
Stella
 Free Ebooks

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/PjQpL/Stella-Hoyle-McCall
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/PjQpL/Stella-Hoyle-McCall
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/PjQpL/Stella-Hoyle-McCall
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/PjQpL/Stella-Hoyle-McCall


Nominate for 7 state awards in FL, ME, NE, NM, OK, PA, & TX!"This empathetic read is also full
of important themes and lessons for young readers bravery, how to overcome fears, and that
mistakes don't have to define us." --School Library JournalTold from Stella's perspective, this
story is about a special dog who must find the courage to overcome her fears in order to help
save a young girl with epilepsy.Ever since she was a puppy, Stella was trained to use her
powerful beagle nose to sniff out dangerous chemicals and help her handler keep people safe.
But during a routine security inspection, Stella misses the scent of an explosive. The sound of
the blast is loud and scary. Unable to go back to work because of her anxiety, Stella is retired as
a working dog.When a young girl name Cloe wants to adopt Stella, the beagle knows this is her
last chance to prove her worth. But how? When Stella smells a strange chemical inside Cloe's
body, a scent that surges just before the girl has a seizure, Stella's nose makes the connection.
But how can Stella warn her new family without them thinking she's having an anxiety attack?
How can she convince others that she can be a new kind of service dog and hopefully save
Cloe's life?Even dogs deserve a second chance.
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OneAcknowledgmentsDiscussion QuestionsAbout the AuthorChapter OneMy nose wakes up
before the rest of me. A whole world of smells outside the open window of the house begs to be -
explored—wet grass, dead worms, and my absolute favorite: rabbits. My back leg quivers at the
thought of chasing one of the brown balls of fluff. Pressing my nose against the thin metal bars of
my crate, I inhale every detail of the morning.My name is Stella.I’m a beagle, and I was born to
sniff.And that’s what I do.Sniff. Sniff. And sniff.The rabbits in the field out back smell almost as
lovely as the cheese and crackers my new human left out on the counter all night. My nose
twitches. It will rain today, and a skunk braved the back porch last night in search of food. There’s
so much to explore. It’s impossible to be still.My new human, Diana, sleeps until long after the
sun has risen high, drying the sparkly dew from the grass. She breathes softly in the room down
the hall, but my paws itch to be out on the trail with my old human.A whimper catches in my
throat when I think of Connie. She and I worked together at the airport. I used to love the airport
and all the friendly people with all their interesting scents. Now, when I think about it, the hair on
my back bristles. The last time Connie and I were there, bad, bad smells soaked the place.
Chemical smells—chemicals that singed my eyes, burned my nose, and hurt Connie. A blaring



