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Few people are more qualified to speak about the abilities and potential of dogs than Jennifer
Arnold, who for the past 20 years has trained service dogs for people with physical disabilities
and special needs. Arnold has developed a unique understanding of dogs' capabilities,
intelligence, sensitivity, and extra-sensory skills. Her training method is based on teaching dogs
to make choices—as opposed to following commands—through kindness and encouragement
rather than fear and submission, and her results are extraordinary.To Arnold, dogs are neither
wolves in need of a pack leader nor babies in need of coddling; rather, they are extremely
trusting beings attuned to their owners' needs and they aim to please. Relationships between
dogs and humans go awry when we fail to understand our dogs and when we send them
confusing, mixed signals. Arnold's firsthand experience—from what moved her to start her
exemplary nonprofit and how she developed her methodology—guides this book and gives it a
powerful emotional heft.Stories drawn from Arnold's life and the lives of the dogs who were her
greatest teachers are convincing, unforgettable, and compelling testimony and make this book a
heart-warming, captivating listen that will forever change the way you see your dog by showing
you the way your dog sees the world.PLEASE NOTE: When you purchase this title, the
accompanying PDF will be available in your Audible Library along with the audio.

“Andie Mitchell draws you in from the first cupcake—you taste the creamy frosting, feel every
hunger pang, and your heart aches right along with hers. She beautifully exposes the dark and
painful struggles of weight loss, food addiction, and self-hate that so many in this country face.
Her journey to mental and physical health—the long road to overcoming her obsessive behavior
—is so relatable you can’t help but love and cheer for her. Read this book because it offers
wonderful lessons for healthy living, being kind to yourself, and finding balance. Read it because
it's heartbreakingly honest and endearingly educational. Just READ IT!”—Alison Sweeney, host
of NBC’s The Biggest Loser “Loving yourself is the bravest thing, and I'm so glad Andie found
her bravery and was willing to share it. Cheers to chocolate cake in moderation and happiness in
abundance!"—Giada De Laurentiis, author of Giada’s Feel Good Food “Andie's story, in which
she takes us along for her 135-pound weight loss journey and makes peace with food, is
remarkable. She chooses to see the positives from her past, and she realizes that who she was
when she was bigger molded her into the person she is today. Andie is an inspiration to anyone
who struggles with the challenges of dieting and weight loss.”—Gina Homolka, author of The
Skinnytaste Cookbook “A charming memoir about weight loss and self-discovery.”—People
magazine “The book’s biggest surprise is how relatable it is: Beneath the extreme eating
scenarios Mitchell describes some universal truths about how women connect and clash with
food. …It Was Me All Along is the perfect book to read in January, because Mitchell’s total



