
“I know he’s gorgeous, 
but please don’t pet 
him. He’s working.”

If I had a dollar for 
every time I’ve said that . . .

I guess the first thing you need to 
know about service dogs is that they 
are working dogs. When they are 
working, please, PLEASE do not pet 
them.

Why? That’s the second most asked 
question besides, “May I?”

They are trained to concentrate on 
their master, their charge, their 
handler. They are juggling a whole lot 
of commands in their mind at any 
given moment. They are assessing any 
dangers to their friend/handler and 
making sure they are obeying the 
current order.

Petting them ruins their concentra-
tion so much that they are trained to 
pull away from anyone trying to pet 
them. They aren’t being rude, they are 
staying focused.

Yes, trainers are allowed to pet 
their dog as part of the training 
process – affirmation. And the charge, 
the disabled person can pet them as 
often as they want to. So, don’t think 
we’re being cruel to you when we pet 
him and don’t allow you to. We’re 
reinforcing his good behavior.

Now for so many of the other 
questions we get asked every time we 
go out. Bishop is so friendly and 
likable, he is a magnet for attention 
and I don’t mind answering questions.

He’s a retrievador – Half -Golden 
Retriever and Half-Golden Labrador. 
Many have found that particular mix 
to produce excellent service dogs. The 
theory is that he won’t have some of 
the maladies that pure-breeds can get 
like hip dysplasia. He seems to have 

gotten the best of both breeds.
About any breed can be a good 

service dog depending on what 
behaviors are needed for the friend 
and it’s a companionable size. A larger 
dog for a large man, a medium dog 
for a lady, a smaller-sized dog for a 
child. Even a tiny Chihuahua was 
trained for a woman who had sei-
zures. The dog could get to a specially 
made pill dispenser and force it in her 
lady’s mouth while she was seizing. 
That four-pound wonder dog saved 
her mistress’ life. 

Service animals aren’t limited to 
dogs, though they’re my choice. I 
recently met someone who was in the 
process of getting a service goat – it 
had a rapport with the autistic child 
that nothing else did. She told me 
that a woman who was experiencing 
PTSD used a therapy chicken. 

Okay, that leads me to the differ-
ence between a therapy dog and a 
service dog. A therapy dog is trained 
to be petted. They are the dogs that 
volunteers will take to hospitals and 
senior centers just so the patients can 
pet them – all as part of therapy. They 
don’t go through all the extensive 
training of being a service dog. Their 
accessibility is limited.

Legally, a service dog cannot be 
denied entrance anywhere. (Though 
people use other animals for service 
they should check the laws in their 
state. According to titles II and III of 
the ADA only dogs are recognized as 
service animals.) The simple defini-
tion: “A service animal is a dog that is 
individually trained to work or 
perform tasks for a person with a 
disability.” There is a provision about 
miniature horses, but I’m not up on 
those rules. So, check about legal 

accessibility in your state before you 
go to the expense of purchasing, 
training, and certifying any other 
species. 

But here’s the catch – they have to 
be real service dogs.

PLEASE, if you know anyone who 
thinks she is pulling a fast one with 
the airlines by passing off a pet as a 
service animal, because she doesn’t 
want to leave Muffy at the kennel, ask 
her to stop. Or if a friend is doing this 
even locally in stores and restaurants, 
please help us by asking her to stop. 
By “us,” I mean the real service dog 
community. 

Those of us that need a trained 
service dog do not want to lose our 
best aide. We don’t want a Federal 
Bureau of Service Animals started that 
would make these wonderful animals 
too expensive or too difficult to get. I 
can’t imagine the layers of red tape I’d 
have to go through to retroactively 
certify Bishop to some federal 
bureaucrat. 

Unfortunately, some people have 
found the websites that we use to get 
new supplies for our animals. Vests 
don’t last forever. They order cards, or 
tags, or vests and place them on their 
pets and then pass their canine baby 
off as a service animal.
1. The person/handler has to have a 

recognized ADA disability (both my 
son and I do). If they don’t have a 
real ADA disability they are 
committing fraud.

2. The animal has to have been 
trained to assist concerning that 
person/handler’s disability.
It’s those dog-lovers, and I can 

appreciate that they do love their 
canine, that put us all in jeopardy. 
They should pony up with the fees for 

A Servant’s Heart,
Bishop
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travel or leave their best friend in the 
care of others when they can’t travel 
together. That applies even to just 
going to the local store. It’s against 
the law. They could be required to do 
30 hours of community service for 
doing that or even far stiffer penalties 
depending on the state. 