ambulance took her far, far away. And she would never leave me if she could help it.Thunder
rumbles in the distance, but I tell myself to be still. Be good. Don’t worry. It’s just a storm. Connie
said I was a good dog.“Good girl, Stella. You’re a good girl.” That’s what she said every day. Then
she’d rub my ears or scratch me under the chin.I miss her so much, it makes my stomach hurt
sometimes, like when I was a pup and got into the trash and ate all the human food—the greasy
chicken, the crumbled biscuits, and best of all, gravy! I whine when I think of Connie. Unable to
stop myself, I jiggle the crate with my paw.My new human, Diana, doesn’t like whining, and she
doesn’t like gravy. Diana eats lots and lots of plants. And now, she’s rolling over in the bed in the
next room.“Hush, Stella! It’s too early,” she scolds. Her smell paints every bit of the tiny house.
When she kicks the sheets and blankets, she sends out a fresh wave of smells: the plants she
made into juice before bed, and soap, and the unique tang of earth and light sweat that make
her Diana, my new human.Resting my head on my paws, I try to be quiet. But the wind picks up,
and the room darkens despite the rising sun. My whiskers twitch and tingle, alert to the threat of
lightning—alert to anything resembling an explosion, like the one at the airport. Lifting one ear,
then the other, I listen for danger. My jaws click. Diana won’t like it, but I lift my paw and rattle my
crate again. I would be safer under the couch and less likely to howl, or dig, or get into trouble.
Instead, I’m trapped in this useless crate.At Connie’s, I had a soft bed instead of a crate, with
sheets that smelled like her.“Stella, no!”I move to the back of the cage, willing myself to be a
good dog. But the pads of my paws moisten. Lightning flashes in the distance. I turn in tight
circles, trying to calm myself. I miss the blankets in my bed at Connie’s. I was brave with Connie,
but even brave dogs need to burrow in cozy blanket nests when thunder shakes the house or
when angry voices hang in the air.The crate at Diana’s has nothing but a slick foam pad on the
bottom. I lie down on it for a few seconds but can’t stay down. My paws need to move, to dig out
a safe den under the porch or scratch out a cool spot under the bed. With nowhere to hide, my
throat and sides tighten. My temperature rises. My mouth opens. Then the panting starts. I pause
to give the gate another rattle.Diana doesn’t move. I circle three more times, but I can’t control
myself. Panic strikes. And when it strikes, it strikes. Instinct grips me, and I pant and dig. Pant and
dig. My heart races. My paws work on their own. In no time, I’ve dug through the slippery foam
down to the hard surface underneath.The chilly floor of the crate cools the warm pads of my feet.
I tear into a chunk of the pad with my teeth, shaking it back and forth vigorously. Lakes of white
foam fall like snow onto the floor around the crate. As I dig, shred, and shake, the room brightens
a little. The sun peeks through the clouds. The fist of fear gripping my chest relaxes. It seems the
storm changed its mind, or the wind changed its direction. Sighing, I exhale and nose the hunks
and shreds of foam into something resembling a nest, circle one more time, then curl up in the
back of the crate and wait.I ripped the pad, which wasn’t good, but I was mostly quiet and let my
human sleep. I’m a good dog. Connie said so, and I could trust Connie. She was my best friend.
Until the bad men with the bad-smelling chemicals at the airport took her away from me.Lying
very, very still in my nest of foam, I wait for Diana to release me. If she doesn’t come soon, I will
need to squat and relieve myself. And I know how humans feel about dogs squatting, and it’s not



good. Even Connie didn’t like it when I was a pup and squatted on the carpet. Humans love their
carpet and like to keep it clean.The bed in the next room squeaks. My ears lift. The tip of my
nose wiggles. Diana’s scent cloud moves on the air. I smell her movement before her feet hit the
floor, long before she rounds the corner to my spot in the hall.I stand, wagging my tail. Maybe
since she slept the best part of the day away—the early part where the smells are all fresh and
held close to the ground by the moisture in the air—she might take me for a walk.Her feet pad
toward me. I stand hoping, hoping, hoping for a long walk or a big bowl of kibble. A little bite of
bacon would be great too.Then she turns the corner, and her eyes widen and her face
scrunches in on itself.“Bad dog!” She leans down to open the front of the crate, her face the
color of a rubber ball. “Out,” she shouts.I hang my head. Connie never shouted, except for the
time when I was chasing a squirrel and ran in front of a truck on the road near our house. Her
voice got really loud that day. But I don’t understand why Diana is so upset. Ripping up a stiff,
useless pad is not as bad as running in front of a big truck.Diana likes to burrow in her blankets
and pillows. Shouldn’t I be allowed to burrow in mine? I wouldn’t have dug in the pad and
definitely wouldn’t have ripped it to bits with my teeth if she hadn’t locked me in the crate with a
storm coming or left me alone for so long.“Out!” she screams.When I run past her, she nudges
me with her foot. And, if you ask me, her nudge is a little too hard. I’m a tough -beagle. That’s
what Connie said. But even tough beagles don’t like rough feet on their behinds.I race around
the backyard, squatting several times to mark my territory and to make sure the raccoons and
opossums that come around at night remember a dog lives here.I’d like to track down the rabbits
for a nice game of chase, but my insides ache with hunger, and I haven’t forgotten the cheese
and crackers on the counter. So I trot back to the house. But when I climb the three wooden
steps to the back porch, something is terribly wrong. Diana must have forgotten I was outside
because the door is closed tight.I glance from one end of the porch to the other. Maybe I’m
supposed to eat my morning meal outside today. But there’s no bowl, no kibble, and even
stranger, Diana has moved my crate out here.I may not understand everything about humans,
but I know enough to know that I’ve got a big problem. My crate should not be stuck out here on
the porch, and neither should I.Chapter TwoI whine for hours, but the back door remains shut.
For the next couple of days, there’s almost no sign of Diana except for a few words here and
there when she nudges a bowl of kibble outside for me. I try to whimper and show her how sorry
I am, but she comes and goes so quickly it’s hard to make her understand.On the third day, I
cannot take it any longer. I start to dig. And dig. And dig. But the cool earth between the pads of
my paws does little to reduce the tightness in my chest. That’s when I start to bark and bay. It’s
also when the neighbor opens his door to shout at me and kick the trash can on his porch. I jump
every time the metal can rattles, then I slink to the far side of the yard in search of a place to
hide.After what seems like a lifetime, Diana comes to her senses. “Okay, girl,” she says, “we’re
going to have to try something different.” She bends down, giving my head a little pat. When her
fingers brush my ears, my toenails click-clack on the wooden boards. I bounce around her feet
as she opens the door to let me in. My tail thumps her legs, the walls, and several pieces of



