
professional instructors, P.B.B. couldn’t manage without the
tireless dedication of almost 300 volunteers. They devote
countless hours to socializing the puppies—an essential
element in creating successful working dogs. Some volunteers go through tedious security procedures to bring
puppies in and out of prison for visits to shopping malls,
restaurants, or supermarkets. Others give over their weekends to hosting pups in New York City.
More than 100 of these invaluable supporters gathered at the Scaife Family Foundation Early Socialization
Center in Millerton, N.Y., on Sunday, August 26, for a volunteer appreciation picnic on the beautiful grounds of the
property. Six boisterous puppies (Penny’s latest litter, born
at the Center in June) were present, as were Fargo’s litter
of 5-week-olds, providing many laughs and much delight. A
number of P.B.B. “alumni”—service dogs and E.D.C.s—also
attended, with their veteran or law enforcement handlers,
enjoying the chance to say thank you for all that these
volunteers have done for them and many others.

The newest member of P.B.B.’s Board of Directors, Mark
McCallan, brings uniquely valuable experience to the group.
A veteran N.Y.P.D. detective with the bomb squad, McCallan
has come into the prisons to assess P.B.B. dogs for explosive-detection work as well as to tell the inmate puppyraisers what a valuable job they are doing. “We are thrilled
to expand our reach to the law enforcement community by
having Mark join our board,” says P.B.B. president Gloria
Gilbert Stoga.
P.B.B. also welcomes two new staff members: Lauren
Murphy, a native New Yorker who loves technology and
animals, started as Database Manager in December 2017,
a job that includes sending acknowledgements to donors.
“I enjoy working here because I’m contributing to an
amazing cause,” she says, “using my technical skills to do
so.” Gabrielle Gonzales recently came on board as a dog
socializer. She graduated from Bergin University of Canine
Studies with a bachelor’s degree in Canine Science, and is
excited about using her knowledge “to help better the lives
of so many people.”

FIRST ON THE SCENE

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

ADVISORY BOARD

PUPPIES BEHIND BARS trains

Z. Jamie Behar, Treasurer
General Motors Asset Management (ret.)

Robert E. Denham
Partner
Munger, Tolles & Olson L.P.

prison inmates to raise service

Albert R. Dowden
President and C.E.O
Volvo North America Corporation (ret.)

and first responders, as well as

Sebastian Junger
Journalist, Author, and Filmmaker

law enforcement. Puppies enter

Lori S. Gevalt
William Hamilton
Joan LaCaille (in memoriam)

PLEASE ACCEPT MY DONATION FOR:

Kathleen Mara

Routine veterinary care for one puppy for a year ($850)
One service-dog vest with patches ($100)
A new sleeping crate ($85)
Food for a puppy for one month ($70)
Hands-free lead for a service-dog trainer ($30)
New toys for one puppy ($10)
Other amount: $
Check enclosed: $

NAME:
ADDRESS:
CITY:
STATE & ZIP:
TELEPHONE:
E-MAIL:
Tax ID # 13-3969389. CFC# 11902

Please make checks payable to Puppies Behind Bars

Please charge my credit card:
Visa
MasterCard
Card Number:
Expiration Date:

AmEx

Discover

Please mail your tax-deductible contribution with this form to:
PUPPIES BEHIND BARS
263 West 38th Street, 4th floor
New York, N.Y. 10018
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Mark McCallan
Detective, NYPD Bomb Squad
J. Daniel O’Brien
Senior Vice President
Galatioto Sports Partners

Henry A. Kissinger
Chairman
Kissinger Associates, Inc.
Nancy Kissinger

Elise O’Shaughnessy, Chairperson

Libby Pataki
Former First Lady, State of New York

Christine D. Rogers, Secretary
Partner
Arnold & Porter (ret.)

Alan J. Stoga
President
Zemi Communications, LLC

dogs for wounded veterans

explosive-detection canines for

prison at the age of 8 weeks and
live with their inmate puppy-raisers
for approximately 24 months. As
the puppies mature into well-loved,
well-behaved dogs, their raisers learn
what it means to contribute to society
rather than take from it.