We’ve had several incidents locally 
that bear repeating. 

In a large grocery store, we were 
doing our shopping. Bishop was 
behaving perfectly – all within his 
tight training constraints. As we 
turned an aisle, we heard a lot of 
yapping. A lady had two Yorkies (cute 
as they were) in her cart. They were 
going ballistic over our 60-pound dog. 

We continued on our way. Bishop 
didn’t even acknowledge them. She 
had gotten two little vests so she 
could go shopping with them. It was 
their horrid behavior that had 
everyone turning and looking – giv-
ing service animals a bad name. 

Several people came over to us and 
apologized for her and commented 
on what a great job our dog was 
doing. They knew we had a real 
service dog.

When a service dog is out, his 
carriage should be so in line with his 
charge that he is silent and often 

unnoticeable. 
Bishop has never even whimpered 

when working. Once in a checkout 
line, the woman in front of me quickly 
turned and as she did her huge purse 
hit Bishop hard in the face. Even 
though we were several feet back (I 
know to give us room), she walloped 
him good. And it was one of those 
large tote bag type purses. 

He didn’t yelp or even moan. He 
just sat back on his bum and looked at 
me for a command. 

Well, the woman was mortified at 
what she’d done. She cried.

I assured my dog he had not done 
anything wrong and he was a “good 
boy.” 

It took many more minutes to calm 
the lady down than Bishop. I guess 
with all his experience with a host of 
humans, he understands we make 
mistakes. He is instant in forgiveness. 

We have been in restaurants when 
the waiter didn’t even know we had 
him, until we were leaving.

He has a command, “Make small.” 
He can curl up in the tiniest of spaces, 
even under my chair when we’re in a 
doctor’s office. I try to keep those 
“make small” times as short as 
possible for his sake.

Speaking of restaurants, we’ve only 

had two local restaurants that refused 
service to us. We could have pressed 
the point and stated the law, but 
that’s not our style. There are plenty of 
other restaurants that do want our 
business. 

I pray for those owners that refused 
service because the next family with a 
real service dog might bring charges. 
The owner could get up to a year in 
jail and more than $100,000 in fines. 
Allergies are no excuse. If you own a 
business or rental property check the 
laws before you charge extra for a 
service dog or refuse service. For 
instance, hotels and landlords cannot 
charge the usual “pet deposit” for a 
service dog.

Yet, in dozens of others establish-
ments in our area, they welcome us – 
almost cooing. For example, a hostess 
who showed us to a table was going 
on about how gorgeous Bishop was. 
She was concerned because it was 
nearly 100°F outside. She went to the 
kitchen and got him a bowl of water. I 
felt so bad having to explain to her 
that he wouldn’t take it. He didn’t. The 
whole time we were there he never 
touched the water.

But I can assure you, as soon as we 
were in the car he got some ice water. 
He is allowed to eat and drink in our 

car. 
And to the next question we often 

get:
Yes, he gets time off. In fact he has 

many more hours in a week as just a 
beloved family pet, then as Bishop, 
the wonder dog. 

It is almost as if he has two person-
alities. When his vest goes on, he 
changes posture and he is at work. 
The second that vest comes off, he 
becomes a squirrel-chasing, back-rub-
bing, 4-year-old puppy.

We’ve even had guests in our home 
who have seen Bishop working with 
us at church functions and then asked 
where he was. They didn’t even 
recognize the fun-loving, curly-tailed 
dog that greeted them at the door as 
the same dog. 

That covers most of the general 
questions we get. Now for the ones 
we get about one-third of the time 
from people who have more than a 
passing interest in Bishop. They want 
to know how they might become part 
of the process or how to get a dog 
(their nephew has autism, or their 
daughter has just been diagnosed 
with a mobility-condition or . . .).

As more and more people see the 
benefit of these service animals, there 
is going to be more and more of a 

need for them. Autism is now as 
common as one in fifty-seven.

Now that we have Bishop, I don’t 
know how we managed without him 
all the previous years. He is a marvel 
and never ceases to remind me of 
how good our Lord is to provide him 
to us. And provide him, He did.

