As we approach the kennel, he barks fiercely, appearing far scarier than he actually is. Michelle takes the lead when the kennel employee opens his cage. It’s been several months since I have taken in a foster dog and I am a bit apprehensive about taking in a new foster dog. It’s hard not to burn out emotionally when rescuing dogs in need is your hobby. 

Once outside, he is happy. He darts back and forth at the end of the leash, taking in all the sights. It’s been about a week since he was picked up by a rural county dog warden, running at large. No has tried to find him. He is free to be pulled to safety by a rescue group or a shelter….or to be legally euthanized because no one will claim him. He enjoys life, that much is evident. As Michelle offers him treats, he runs through a repertoire of what someone has once taught him. He knows several tricks. It is quite touching to watch, the hope in his face. He bears no ill will towards the dog across the way, who’s job it is to guard the business he barks from. So sad, no life for such a social creature. I know I will think about that one for the balance of the day as well. But he serves to help this dog we are observing, to pass our evaluation tests.
We lead the tall and regal boy back to his kennel. It is hard for us to see the pleas of the other dogs in their cages, so badly wanting to be out of there. This is not an animal shelter, it is a dog pound. No adoptions will take place here. The only options for their escape are an owner searching for his or her lost pet or a rescue group or animal shelter agreeing to take a lost dog in to their fold. We take many pictures and hear many heartrending cries while we are there. I will be back for the Doberman. He will see the light again. We will search for places for many of the others that we cannot personally take.
Days later, I arrive to pick him up. He rides well, though he is afraid to jump into my SUV. Funny, he is a big boy and very athletic looking. I did not expect to have to help lift him up, a dog who weighs almost as much as I do. He settles down quickly and watches the passing scenery. He does not react to the angry thunderstorm, thankfully. He is grateful and eager to go into the house when we arrive. The glorious smells tell him that this is a home where dogs are welcomed and happy. 
The interactions between Jordan, which I have christened him, and my own crew, go smoothly as can be. Poor Jordan is out of sorts, not knowing what to think. He wants to play with them; they want no parts of him. They will tolerate him while he is here but they are growing weary of re-habbing visiting dogs. He does not understand this. He badly wants to be liked.
He is so good tempered and so loving, I am at a loss as to how he cannot have an owner searching for him. He is neutered, which is not terribly common in the rural area that he was found in.  Someone took the time to teach him some manners.  He is very housetrained and he doesn’t bother with things that are out on my counters. It is clear that he has a fondness for couches and beds as he arranges himself comfortably on my loveseat. 
He has suffered a trauma, that much is evident. Not a physical trauma, though one can never know for sure what happened to him while he was roaming the streets and countryside. Jordan’s more evident trauma is the anguish he feels when he is out of site of the human that he is bonded with. He has just met me but I am all that he has, so I am now the most important human in the world to him. The wails that he fills the air with are almost human like. His pain is heartbreaking. Slowly, with every passing day, he gets a little more used to being alone. I come back each time. He is reassured by this and learns and trusts. 
Of course, the tasty treats that I tuck into his Kong every day before I leave help this process move along. But even that was a something that he had to learn. He now empties the Kong completely, though my dogs still line up outside of his crate when I arrive home in the hopes that there will be a morsel left that they can claim for themselves. Leftovers are far less frequent now. 
He quickly learns to sit at the door to go outside. It’s his key to being permitted to join the other dogs in the fenced in yard. If they don’t move off the porch fast enough, he will knock them out of the way like bowling pins. His manners don’t extend to body grace. He lacks the ability to understand personal space. In a nutshell, he is a bull in a china shop. But he is quite the charming bull. 
During Jordan’s first days in my life, I hand feed him. He won’t eat when alone. He gradually feels comfortable enough to eat without me present. He dines in his room, while my crew has their meals in the kitchen. The better to avoid any food guarding issues. Not from him. He is a good boy. My crew loves kibble. They may try and cajole it away from him.
I have heard about Dobermans who use pillows and the like to self medicate but I have never had the pleasure of rescuing one. The decorative pillows on the bed that he sleeps on are soggy when I make the bed the first morning after his arrival. He has been sucking on them like a bottle. Jordan is now the proud owner of his own stuffed bear. He loves his sucky bear and carries it proudly. It or another incarnation of it, should this one perish, will accompany him to his new home someday.
Jordan longs for that day. He is safe. He is happy. He goes for daily walks. He gets daily hugs and snuggles. He gets fed an abundant and healthy diet. He gets daily homemade treats. He lounges on a pricy loveseat. He sleeps on his own queen sized bed. He has his beloved bear. But something is missing. A home of his own. A place where he can be number one. He greets every person he meets with enthusiasm, knowing that his place is out there. He is on his best behavior, save his lack of grace. He thinks his kisses make up for this. He may be right. It’s like falling in love, we will know when the right one comes along for him. It won’t be long. 
We get two applications and one seems perfect, the other seems possible. Jordan is right at home at the “perfect” home but they decide they are not ready for his energy. How disappointing. Que sera sera. We visit home number two. I worry about the resident dog being too submissive with my not terribly graceful bundle of joy. It turns out wonderfully! They decide he should be theirs and all is well with the world for Jordan. He marches out the door with them like he was just waiting for this moment. His new life as Winston begins. I smile happily and sadly all at once.  