furniture as she drags my crate back to its place in the hall.“Let’s try this again.” She squats
down and replaces the shredded foam pad with a soft blanket then takes me for a long walk in
the woods.Later that day, a nice man comes to eat pizza with Diana, and my tail thumps even
harder. He is a very smart man who knows how to quietly drop bits of cheesy crust under the
table without Diana noticing. After they scrape their plates, they head into the room with the big
TV.I’m not allowed on the couch, but that’s okay. My belly is full. I’m sleepy from walking in the
woods all morning, and I’m very, very thankful to be back inside where I belong. I curl up at the
man’s feet. They talk to each other then watch other people talk to each other on the big TV.“She
seems like a sweet dog.” The man rubs me gently with his socked foot.“Oh, she is. I think she
would be a great dog if someone could stay home with her all the time. But she goes crazy if you
leave her alone. And even if I am home, a thunderstorm or a car backfiring or any loud noise
drives her totally berserk.”“Whatever happened to her must have been terrible,” he says. He
sounds sad, which is confusing. How can he be sad when he’s rubbing my belly and making me
feel so good?Humans can be that way though—confusing. Even the smartest dog in the world
couldn’t learn all of their words. They use so many of them and lots of times the sound of the
words doesn’t match the smell of the person’s feelings. They can use really calm words even
when their hearts are racing and they smell nervous. But they also rub bellies, and give kisses,
and go for long walks. So they’re worth it. If you ask me, they would all be a lot better off with a
good dog to help them manage all the up-and-down emotions they feel every day.Stretching out
on my side, I sigh and close my eyes. The man’s soft sock rubs the hard-to-reach spot under my
front leg. My eyes grow heavy.“She seems pretty relaxed right now.” He laughs, and I melt a little
deeper into the carpet.“The lady at the canine facility said she was injured in an explosion at the
airport.” Diana’s voice is softer than usual.“I remember seeing that on the news. What happened
to the dog’s handler was awful.” The nice man gets down on the floor with me and rubs my belly
with his warm hand. He lifts one of my long ears and rubs tiny circles near the edge, and I
dissolve like snow flurries.Finally, finally, I’m getting somewhere with these humans. Now if I
could just get myself together and be a really good dog all of the time and not go berserk, Diana
and I might be able to get along, and maybe I could even figure out a way to find Connie.“I would
take her if I could.” He keeps talking, but he doesn’t forget to keep rubbing. Smart man.Diana
joins us on the floor. “You’d get kicked out of your apartment. She needs to be out in the country
with a family and children. They warned me at the canine facility, but I thought I could make it
work with the big yard and all.”Diana’s hand joins the man’s on my body. She gently pats my side.
Between the man’s ear massage and her patting, I feel almost like a pup again, like when I was
wedged in the nest with my mother. She would take turns licking my face and then my sisters’
and brothers’ faces. I loved it when we slept, and I got the spot near her chest and could feel her
heart thumping against my fur.“She needs to be with someone who doesn’t work—someone
who’s home during the day. She’s better, even with the loud noises, if she’s not alone.”“What will
they do with her?”“I don’t know. I’m her third foster home, and I can’t afford to keep her. When
she panics, she destroys the house. I tried moving her out to the yard, but she digs. And one of