I had been researching all our 
options for a service dog for years. 
None of the programs I researched 
seemed to fit our family. I can’t travel. 
Many services require the disabled 
person to travel to the training facility 
for weeks or even months to go 
through the “how to use the dog” 
training – getting the dog and friend/
handler accustomed to working 
together.

So, we found a wonderful trainer 
who could train us both here locally. It 
was the most expensive option, but 
for us it worked the best. We would 
get a dog, absorb all the vet bills, and 
pay for all the training. But then 
Bishop is ours. 

Let me explain a sample program:
Dogs are bred by breeders special-

ly to be service dogs.
The dogs best suited are given to 

volunteer families for one year (like a 
boy scout or 4-H’er earning merit 
badges or patches) where the dog 

learns the basic obedience lessons of 
a family pet and gets a good founda-
tion of love.

Their second year of life is spent 
with a service trainer. These can be 
both volunteers or paid staff who 
spend that year getting the dog 
acclimated to a myriad of social 
settings. You may see a dog with a 
vest, “In Training.” This trainer goes 
somewhere every day just training the 
dog how to behave in a variety of 
stores, restaurants, clubs, etc. For 
instance one trainer was telling me 
that she takes the dogs to a variety of 
church services because she doesn’t 
know the religion of the person 
getting the dog – some churches 
have communion at the front with the 
clergy going to each person, some sit 
in their seats while deacons pass trays 
around, some have a table in a corner 
of the Church – the sacraments are 
done differently with different congre-
gations. These trainers are amazing 
and prepare the dog in a general 
sense for about any social setting.

Then for their third year, the dog is 
put through a rigid program of 
training specific to one person. They 
are taught each behavior that their 
friend will need — be it opening and 
closing doors, administering medi-
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What can you do to help?
1. Spread the word about service dogs – 

and ask your friends to stop masquerading 
their pets as service animals.

2. Volunteer with any reputable service 
dog program in any part of the process.

3. Help a family pay the expenses of the 
animal.

4. Donate to a reliable service animal 
program.

5. Make those of us and our dogs feel 
welcome – in your business, in your church, 
in your clubs, and at the park.  

cine, bringing the phone, stability 
training, or even bathroom skills.

After all that, the dog finally meets 
his new friend and they work together 
until they both are comfortable with 
each other.

Depending on the program and 
the dog, these relationships can last 
3-6 years. As long as the dog is still 
healthy and the situation is beneficial.

Then come the wonderful volun-
teers who take in the retired service 
dogs and give them purpose and 
make them still feel useful but 
without the everyday stress of 
working.

And there are dozens of variations 
and nuances depending on the 
program. There are programs that do 
it all, the breeding to the in-house 
training and retired dog monitoring. 
There’s even a program that rehabili-
tates prisoners to do the dog training. 
These animals seem to help everyone 
along their paths to cope.

There are programs that “own” the 
dog and do monitor check-ups that 
both dog and friend are meeting the 
requirements – as often as every 
month.

Some programs are very strict and 
some have a little more play.

Some programs are completely 
free to the user/friend depending on 
grants, donations, and volunteers, 
while others will “sell” you a service 
dog for $5,000-$12, 000 or more. 
Sounds odd to me, but maybe it’s the 
best option for some families. 

We’ve got the best of all those 
programs. We prayed first. We really 
sought how God was going to answer 
the need we had.

Just before ordering a puppy from 
a breeder for thousands of dollars, we 
felt led to check out the local Humane 
Society to perhaps save a dog. I went, 
but I thought that no one in his or her 
right mind was going to give up a 
Golden. 

My daughter and I went up and 
down the aisles. There were adorable 
dogs and I wish I could have given 
them all a home, but none of them 
were the size or temperament we 
were looking for. 

Just as we were about to leave, 
Bethany stepped through the back of 
the cages to a service area and there 
was a bonus cage – on the other side 
of the concrete wall. There were two 
Golden Retriever/Lab pups. 

We rushed to get our name locked 
on him – the one with the little white 
collar. (He’s got a few hundred hairs 
on the nap of his neck that are white.) 

I know that God grew him just for 
us. He was perfect…and cute.

It took years of training but Bishop 
is trained to assist both Trent and me. 
We couldn’t handle two dogs, so 
Bishop is cross-trained. 