Gloria Gilbert Stoga
President/Founder
Puppies Behind Bars
Peggy McDonnell Vance

The morning of 9/11, as soon as he saw the news, Ed Smith
told his wife, “I gotta go.” Smith, who was serving as a Port
Authority police officer at the time, got in his car, checked in
with his command, and then headed to join the rescue efforts
at the World Trade Center. He would spend the next nine
months working in the pit. But it wasn’t until 2007 that he was
diagnosed with P.T.S.D. And last May, when he started team
training with his P.B.B.-raised service dog, Reilly, Smith was
still struggling, his nightmares of Ground Zero as vivid as ever.
“The carnage was unbelievable,” he recalled of that terrible
day 17 years ago. “There were human remains all over.”
Smith, now 67, had heard about the Puppies Behind
Bars program through the Rutgers World Trade Center Health
Program. “I was told that P.T.S.D. is not cured but you learn
to live with it,” he said during the training program. “And I
have a temper. And just from these few days, I see that when
my temper comes out, I hurt Reilly’s feelings. And maybe it’ll
keep me in check. Plus, I have a really bad back—I’ve had eight
surgeries since the Trade Center, because I’m the type that
doesn’t say anything until it’s too late.”
Smith is hardly unusual in this. Like military veterans,
first responders—police, firefighters, E.M.T.s, and others—are
at risk for serious emotional and physical injuries. A 2017
University of Phoenix study found that 85 percent experienced mental-health issues and one-third were diagnosed with
depression or P.T.S.D. Yet when Puppies Behind Bars decided
it would open its Dog Tags program to include first responders, it encountered an added problem: lack of awareness. Many
possible candidates don’t even realize how much they are
suffering, or are reluctant to admit it.
Moreover, as P.B.B. president and founder Gloria
Gilbert Stoga notes, “Our veterans still get thanked by the
public for their service, but my guess is that we’ve stopped
thanking the men and women who worked at the World Trade
Center in the aftermath of the attacks and whose lives have
been forever changed.”
Another first responder in the May training group,
former N.Y.P.D. officer Brian Andrews, 41, had also been
struggling with depression and P.T.S.D., as well as physical

Giants Applause: At the N.Y. Giants’ opening game, on September 9, the team chose to
honor the first responders who graduated last May with their P.B.B. service dogs. When
the group was introduced, the entire stadium rose to cheer. Shown here (left to right):
Brian Edwards with Pete, P.B.B. board member Kathleen Mara, and Ed Smith with Reilly.
Photo: Liza Andrews

injuries from being shot in the line of duty. “I have issues
daily,” he said. “A big toll was taken on my family.” With the
help of his service dog, Pete, “I’m hoping to get more of my
life back. I’d like to get off some of these medications, if not
all of them.”
Especially for former cops, the very nature of the
team-training process—working inside the Bedford Hills
women’s prison with the inmates who raised the dogs—was
daunting. While Andrews had seen his share of county jails,
he’d never had a reason to go into a maximum-security facility.
“I was very nervous about it,” he said. Up to a few days beforehand, he wasn’t sure he could handle it, but he now sees the
inmates completely differently.
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Picnic Romp: Recent graduates and service dogs in training enjoy Jennie’s Meadow at the Scaife Family Foundation Early Socialization Center. Photo: Peggy Vance

VOLUNTEER VALOR

MEANWHILE, BACK IN THE OFFICE…

For all the skill and hard work of its inmate puppy-raisers and
professional instructors, P.B.B. couldn’t manage without the
tireless dedication of almost 300 volunteers. They devote
countless hours to socializing the puppies—an essential
element in creating successful working dogs. Some volunteers go through tedious security procedures to bring
puppies in and out of prison for visits to shopping malls,
restaurants, or supermarkets. Others give over their weekends to hosting pups in New York City.
More than 100 of these invaluable supporters gathered at the Scaife Family Foundation Early Socialization
Center in Millerton, N.Y., on Sunday, August 26, for a volunteer appreciation picnic on the beautiful grounds of the
property. Six boisterous puppies (Penny’s latest litter, born
at the Center in June) were present, as were Fargo’s litter
of 5-week-olds, providing many laughs and much delight. A
number of P.B.B. “alumni”—service dogs and E.D.C.s—also
attended, with their veteran or law enforcement handlers,
enjoying the chance to say thank you for all that these
volunteers have done for them and many others.

