Prologue:

My friends told me that my wife is eventually going to find out anyway (they always do) so | might as well get it
out in the openThe last time something almost as serious as this happened with one of our Leos and myself
while on one of our long hikes - aka "adventures" - was about fifteen years ago when Bogey and | together slid
down a steep incline on an icy cliff fac€linging to his tail as we picked up speed heading to a hundred foot

drop off, the only way | got us to survive that one was by throwing out my leg and catching a well placed hemlock
twenty feet from the edgdt took us about four hours to get back up to safe ground and five years to get up the
nerve to tell JoanWell, Saturday's adventure was witnessed by three of our friends and their dogs and already by
Sunday morning emails were coming in asking how Cassie, Lincoln and | were doing...

The Close Call:

It was an afternoon like any other when we set out Saturday for the Farmington River in the northwestern part of
Connecticut.It's almost a daily ritual to join up with friends and their canine companions about a mile from our
house as we find shade and cool sparkling water to plajhis. time however it had been raining felines and
canines all week and the river was running brown, high and Tastt has never deterred us because Lincoln and
Cassie are extremely strong swimmers and have been tested in all conditieindavorite game is fetching

sticks that | throw in as they race to be the first one to retrieve it. Cassie knows that Lincoln feels it is his
responsibility to always bring it back to me, which he usually d&&e, however, enjoys aggravating her big
brother and does so by taking the stick across the river to the other side, knowing that he will follow her every
time to either grab the stick away from her or more often as is the case pull her all the way back through the
hundred feet of water with her jaw firmly clenching her eltds quite a spectacle that elicits cheers and
encouragement from the kids and adults that understand the game and often pick their favorite to win.






So on this day, Cassie had taken a stick across and as | watched her trying to elude Lincoln | was surprised that
she had given up so quickly and was now preparing to swim back without thettislever, she wasn't making

any progress in her effort to return even though | could see her working her legs quite vigd@hsho!", |

cried out, "she looks like she's stuclds | watched her struggle, | realized her hind legs were caught up either in

a vine or roots that had been washed downstréatial not want to wait to see if she could extricate herself,

because if | waited too long she might go under. Throwing my cell phone and wallet up to my friend | headed into
the rushing water determined to get to her before it was too late.

It's been about a year since | had shoulder surgery to replace my right joint with titanium and this was going to be
my first test to see what kind of strength | really had - but | wasn't thinking about that at thekimae: that my

arms already felt like rubber from the brush cutting | had been doing all day, but I felt certain that | could get
across without too much difficultyBoy, was | mistakenAs soon as | got near the middle of the river | knew |

was in big trouble, as | underestimated the strength and speed of the rushindydtend, Roger, heard me

exclaim, "Oh, (expletive)!" Then he dove in after midne combination of the work boots and jean shorts that |

was wearing started to drag me down as the river carried me away from Cassie and the shouts of people from
where | started in.

| didn't panic, but | knew | wasn't going to stay afloat much longer, regardless of how hard | stroked and kicked.
It was one of those moments when the realization that "this could be it" comes intoAaduten as | reached

out feebly for another stroke, my hand brushed against wet fur - a lot of wétduned my head and there was
Lincoln, snorting water and pushing up against my siderapped my arm around his back and cried out, "

swim, Lincoln, swim!" He threw himself into another gear and struggled against the current with me grasping
him for dear life.

It felt like an eternity before we angled enough to reach some tree limbs that had fallen into the river from the
opposite shoreClutching the branches with my left arm and trying to help support Lincoln with the other | began
to think about Cassie agaiit.was then, that Roger reached us and | grabbed his shirt before he was swept further
downstream.As he struggled to catch his breath, he told me that a teenager had dove into the water and Michael
Phelps-like, made it across to Casdi¢hat a relief!

We had no idea how we were going to get back when suddenly we heard shouts that two kayakers were headed
our way. They dropped each of us a line and paddling with all the effort they could muster pulled us back across,
Roger behind one kayak and Lincoln and myself in tow following the oiéen we finally were pulled out by

our friends waiting on the river bank, there was Cassie with a look of puzzlement on her face, as if to say, "why
did you guys swim without me?"

They both got extra treats Saturday night before they curled up for a much needetivaikepkay, Lincoln got
two extra treats and a long hug and thank you.






Postscript:

As the rains continue to fall in New England, adding to the already swollen and rushing rivers, | want to thank all
(there were so many) Leo Lovers who took the time to recognize what a heroic Leo our Lincoln is either through
the Leolist and/or privately and to send us their messages of kindvigdstention in sending our story to the

Leolist was primarily to give recognition to my "shadow" who exemplifies what our canine companions are all
about but also to have it serve as a cautionary tale, since as | soon found out our near crisis was unfortunately not
that unusualWhen you combine strong rivers, people and dogs you have the ingredients for a catastrophe,
regardless of your experience and conditioniAg.a result of our drama on Saturday my friends and | have
purchased a supply of life vests and other life saving equipment that we hope we never have to use, but we'll
always have handy down by the river.

We've returned to the same swimming hole on the Farmington, but Cassie is now on a retractable leash so she
can't get too far and will not be able to venture into the river's maels8peaking of leashes, more than a few
women suggested that perhaps Joan should keep me on a long leash or perhaps fit me with a rati@oé&llar.

you for that also.



Lastly, | was reminded that people may not know that both Lincoln and Cassie are rescue Leos so | guess it is
fitting that Lincoln returned the favor - which he has done with interest, many timesTdank goodness we
didn't rescue a chihuahua!
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For more Leonberger pictures click here



http://images.nikonians.org/galleries/showgallery.php?cat=9877
http://images.nikonians.org/galleries/showgallery.php?cat=9877