bluntness will inspire you to have a more honest year.”—Glamour.com “Anyone embarking on
New Year’s resolutions of eating healthier and losing weight will be humbled by reading Andie
Mitchell’s memoir, a poetically written, honest account of her struggles with binging, obesity and
the traumatic childhood that led her to seek solace in food.”—StyleBistro.com “In a moving new
memoir, It Was Me All Along, Andie Mitchell describes how her life became a prison of calorie-
counting, cravings and self-consciousness until she found a comfortable weight.”—Daily
Mail “Mitchell’s journey towards acceptance, chronicled in her new memoir, It Was Me All Along,
has struck a chord with women everywhere.”—Yahoo! News “It Was Me All Along is the strikingly
honest story of one woman’s long journey to self-acceptance. It’s a must-read memoir for
anyone who has used food to numb the pain rather than nourish the body.”—BookPage “A
candid and inspiring memoir.”—Kirkus ReviewsAbout the AuthorANDIE MITCHELL is a writer,
recipe developer, and lover of cake. Her popular blog, CanYouStayForDinner.com, shares the
inspiring story of her successful weight loss and continued passion for good food. She lives in
New York City, where she is the social media director for ShriverReport.org. Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Introduction IF YOU WERE NOT ABLE TO ATTEND
my twentieth birthday party, you missed a fabulous cake.And if, by chance, you were able to
attend my twentieth birth-day party, you, too, missed a fabulous cake.In fact, everyone did, save
for me.I can remember carving the first slice, taking the first forkful. The rush of whipped sugar
speeding through my bloodstream. It felt like teetering on the ledge on the roof of a skyscraper,
exhilarat-ing and terrifying. The split-second decision between balance and oblivion.What I
cannot remember, however, is the exact moment I made the decision to eat the whole
thing.Scraping the sides of the mixing bowl, I began to notice just how satiny the fudge batter
was. I made swirls and figure eights with my spatula. In transferring heaping spoonfuls of
espresso-hued chocolate cream to the cake tins, I reveled in the lightness of texture, the airiness
of what I was working with. A scoop in the pan, a scoop in the mouth. I then watched through the
oven door as the cakes materialized, rising to fill their nine-inch pans.Ten minutes into the
baking, the air in my apartment was so saturated with the aroma of chocolate that I lost the
ability to focus on anything but that cake. Though I had already eaten lunch and cake batter, a
new hunger appeared, unexpected and urgent, the kind that forced me to stop whatever I was
doing and tend to it. It was the kind I couldn’t ignore, the one that wrestled away my power, every
hidden weapon of will, and thrust me into the kitchen, where it always seemed I’d run out of milk
and self-control.While the cake cooled, I bided time by making the frosting, following the same
rigorous taste-testing protocol as I had with the cake. Once my mixing bowl was full of glossy stiff
peaks, I iced both layers. I carved one perfect slice, dragging my index finger along the flat side
of the knife to collect any wayward fudgy crumbs, and brought it to my mouth for a thorough
licking. I ate the slice of cake with fervor, as if intently pursuing something. I devoured a second
slice, and then a third, trailed hastily by another three. I carved one more, reasoning that would
just about do it, but, oh—look at the crooked edge I’d produced with my shoddy knife skills. A
sliver more would straighten it. I whittled away at the frosting, and, finally sure that enough was



enough, I walked away from the cake and laid my fork and knife in the sink. I turned back to the
cake stand and, in one painful glance, saw all that remained. A single slice.Guilt has a way of
resisting digestion. There’s nothing natu-ral about its aggressive spread. It stretches out inside
me, doubles its size by uncurling its chubby arms and legs. It kicks and groans every slip of the
way down. It reminds me, shames me, at every twist, every turn. And when it plops down at last
upon the base of my stomach, it stays for days, unwelcome.When it finally begins to dissolve in a
halfhearted effort to leave me, particles of self-hatred remain. And hatred, like acid, erodes the
whole of its environment.What begins as hating the cake for all its multiple layers of lus-cious
temptation spirals quickly into hating myself and all my fat cells. I let myself down. I lament not
having more control. I crave comfort and reassurance, but the shame pushes me to choose pun-
ishment instead; it’s all I deserve. And though crying seems a valid option, tears elude me.
Instead, I stay stuck internally, bottled and sealed inside my own skin with the acidity of hatred
and guilt and shame. Today, eight years later, I’m standing again at my kitchen counter, tending
to the same fudge cake. I’m gently lowering the top layer onto its frosting pillow. I’ve baked this
cake enough times that I don’t even have to take a bite to know the rich velvet of its texture. It has
always been decadent, always as intense as a square of high-quality dark chocolate. A forkful
makes me know that, were I able to suspend hot fudge in air just long enough to hold it and bite
into it, just to taste it during the moments before it oozed, thick on my tongue, it’d be the same as
this cake.And then there’s the frosting: a whipped confection with a tex-ture that lies somewhere
between the airiness in a cloud of cot-ton candy and the fluffy marshmallow filling in a 3
Musketeers candy bar.Swiping a finger through that frosting, I stop. I consider how wildly my
feelings about eating this one cake have swung in the last seven years. Since that time, I have
lost 135 pounds. The weight has left my body and, with it, the guilt, the shame, and the hatred,
too. I think briefly of the days when the very sight of a confec-tion induced a seductive fantasy of
eating it all in secret. Maybe it’s knowing that I could get away with it, the acknowledgment that I
could eat it all without anyone ever seeing me do it, that gives me pause today.I am a lifetime
practitioner of secretive eating, after all. As a kid who entered an empty house after school each
day, I felt a despera-tion to eat. I knew no way other than eating to alleviate the loneli-ness, to fill
in the spaces where comfort and security could have been. Food poured over the millions of
cracks in the foundation of my family; it seeped into the fissures; it narrowed the chasms. But
even then I knew that the amount of food I was consuming was something to be ashamed of. So
I learned to hide it well. I stuffed twin packs of Little Debbie Swiss Cake Rolls deep inside my
stom-ach, tightly tucking them away. I plunged their cellophane wrap-pers even deeper inside
the trash can, where they couldn’t be seen without digging.Until the year of my twentieth
birthday, I lugged around the heavy shame of my eating. I’d devour a steak-and-cheese
sandwich on the way home to eat dinner with my family. I’d find myself two days into a new diet,
alone in my car, pulling through the drive-through window of the Burger King two towns over—
the one where I was certain no one would recognize me. I’d griddle three stacks of pancakes in
the mornings after Mom had left for work, stab my fork into the thick, cakey center of each one,



