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Mastiffs M: The following column was submitted by Tina Keith of Las Vegas for the AKC GAZETTES October 

2000 issue on service dogs, but due to space restrictions was held for this month. I hope you enjoy it. 

  

*A "Fluffy" Journey  

I am in my late 40’s and had never owned a pet— never owned anything that had to be housed, clothed 

or fed. My husband, Alan, grew up with Rottweilers and Dobermans and although he loved those 

breeds, he was ready for a change. Alan knew he wanted a large dog, and in fairness to me, we went to a 

library to research together to find a breed that would please both of us.  I remember the very first 

sentence I read on the Mastiff that stood out in my mind was about the slobbers on the walls that 

sometimes reached up to the ceiling. My enthusiasm waned.  However, reading on, I could slowly 

visualize sharing my life and home with a Mastiff. A few weeks later an AKC show was held in Las 

Vegas and we went to look at the Mastiffs; I was taken aback by the actual size of these dogs. No 

description truly prepares one for the breed's proportion and grandeur. And I actually touched one. It 

wasn't as bad — or as wet — as I thought it would be. Our Mastiff journey began.  

  

Four months later, we went to pick up our 11-week-old puppy. We had decided to use a witty name, the 

kind of name that brings a smile to your face upon introduction. This big fawn bundle of joy was very 

fluffy, which was lucky for her as we already decided to name her Fluffy. It was love at first sight. 

Fluffy was definitely going to be my dog. Right away I started taking her to training classes once a 

week. For months I'd wake up an hour earlier than usual just to play with her before I got ready for 

work. My social life went down the drain. I couldn't wait to get home — and stay there. When Fluffy 

was six months old and had received all her shots, we went to organized obedience classes. Nobody in 

our class had ever seen a Mastiff before, and the instructor enjoyed the novelty of having such a breed in 

the class, Fluffy graduated first in her class. When she was 9 months old, we went to watch a local fun 

match, and someone suggested I enter Fluffy. What a ridiculous suggestion, I thought. But she won! One 

instructor noted Fluffy's wonderful temperament and said she would make a great therapy dog. 

Meanwhile, Fluffy graduated from all her classes in first place and won two more first-place ribbons in 

Fun matches. She received her Canine Good Citizen® certificate at 10 months. When I received the list 

of facilities asking for therapy dogs, I noticed that few volunteers were going to any of the hospices in 

Las Vegas. We signed on with Nathan Adelson Hospice, a facility where many patients live their final 

days. I wasn't sure how I would handle being around patients who knew they were dying. On our first 

visit to the Adelson facility, we entered a room where a patient had just died. I was terrified. On seeing 

Fluffy in the room, the family members started to kiss and hug her in silence while their tears rolled 

down their cheeks onto her face. They were so touched that I had brought her to them at that moment in 

their lives. Fluffy is an excellent therapy dog. It was so gratifying to hear a person whose days are 

numbered tell us how we've made their day.  

  

At age 2, Fluffy weighs 182 pounds and is 33 inches at the shoulder. She can give patients kisses as they 

rest in their beds. She is always the conversation piece and the "icebreaker." It takes us 15 minutes to get 

past the nurses' station before we see the first patient. Nurses need therapy too! My supervisor asked if I 

would take Fluffy to Sunrise Children's Hospital Foundation as well, knowing that Fluffy loves kids. 

The children think Fluffy is cool. In the cancer ward, I let her lay on their beds and they soon become 

friends. Nurses have said that after our visits, the children sleep better at night and don't require as much 

pain medication. Fluffy is a wonderful ambassador for her breed. The representative for MCOA Rescue 

in Nevada has contacted us, asking if we could be counted on to help. Our immediate response; "With 

pleasure," Fluffy and I have yet another mission on our Mastiff journey.  

— T.K. Thanks, Tina. — Joan Hahn 

This article was written in September 1999.   Fluffy was three and a half years old and weighed 223lbs. 