The newest member of P.B.B.’s Board of Directors, Mark
McCallan, brings uniquely valuable experience to the group.
A veteran N.Y.P.D. detective with the bomb squad, McCallan
has come into the prisons to assess P.B.B. dogs for explosive-detection work as well as to tell the inmate puppyraisers what a valuable job they are doing. “We are thrilled
to expand our reach to the law enforcement community by
having Mark join our board,” says P.B.B. president Gloria
Gilbert Stoga.
P.B.B. also welcomes two new staff members: Lauren
Murphy, a native New Yorker who loves technology and
animals, started as Database Manager in December 2017,
a job that includes sending acknowledgements to donors.
“I enjoy working here because I’m contributing to an
amazing cause,” she says, “using my technical skills to do
so.” Gabrielle Gonzales recently came on board as a dog
socializer. She graduated from Bergin University of Canine
Studies with a bachelor’s degree in Canine Science, and is
excited about using her knowledge “to help better the lives
of so many people.”
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PLEASE ACCEPT MY DONATION FOR:

Kathleen Mara

Routine veterinary care for one puppy for a year ($850)
One service-dog vest with patches ($100)
A new sleeping crate ($85)
Food for a puppy for one month ($70)
Hands-free lead for a service-dog trainer ($30)
New toys for one puppy ($10)
Other amount: $
Check enclosed: $
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E-MAIL:
Tax ID # 13-3969389. CFC# 11902
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Card Number:
Expiration Date:

AmEx

Discover

Please mail your tax-deductible contribution with this form to:
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New York, N.Y. 10018
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The morning of 9/11, as soon as he saw the news, Ed Smith
told his wife, “I gotta go.” Smith, who was serving as a Port
Authority police officer at the time, got in his car, checked in
with his command, and then headed to join the rescue efforts
at the World Trade Center. He would spend the next nine
months working in the pit. But it wasn’t until 2007 that he was
diagnosed with P.T.S.D. And last May, when he started team
training with his P.B.B.-raised service dog, Reilly, Smith was
still struggling, his nightmares of Ground Zero as vivid as ever.
“The carnage was unbelievable,” he recalled of that terrible
day 17 years ago. “There were human remains all over.”
Smith, now 67, had heard about the Puppies Behind
Bars program through the Rutgers World Trade Center Health
Program. “I was told that P.T.S.D. is not cured but you learn
to live with it,” he said during the training program. “And I
have a temper. And just from these few days, I see that when
my temper comes out, I hurt Reilly’s feelings. And maybe it’ll
keep me in check. Plus, I have a really bad back—I’ve had eight
surgeries since the Trade Center, because I’m the type that
doesn’t say anything until it’s too late.”
Smith is hardly unusual in this. Like military veterans,
first responders—police, firefighters, E.M.T.s, and others—are
at risk for serious emotional and physical injuries. A 2017
University of Phoenix study found that 85 percent experienced mental-health issues and one-third were diagnosed with
depression or P.T.S.D. Yet when Puppies Behind Bars decided
it would open its Dog Tags program to include first responders, it encountered an added problem: lack of awareness. Many
possible candidates don’t even realize how much they are
suffering, or are reluctant to admit it.
Moreover, as P.B.B. president and founder Gloria
Gilbert Stoga notes, “Our veterans still get thanked by the
public for their service, but my guess is that we’ve stopped
thanking the men and women who worked at the World Trade
Center in the aftermath of the attacks and whose lives have
been forever changed.”
Another first responder in the May training group,
former N.Y.P.D. officer Brian Andrews, 41, had also been
struggling with depression and P.T.S.D., as well as physical

Giants Applause: At the N.Y. Giants’ opening game, on September 9, the team chose to
honor the first responders who graduated last May with their P.B.B. service dogs. When
the group was introduced, the entire stadium rose to cheer. Shown here (left to right):
Brian Edwards with Pete, P.B.B. board member Kathleen Mara, and Ed Smith with Reilly.
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injuries from being shot in the line of duty. “I have issues
daily,” he said. “A big toll was taken on my family.” With the
help of his service dog, Pete, “I’m hoping to get more of my
life back. I’d like to get off some of these medications, if not
all of them.”
Especially for former cops, the very nature of the
team-training process—working inside the Bedford Hills
women’s prison with the inmates who raised the dogs—was
daunting. While Andrews had seen his share of county jails,
he’d never had a reason to go into a maximum-security facility.
“I was very nervous about it,” he said. Up to a few days beforehand, he wasn’t sure he could handle it, but he now sees the
inmates completely differently.
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