and then slosh the bite through puddles of maple syrup and melted butter.But today, eating
ceaselessly in private doesn’t lure me the way it once did. It doesn’t seduce me in the same sexy
way. In fact, there were years after having lost one-hundred-plus pounds when the sight of this
fudge cake didn’t conjure up fantasy, but fear—a few birthdays when I spent the hours and days
leading up to the cake searching my mind desperately for ways to escape eating it. I thought of
excuses. I thought of ways to chew the cake in front of friends and family and spit it out in my
napkin in the privacy of the next room. Three birthdays came and went without my so much as
licking the frosting that touched my fingers while icing the layers.The thinness I’d achieved came
with its own brand of indignity. It was the fear of gaining back each pound, of proving myself a fail-
ure, that plagued me. It was the fatness of my shadow that followed me into the dark alley of an
eating disorder. And just as I always had, I stuffed the shame so far down that no one could see
it but me. For the first time, I appeared healthy on the outside. I wanted badly to conceal the fact
that, despite a radical transformation, I remained as screwed up as I had ever been.I lied about
just having eaten to eschew offers of food at the dinner table with my family. I drove in circles in
my neighborhood, unsure of how to fill the hours on an empty stomach. I bought snacks I had no
intention of eating when I went to the movie the-ater with friends. I doggie-bagged the leftovers
at restaurants, only to plunge them into the trash can the moment I arrived home. Even after
rekindling my passion for baking, I restricted myself to the smallest of portions and gave the rest
away.Making this cake now, a few years later, I see how starkly black and white my beliefs had
been. I see the tragedy in living an all-or-nothing existence, in teetering on top of that skyscraper
and feeling forced to choose between standing paralyzed in fear or hurling myself over the edge
in ecstasy. I recognize the pain of white-knuckling my way through life. I recognize the internal
chaos of barreling through life in bouts of mania and depression. The alternative, the middle
ground, is balance. It’s not wishing to stay or to fall; it’s remaining upright, respecting the
boundary of the rooftop and admiring the exhilaration, the strength, of stand-ing so high.By now
I’ve changed dramatically. I can, I want to, I choose to eat a full slice of this cake and love deeply
all the many bites I take. I linger on the cocoa flavor, the suede texture, and, when one piece has
reached its clean-plate end, I don’t look for another to replace it. I share this cake. I eat it out in
the open, in a loud and proud manner. I take pride in having baked something so rich, so true
and divine. I won’t eat until I can no longer feel anything but the stretching of my stomach, the
growing of my guilt.Every year since losing all the weight, I’ve baked this sour cream fudge cake.
And every year, I’ve felt different about the finished product. How has one innocent cake
transformed from abusive lover to healthy companion, while I’ve continued to bake it just the
same?Has the taste changed, or, perhaps, have I?Read more