the neighbors complained last week about all the barking.”They get very quiet. Diana’s hand
goes still. I snuffle to remind them to keep petting. We stay like this late into the evening until the
man leaves. Then Diana takes me out to do my business. When we come back in, she kisses me
and tells me I’m a good dog. But she sounds really sad.Thankfully, she doesn’t put me in my
crate. She lets me sleep on the floor beside her bed. In the morning, she gets up before the dew
has dried, takes me for a walk, and feeds me my morning meal.And there is bacon.Bacon!She
sprinkled tiny bits of bacon on top of my meal.“You want to go for a ride?” she asks as I lick the
bowl one last time, savoring the smoky, meaty taste.Ride? I know that word. It’s one of my all-
time favorite words. Do I want to go for a ride? That’s like asking if I want to chase the fluffy,
brown rabbits out back that zig and zag. Yes! Of course, I want to go for a ride.A minute later, she
fastens a silly jeweled collar around my neck. Diana can’t help it. She doesn’t know I’m a working
dog and supposed to wear a serious black collar and harness. She leaves the crate in the
house, and when we get outside to her car, she lets me jump on the front seat. I can hardly
believe it. She must have forgiven me for ripping up the useless pad, and squatting in the house,
and digging holes in the backyard.“You really are a good girl,” she says as we drive away. She
sounds sad, so I nudge her hand until it rests on my side. Most humans like to lay their hands on
a dog’s side. It makes their heart rate slow down, and they seem to relax.“I’m sorry I can’t keep
you.” She still sounds sad, but she’s petting me, so I figure we’re all good. After driving for a very
long time, the smell of dirt and trees is replaced by more and more exhaust from cars and trucks.
The harsh smells of hot asphalt and cold steel prick my nose. I think we’re nearing the city—my
and Connie’s city.I stand up to look out the window. It’s definitely my city. I see the train that runs
on tracks above the ground and around tall buildings. I can’t be certain, but I think we might be
going to see Connie. I’m so busy looking out the window, I don’t hear the airplane until it’s right
overhead. Then my head jerks, and my nose smacks the window. I whine. I want to see Connie,
but I don’t want to go to the airport ever, ever again. I sit down on the seat for a second, trying to
figure out what’s happening.“It’s okay, girl. I’m taking you home.” She rests her hand on my
back.Home? I know that word, and I want to go home. But home is with Connie. Or is it with
Diana? Or is it with the old man I had for a few weeks before Diana?I step on the door handle to
be taller and peer out the window better. Diana opens it a crack, and I smell the dog park and the
place with hundreds and hundreds of children. And then I see the big white building and smell
lots and lots of dogs and know we are going back to the canine facility—back to Connie.I can
hardly believe it. I’m glad Diana and I worked out our differences, and I hope she will find a very
good dog of her own. But I belong with Connie. For the first time in a long while, I’m so focused
on something good, I forget to worry about all the bad things in the world like airplanes roaring
overhead or trucks rumbling on busy roads. I’m going back to my person.To Connie.I’m so
excited. I force myself to sit tall and still on the front seat, but my mouth opens a little. I let my
tongue hang out as I think about my best friend.Connie.Connie.Connie.Chapter ThreeAs we
approach the door, I smell lots of dogs—old dogs like Rocky and new dogs I don’t recognize.
These dogs won’t know what to think about Diana’s sparkly collar, but who cares? I’m about to



