
 

 

Denise Mitterando 

When I talk about my Swissies, I can’t help but smile and melt inside.  

As a member of a therapy dog organization I have a standard line,                                                            

“they make me happy, and I like to share that happiness with others”. 
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Just eight years ago I didn’t even know what a Swissy was.  

The only ‘purebreds’ I was sure about might have been a Lab, Golden, Rottie or German Shepherd.                         
I was a rescue girl through and through.   

Growing up I was like any other kid that wanted a dog.  

My dad had dogs growing up; Mom didn’t and she was deathly afraid, and my brother wasn’t interested 
in helping to fight the battle.  I used to go to friends to play with and walk their dogs.  My love and desire 
to get a dog never diminished, and in a moment of weakness my mother allowed me to get one when I 
was about 21.  Butterscotch ‘Buttah’ was a Husky, Samoyed, Lab and Collie mix with long hair that I kept 
shaved.  While I could never say anyone in particular was my ‘heart’ dog because they all came into my 
life with different pros and cons, she was special.  She didn’t need to be on a leash and was the most 
obedient.  I would die to do competition with a dog like her now!  She would cruise in my convertible  
everywhere I went, sitting in the front seat with her harness and seatbelt.  She was with me for 12 years 
in the best and saddest of times.  While your heart breaks into a million pieces, I always try to keep the 
best interest of the dog in my heart verses my selfish needs or wants.  Words from my cousin, and a Vet 
have stuck with me the last 20 years … “quality over quantity”.   It was time to say good-bye. 

After Buttah I decided with such a busy life working full-time, school ...  

and social schedule that perhaps it wasn’t fair to get another dog and make them spend so much time 
alone.  I would get a cat—they liked to be on their own.  Well I had the cat for a week and said “nope, I’m 
a dog person—I need a dog!”.  Foxxy Momma—my cat of 20 years—has put up with all of my dogs.  My 
pittie mix came from the Newark Shelter, a little skinny thing, spent her life with that kitty cat.  At this 
point in my life I decided I was going to save others as well.  My ’Golden Nugget’ or ’Chicken Nugget’ as 
the kids in the condo down the hall thought I had named her, welcomed every foster that passed through 
our door.  This little girl kept me on my toes.  The day I moved she escaped for 2 hours as the movers 
were loading the truck.  And later that day she escaped the new house too.  I had 9 years with Nugget 
when an unexpected aneurysm burst and took her from me within an hour.  Talk about being fine one 
minute and gone the next … once again my heart was shattered. 

The next day with a soft spot in my heart for the underdog with a bad rap 

I was looking online for another dog.  I found my Doodle just over the New York state border.  While I 
loved her something just wasn’t right.  Unfortunately, out of nowhere she would snap and turn a little 
Cujo on me.  One day she was on my bed, I walked into the room and I thought she was going to eat me 
alive.  I jumped back out of the room and slammed the door.  I tried to enter again but got the same    
reaction.  I was terrified.   About an hour later I entered and she came prancing out like nothing had  
happened.  After this happened twice, as well as some other situations, I became more and more fearful 
of having her in my home. 
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This is when I met John and Erin McWilliams. 

Doodle went to daycare at Paws-itive Experience and we had a couple of private sessions with John to 
try to work through the issues.  John was the 3rd trainer I worked with within a year.  One day Doodle 
had a Cujo event at the daycare so they saw it first-hand.  The final straw was when I walked into the 
house with a can of paint and she bit my hand.  In tears I called John.  I knew what had to be done, but 
needed reassurance that I was doing the right thing.  I couldn’t live with the situation, afraid to have   
people come to my house, and my own fear of not knowing when she would snap.  There were too many 
other dogs to be saved so I made the decision to put her down.  It still breaks my heart as I feel like I 
failed her. 