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/LVZqr/Through-a-Dogs-Eyes




PamandJana, “Idealized Dogs. Through a Dog's Eyes is the title of both this book and a
companion DVD. The DVD features a documentary about the placement of service dogs,
focusing on twin boys with cerebral palsy. The book is written by the founder and director of the
service dog organization that placed the dogs and describes several closely bonded human-dog
teams. The author, Jennifer Arnold, does a wonderful job of weaving delightful anecdotes into
her book and drawing lessons about dogs from them. Though it is not a training manual, Arnold
does describe some common dog "behavior" problems -- from the dog's perspective. She does
so in a way that will help owners see why the traditional methods of "correcting" these behaviors
don't work, which is helpful and very dog-friendly.Arnold's view of dogs might be astounding to
some readers, however: she states, for example, that dogs demonstrate "theory of mind,"
providing several examples. In this, she's willing to go farther toward recognizing dogs as
thinking decision makers than most dogs experts -- but I don't think she goes far enough. She
clings to a common but, I think, incorrect view that dogs cannot make "moral" choices,
dismissing the idea that dogs can "know better," that is, that a dog can make "the right" choice,
even if it goes against his training, instinct, or even self-interest. She cites as one example dogs
who take food from countertops, stating that "nothing that hunts for a living will leave available
food untouched unless they are not hungry, and even then they may take what's available." This
not only echoes the familiar, if incorrect and outdated, view of "dogs as wolves" (after all, how
many domestic dogs hunt for a living?) -- it's simply not true. Dogs can be taught not to take
what's not theirs; all of the dogs I have trained have learned that lesson in early
puppyhood.Another area where I hesitantly venture to disagree with Arnold is that I think she
over-idealizes dogs, sometimes making them sound too much like the "good wives" described in
1950s marriage manuals: eager to please, living only to serve, selfless, and heroic. I do not
mean to detract from dogs' many good qualities -- I find dogs to be the most interesting and
pleasant companions around -- but I have certainly encountered in all dogs individual
preferences and agendas that don't always mesh with the ideas of the humans around them.
Their individuality and complexity is what makes them interesting to be with, and I think painting
them broadly as helpful and eager to do our bidding shortchanges them.Arnold and her
organization (Canine Assistants, a top service dog organization located in Georgia) are strongly
opposed to the use of force in training and she presents her viewpoint articulately. Since she and
I studied with the same mentor (Bonnie Bergin of the Bergin University of Canine Studies), we
advocate nearly identical approaches to educating dogs. Arnold strongly emphasizes the bond
between the human and the dog in her methods of raising and educating dogs, and this comes
across strongly in her book.Overall, the book is a fun and heartwarming read and will give
readers not only a new appreciation for the wonderful abilities of dogs but a great insight into the
ways service dogs transform people's lives as well.”