We hired a professional trainer who 
each week would review the lessons 
from previous weeks and then teach 
Bishop a new command or modify an 
already learned command. That was 
easy. He learned quickly. The more 

difficult part was the rest of the hour 
lesson was training us to enforce the 
behavior and continue the training all 
week. We humans took more work 
than the dog did. My problem is too 
many words. We all learned (dog and 
people) voice and hand signals for 
each behavior and to stay consistent. 
Over a period of two-and-a-half years 
he was trained. 

He’s our dog, so we won’t have to 
say goodbye to him in four or five 
years when some program says it’s 
retirement time. When “work” gets too 
much for him, we’ll use him to help 
train his replacement, and then he’ll 
get to be just a much-loved family 
pet. 

With the option we chose, we bear 
all the expenses. Except for the 
additional training and service 
supplies (e.g., vest) his expenses are 
the same as for a pet: food, grooming, 
treats, and veterinarian bills. 

Service dogs are required to be 
groomed at least once a week. I 
mistakenly thought that meant a full 
bath. After a few weeks of this, even 
using a pure dog shampoo, his skin 
was irritated. Our trainer didn’t realize 
my ignorance and explained to me 
that grooming didn’t always mean 
bathing. His skin soon recovered and 
so did his mood. 

It amazes me at how he adapts and 
takes care of both of us. Trent has 
autism and me with my bag of tricks.

Before closing, I want to explain 
“Intelligent Disobedience.” It is an 

amazing behavior. He is trained 
that there is a hierarchy of 
commands to obey. Sometimes 
the “FIRM” rules trump verbal 
commands. Here’s an example:

We were a few minutes later 
than we normally are going to a 
Sunday meeting and all the 
handicap parking spaces were 
taken. We had to park across the 
lot. After the service, when we 
were leaving, a car slowed down 
to a roll and signaled for us to 
cross in front of them to get to 
our car. Bishop dug in. He 
grabbed the grass and stayed 
firm. He looked at me like I was 
crazy. His eyes were screaming, 
“You don’t walk in front of a 
moving car!” I knew the car was 
just barely rolling, but he won’t 
budge. In his mind it was 
moving. Once they passed and 
the next car came to a full stop, 
we crossed. He got up and 
moved just fine. Amazing. 

He has kept me from falling I 
don’t know how many times. 
When my eyesight is really bad (I 
have a strange eye condition – I 
can see sometimes and can’t 
others), he leads me to just the 
right spot. He has saved Trent 
from walking into traffic, and 
from getting too far from me. 

And to think that the main 
reason I wanted him was just to 
take Trent to the bathroom. 
Trent is 6-feet, 220 pounds so I 
can’t take him into the ladies 

room with me and very few 
places have a “family unit” for 
families like ours. I couldn’t even 
go in a ladies room myself and 
leave Trent to wander in a store. 
Now I have Bishop and he 
knows, “bathroom.” I feel Trent is 
safe and I don’t have to stop 
shopping to go home myself. 

I love this story – one time in 
a restaurant, while I waited 
nearby for Trent, a man came out 
of the men’s room and grabbed 
his wife. “You won’t believe it, 
Lassie’s in there and he’s the 
smartest dog I’ve ever seen.” 

I just smiled as they headed 
over to me to ask. And I an-
swered, “No, please don’t pet 
him . . .”
© 2015 Jill Bond, All Rights 
Reserved.

 If it would help, feel free to 
copy this article and give it to 
anyone interested in service 
dogs. Or just give them the link. 
Please don’t edit my words to 
say something I didn’t write.

Bishop, Trent, and Jill Bond 
are a team you’ll see around 
town shopping, eating in 
restaurants, and enjoying the 
park. They don’t mind spreading 
the good news about God’s 
marvelous creatures, service 
dogs. So, don’t be shy, just ask 
that question you have. 

Read about an added bonus 
on page 127.

Aside: It was through our dog that we found our current church home. Bishop had to first graduate from 
puppy school and in that class one of the other puppy-moms told us that her church welcomed special needs 
members. During the first visit to a Sunday service we knew we were “home.” And the funny thing (as if there is 
ever a coincidence in God’s Kingdom) the family that adopted Bishop’s brother goes to that church and his 
“grandmother” is a volunteer with Trent’s programs. There are more than a hundred churches within an hour’s 
drive of that Humane Center. Another “God-incidence.” God is so good.
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