see Connie, Connie, Connie.Diana pulls the glass door open, and I smell familiar humans. The
strongest scents belong to Ava, who sits at the front desk and moves papers around all day, and
Jake, who is the top man and drinks lots and lots of the hot brown liquid with the strong, biting
smell.Underneath it all, there might be a hint of Connie, but I can’t be certain.Ava looks up from
her papers when the bells on the door jingle then trots over to me. “Oh, sweet Stella. You’re back.
We’ve missed you, sweet girl.” She rubs my ears, wiggling my head back and forth gently, then
leans in for a kiss. And she smells delicious, like donuts, milk, and kindness. But she sounds sad
too, and I wonder what’s wrong with everyone today.It’s a very, very happy day.Ava stands up like
she’s tired and extends her hand to Diana.“I’m so sorry—” Diana stops in the middle of her
words.Ava shakes her head. The sad water forms at her eyes, and the smell of salt mixes with all
her sugary goodness.“I tried. I really did.” Diana looks down at me.“I know.” Ava rests a hand on
Diana’s arm. “We were worried she might not make it. Sometimes dogs don’t recover from that
kind of trauma—”There are too many starts and stops in their words. This isn’t normally how the
human talking works. When a door behind Ava’s desk swings open, I jump. But it’s just Jake. He
hasn’t changed since the last time I saw him. He stands very tall and commands respect, like the
top dog in a pack. And he smells exactly the same—all dark beans soaked in water, mixed with
steak, and chicken, and ham.I wag my tail, but wait for him to call me before crossing the room to
greet him.He lowers himself to the floor. “Hi, Stella. Why are you back, girl? We wanted you to
make a new life for yourself.”He looks up at Diana. But Diana just shakes her head again as the
salty water drips on her cheeks. Jake goes to her and places a big hand on her shoulder. “You
tried. We all tried. It just wasn’t meant to be. Some dogs never get over that type of violent
explosion. Sometimes they can’t recover from losing their handlers, and Stella suffered both at
the same time. We’ll take care of her.”I wag my tail. We should all be happy.Diana leans down to
rub the loose skin on my neck. She kisses the top of my head. I understand that she’s sad, so I
lick her face. She smiles, and a sobbing breath she must have been holding back shoots out of
her mouth.Jake takes her gently by the arm and leads her to the door where they speak in quiet
voices. She smiles at me one more time then hurries out the door, the salty water still streaming
down her cheeks.If I could, I would lick her face and nudge her hand and sit with her, but I know
my true place is with Connie. There are lots and lots of dogs in the world, and Diana will find her
dog. Or her dog will find her. That’s how it works. I belong with Connie.“Come on, girl,” Jake says.
“Let’s go see Doc Collins.”Oh, I know that name—Doc Collins. It belongs to the man with gentle
hands and the gentle voice. He smells like medicine but gives lots of treats. I like Doc Collins a
lot, but I’m here to see Connie.
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Nicole whitmire, “A must read!!. This is a great book!! If you have not read it you need to. It is a
sweet story of love, loss, and friendship! I highly recommend this book to anyone who loves
dogs and would like to see what it’s like from the inside out!”

emilie secrist, “You must do the very thing that you think you can’t do.. McCall Hoyle’s newest
book is a must read.Stella a beagle dog has experienced a horrific accident. She feels that it is
her fault!The result is overwhelming anxiety until until she meets a girl who has epilepsy.
Everything changes as she builds a relationship. And she learns that trust and taking risks are
the way to find courage to trust again.Universal message that McCall portrays through the eyes
of a very special dog.”

Gadgeterium, “Worth reading. Stella is a precious story about a service dog that experienced
tragedy, but overcomes it! It’s written for middle school, but a great read for adults, as well.I love
McCall Hoyle’s books! This one did not disappoint. Highly recommend for anyone!”

Laura M, “Great Story!. This is a fantastic book. It is geared for ages 8-11, but it is a fantastic
read for all ages.  It is written from a service dogs point of view.”

Kevin and Issa, “Heartwarming and sweet.. I loved the way Stella's emotions and voice was so
simpatico with mine. Her struggles made me empathize with her and I rejoiced with Stella as she
overcame her fears. Lovely book!”