artemis 1291, “Lovely book on our fido friends. If you are a dog person, reading this book will
make you become better understanding of your dog or just any dog in sight – in his perspective.
This book is written with knowledge and heart by Jennifer Arnold, the Executive Director of
Canine Assistants, a school for educating dogs to help people with disabilities, including
epilepsy, paralysis of broken spinal cords, and others that prevent them from functioning their
ordinary tasks of daily lives . The author specifically emphasizes on the word “education” of her
dogs, not “training” because the student dogs are taught to respond to foreseeable/
unforeseeable situations that require their immediate problem-solving skills for the safety of their
human partners based upon the author’s belief on ethology, the scientific and objective study of
animal behavior, by incorporating Operant Conditioning method to modify a behavior by
reinforcement andpunishment.What Ms. Arnold avers in the book actually corroborates what I
have always believed to be true: (1) that dogs do have feelings without filtering them through the
intellect, which can be found in the cerebral cortex of human. But because of this absence, dogs
are artless in expressing their emotions toward us; (2) that dogs’ characteristics of being loyal
and empathetic indicates that consciousness, the state of being awake and aware, enables
them to do what’s in the best interest of others; (3) that in no way, is a concept of “alpha dog” in a
human-canine relationship useful or even sensical; and; (4) that operant conditioning in which
positive reinforcement (rewarding with a teat) and negative punishment (not giving it) works the
best to reinforce intended behaviors.You will find a kindred spirit in this book filled with laughters
by the wonder dogs at the Canine Assistants, tears by the pains of those who were and are in
need of their canine assistants, heartaches by those fallen dogs because of misunderstanding
on our human parts, but most of all, joy by understanding our fido friends in their own paws.”

adair howell, “Inspirational and informative, Not just for dog-owners. Jennifer Arnold writes
passionately and descriptively about something she knows extensively. As the founder of
Canine Assistants, a non-profit that has been growing out of Atlanta for the past twenty years,
you could say she has learned a thing, or maybe more than a millions things, about dogs. In this
debut book, she weaves stories from her experience and provides insight from her Own findings
as well as her in-depth research.She takes you through the history and evolution of dogs,
making a case for man's best friend through the ages. She describes the inherent nature of dogs
backed by moving first-hand accounts. She packs twenty years of proven training into a concise
training manual based on positive re-enforecement, proving there are better ways than the
unfortunate dominance-based methods made popular by certain individuals. She gives plenty of
examples of what people, including herself, can overcome when faced with what can seem like
life's toughest obstacles, including illness and loss of physical abilities. Most incredibly, she
shows how dogs can help people overcome such things. And to take it a step further, she proves
how dogs can sense the slightest emotion or even something awry, able at times to prevent an
impending disaster.Whether you own a dog or not, you will enjoy reading this book. You get the
sense that you know the author and will trust what she is writing. Her stories will make you laugh



and make you cry, her research will leave you feeling like you couldn't have learned nearly as
much if you googled "dogs" for a year, and certainly not as comprehensively if you tried. And, if
you have a dog, the training tips and manual will surely prove essential. That being said, more
than ever I wanted (and still want!) to become a dog-owner (for so many reasons) after finishing
Through a Dog's Eyes.”

Mrs M, “Billiant Dog Book. Through a Dog's Eyes is so such a good book I have now bought
three copies. I got one for my Kindle but then decided I wanted a hard copy. Recently I got
another copy for my sister-in-law. We both have new dogs. I bought masses of dog books
recently and some of them think I will never train my new Border Collie. This book is so laid back
that it makes you realise you just need lots of love and bit of common sense. I would recommend
it to people who have had dogs for ages as well as new dog owners.”

RB, “An important but accessible text arguing that we should think differently about our
relationship with our dogs. Jennifer Arnold presents in a clear and dispassionate manner the
scientific arguments and how these relate to her experience. Her approach to interaction with
dogs rings true with me - every dog owner knows their mutt understands more than traditional
dog trainers would suggest. Reading this book has made me re-evaluate the way I interact with
my dog and has taught me to listen to him and to trust both his and my instincts. Our
relationship is happier, healthier and more fun.”

Ms D P Wisbey, “"Understanding dogs", fulfills the brief.. Very interesting and in depth account of
the the writer's account of living with, and training of, assistance dogs. Up to date accounts of
studies showing the intelligence and empathy of dogs.”

Misty, “What a good read. Thoroughly enjoying this book. What an inspiring lady who clearly
understands both dogs and their owners.  Recommended read for all dog owners and others.”

Jen B, “Fantastic. For anyone looking for a book on training that is more anecdotal yet highly
insightful, this book is fantastic.  A really, really good read.”

The book by Anthony Lewis has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 276 people have provided feedback.
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