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the
S E N S I T I V E  
C O M R A D E

nOT MANY PEOPLE outrank Major Diggs Brown, a retired U.S. Army Special Forces and National
Guard veteran. But when he walks around town with Arthur, his service dog, the decorated military 
man can become just a little invisible next to his loveable, docile companion.

“Arthur is very affectionate, and sensitive to my emotional state,” says Brown. “He understands his 
job is to help calm me down. And when you have PTSD, you tend to isolate yourself. Arthur made 
me associate with people; everyone wanted to pet him or talk to me about him.”

In 2003, while stationed in Afghanistan, Brown’s unit was firing mortars at a hill nearly a mile away. Unbe-
knownst to the soldiers, some local children Brown had befriended—he’d even helped build a school for them—
had snuck through a fence behind that same hill. “The first round killed four and wounded 11,” Brown says now. 
“That messed me up.”

Then, Brown’s pickup truck, speeding out of Kabul to avoid IEDs and Taliban ambushes, ran off the road. He suffered 
a traumatic brain injury, leaving him with headaches, balance problems, and memory loss.

Brown tried numerous modalities for several years to help mitigate his stress, to no avail. “I was exhausted, couldn’t 
remember things,” Brown says. “It got to the point where I was just going over the cliff.”

A friend had suggested getting a service dog, specifically from a New York-based non-profit called Puppies Behind 
Bars that trains prison inmates to raise pups for wounded vets. Arthur, Brown says, basically picked him.

When Brown was suffering from mini-strokes and seizures, he says, “Arthur would lean into me really hard when 
[a seizure] was coming on, and I’d lie down in time.” 

More amazingly, Brown no longer needs medication to manage his PTSD and the nightmares that accompany 
it. “Arthur sleeps on the bed with me, always touching me,” Brown says. “If I get into a nightmare situation he’ll put 
his paw on me and wake me up. Or he’ll turn on the light and pull the covers off. I always know he’s got my 6.” In 
military speak, that means “got my back”—and Arthur wouldn’t dream of doing less. —A.K.
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mOST FORT COLLINS POLICE OFFICERS would prob-
ably say that protecting the community is its own reward. But 
for a handful of employees, a rubber ball serves as the holy grail 
of paychecks. Just ask Trigger: a robust, 6-year-old workaholic 
German shepherd-Belgian Malinois mix, born and bred in Eu-
rope specifically for the purpose of apprehending bad guys.

Sargent Sean Giddings, who runs the FCPD’s K-9 unit and has patrolled with Trigger for four 
years, refers to him as a “heat-seeking missile” when it comes to locating odors. Because of his 
pup’s prowess, Giddings knows exactly where he stands in the department hierarchy.

“The handler,” Giddings says, “is actually the dumb animal at the end of the leash.”
The shorter and hairier of the two brave law enforcers is so skilled a gumshoe that he can ac-

curately locate a broad spectrum of specific odors, not just those of live humans: He repeatedly 
locates an assortment of items from cadavers and computer parts to narcotics and cash, and has 
already seized about half a million dollars in drug money.

“When criminals wrap their drugs in multiple layers of pepper, axle grease and Vaseline, and 
float them in gasoline,” Giddings brags, “Trigger can pick out the cocaine. There’s no technology 
that can replace his nose.”

If Trigger can physically reach the suspect, he’s trained to bite and hold on until Giddings 
releases him. Otherwise, he barks. Loudly.

“We have committed bad guys that are willing to fight with our biggest officers or wait out 
tear gas,” Giddings says. “But as soon as the dog comes to the door and starts barking, the vast 
majority surrender.”

Preternatural skills aside, don’t think of Trigger as a heartless beast. When the work is done, 
all he wants is a little love, like the rest of us.

“If he were to apprehend a suspect, he’d bite him,” Giddings says, “and immediately after-
ward lean into him and sit in the guy’s lap to get a pet.”

And maybe a rubber ball. —A.K.

the  
G U M S H O E
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the
A R T F U L  

A S S I S T A N T

GOT BEAR AT A CHARITY AUCTION,” says Wendy Fos-
ter, owner of The Fine Art and Framing Company in Fort 
Collins. “That’s what happens when you have two glasses of 
wine before dinner!”

She is thankful for all that Cabernet now. For more than 
half of the Oak Street gallery’s 18-year existence, Foster’s 
four-legged office manager has been as much of a fixture 
as the canvases that adorn the shop’s walls. And her loyal 
customers now expect that each piece of art come with no 
less than a laconic stare and enthusiastic tail wag. Even the 
delivery people know the setup.

“We always keep treats in the office,” Foster says. “He 
stays here all day, so we all work together to make sure he’s 
taken care of.”

The 12-year-old shepherd-Lab-husky mix has been em-
ployed as the art gallery’s primary greeter since his rambunc-
tious puppy days, helping customers browse comfortably, 
sometimes with a silent partner. Unfortunately, a decade or 
so of running and hiking has aged his joints some. But while 
arthritis may have sapped his agility, it has not affected his 
demeanor. And it certainly hasn’t dampened his ability to 
turn most humans to mush with little more than a firm gaze.

Foster is unapologetically boastful of her loyal assistant. 
“Bear’s got such a personality, and he still gets a little pos-
sessive after 12 years,” she says. “And he demands hugs. 
He’ll stare at you and not stop until you pet him.” —A.K.
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