While I had been very fortunate with my first 2 dogs,  

I decided that I wanted to know where the next one was coming from, and what experiences they had.  I 

wanted a ‘bullet proof’ or, as close as possible, dog.  I was at Paws-itive and saw these 2 big beautiful 

dogs just hanging out in daycare.  I said “I want one of those!”.  They were much bigger than I would   

ever have wanted, but I was going big or going home!  It turns out they were John and Erin’s Swissies.  I 

had to have one …. NOW!  It was February and the next litter wasn’t coming until the summer and 

wouldn’t be ready to go to their new homes until September.  Take my breath away … I couldn’t last that 

long!  Well in April, Ms. Sophia Mia came for a sleepover.  She was the grandma of the next litter.  A 

’sleepover’ turned into 8 wonderful months.  I learned a lesson that you do not have to have a puppy.  An 

older dog can bring you as much joy as a young one—plus they are house broken already.  We would 

go for mile long walks every day.  Proof that I had any ability to control a dog, however, would go out the 

window when she would see her real mom, Erin! 

The French Food litter was born on July 9, 2012!  

French food?  Like French bread, French fry?  I had no clue about French food!  I left the registered 
name up to Erin.  TwinPeaks Amuse Bouche, ‘mouth amuser’, complementary little bites that a chef 
sends to diners at the start of their meal.  I was going to stick with the call name Caboo—the Urban   
Dictionary’s “your tight friend, your dawg”. 

Caboo was my first puppy puppy.  

What the heck did I get myself into?  Was this a dog or a shark?  As I think back to the beginning you 
forget the shark attacks, the potty clean ups, because it all passes so fast.  Sophia Mia spent her last 3 
months teaching her grandchild life lessons until she left us for greener pastures in November.  It took 
me until the 4th dog to actually be in the room with them when they leave this world.  I will always be 
there in the future if physically possible. 
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Considering I was a rescue person and would NEVER pay a lot for a dog. 

I was going to make sure this dog had every letter in the alphabet to her name in the end.  We had a 
slow start, but we have been actively pursuing as many as possible.  Sharon Gardner accompanied us 
on our first pack hike and while on one of those pack hikes Karen Gross told me all about weight pull.  
We have traveled near and far meeting up with friends along the way.   I am proud and honored to have 
a Swissy that has accomplished so much and strives to make her Mom happy while doing so.  Her    
successes include: Champion (CH), Canine Good Citizen (CGC), Therapy Dog Advanced (THDA),  
Community Canine (CGCA), Trick Dog Intermediate (TKI), Open Barn Hunt (RATO), Working Pack Dog 
Excellent (WPDX), Working Weight Dog Superior (WWDS), and we are still going strong!  Rally and 
Drafting Novice titles are in our future.  We continue to work towards ACE points for weight pull, and we 
will conquer the rats for a Senior title as well! 

Back when I was visiting Baby Caboo during the summer of 2102,  

my Hunka Bunka of Burning Love Mr. Gideon was there (also known by the Rosander Family as      

Goober).  He was only a year old at the time, and cra-cra with an exuberant amount of energy.  Little did 

I know six years later he would be hanging with Caboo and me, and once again “just visiting” turned into 

never leaving!  With Mom and Caboo traveling near and far for working events, he is ever so happy to 

spend time with his Swissy friends and family.  At times there are “debates” over who gets to have 

him…. The Rosanders, Painters, Coyles and Goldings!  GCHS Gideon Des Joyeuses Gambades, CGC, 

CGCA, TKN has the most wonderful temperament and has turned into a fabulous therapy dog.  He     

retired from the show ring as a Silver Grand Champion, but is looking forward to coming back as a     

veteran with his favorite junior handler Kelly Diehl at the MAGS Specialty.  His sweetness shines in his 

many children and grandchildren spreading Swissy joy and love!   

Through MAGS and the Greater Swiss Mountain Dog Club group ... 

on Facebook I have met so many wonderful people.  I have had experiences that checked a mark off my 

bucket list… witnessing the birth of two litters of Swissies.  Friends that are like family giving us           

opportunities to enjoy time together.  I have learned so much and continue to.  The last 7 years the 

Swissy World (a.k.a. Cult) has brought me so much happiness and at times sadness, but the good     

outweighs the bad, and I wouldn’t have it any other way! 