Carol P., “Middle Grade book even the adults will enjoy. What an amazing book! Stella is a
beagle who has a job sniffing out explosives. While on duty she smells explosive material and is
about to alert when a security guard opens a door that causes a cross draft and confuses her for
just a moment. That moment is all it takes for the bad guy to arm the explosive and cause havoc.
Following the explosion, Stella sees her handler, Connie, laying on the concrete and not moving.
Then Connie is carried away by some men in uniform. Stella misses Connie. She is also suffer
from post traumatic stress disorder as a result of the incident. They have decided to retire Stella,
but have been unsuccessful in placing her successfully because of her behavior when left alone
or around loud noises. Just when it seems Stella may be in for permanent retirement, a dog
trainer who also happens to be Connie’s friend, agrees to try to help her recuperate. Stella forms
a special bond with the trainer’s daughter. That bond will challenge Stella to do that which she
never thought she could.I enjoy reading middle grade and young adult books for a change of
pace occasionally. I choose this book because I thought it fit that category. Well it does, but it is
so much more. It is a story about overcoming fears and having the courage to do that which we
think is impossible. As you would expect from a book for the younger reader, it is clean. There
are no sex scenes, no uses of alcohol and no foul language. There is a small amount of non-



physical violence in the form of bullying, but is is not overly graphic. It reads like any well written
novel for adults and will definitely pull your heartstrings.The book is written from the perspective
of Stella, but the writer does an amazing job with that point of view. She doesn’t attribute a lot of
human characteristics to Stella, but rather puts human words to canine characteristics. This
approach makes the book so realistic and genuine. It is obvious that Ms. Hoyle did her
research.I was so engrossed In the story I had to complete the book in one setting, I just couldn’t
walk away without knowing the ending. This story had me in tears more than once and I laughed
out loud several times. I know if you give it a try, you will likely love it as much as I did. I
recommend this book to everyone, especially those who have a love for animals.”

Sleepy, “A dog’s tale of overcoming trauma, being brave, and finding a new family.. Stella used
her strong scent skills in her job as a chemical sniffing dog at airports until a mistake cost the life
of her handler and best friend. Traumatized and suffering from ptsd, Stella is moved between
different foster family as they try to help and rehabilitate her. Given a last chance on a farm with a
mother and daughter, Stella must try her best to be a good dog, despite the fears that keep
tripping her up.Told from the perspective of the dog herself, Stella is a curious, friendly dog who
blames herself for her human's death. It's fascinating to read the book from Stella's perspective.
She views the world through her strong nose and through her attachments to the humans she
loves. Stella also drops tips throughout the book on the best ways to communicate with, interact
with, and train dogs. Life is simpler for dogs, but Stella needs to overcome her fears, find a new
purpose in life, and try to communicate with humans who don't understand her.Stella's new
human is a young girl with epilepsy. Chloe doesn't have any friends, but has lots of time to spend
training, playing with, and loving Stella. Given all her help, perhaps Stella can do the impossible
and help Chloe in return.There were some parts in this book that had me near tears. They were
good emotional moments. Stella is so sweet and innocent and needs such a big hug. This is a
book for dog lovers of all ages. The story touched on some sensitive topics, like death,
euthanizing, and epilepsy. Not in too much detail on any topic, but enough to bring up the topics
on a children's (and dog's) level.I highly recommend this book for everyone. It's a perfect, sweet,
heartwarming read.”

Candice Godfrey, “Beautiful, emotional, thought provoking, and heartwarming. This sweet novel
is told from the perspective of Stella, a service dog. Stella is a beagle and has a hard time when
she misses the scent of an explosive that kills her handler. Because she is so traumatized, Stella
bounces from Pet foster home to foster home. Eventually, Stella is given one last chance a
service dog when she is paired with Chloe a young girl with epilepsy. Stella knows that she must
figure out a way to help Chloe. Can she help stop the seizures, help the girl’s family understand
when one is coming or will she end up in complete retirement? This is an emotional novel, one
that helps readers understand that there are many things service dogs can be trained to do. This
is a wonderful book to teach empathy, overcoming anxiety, and friendship. It is a must read!
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