TTOH Award Night Speech

Five and a half years ago, on a crystal clear Tuesday morning, our collective psyche was indelibly altered, and our lives forever changed.  On a day that will live in infamy, the atrocity we know as 9/11 took the lives of innocent people and sent our nation, and the world, floundering into new and uncharted waters.  One of those lives was Thomas E. Sinton III, my friend Tom, Cathy’s beloved Tommy, Ali’s adored and adoring Dad.  It is in Tom’s memory we are here tonight, and it is my humbling honor to have been selected to receive this award, at this time, by my wonderful friends Cathy and Mark, our hosts.

Several things resulted from the horror that befell us, at the hands of those with no soul and no conscience.  One of those things was a series of wars that were launched at first, in retribution, and subsequently to protect the freedoms that allow us to gather here tonight.  And no matter how you feel about the wisdom of the many choices made in the prosecution of these wars, one thing is certain:  our sons and daughters, nieces and nephews, even mothers and fathers are losing lives and limbs in the heroic effort to protect our nation.

My own love of animals led me to more than a quarter of a century of working with them, nurturing them, healing them, and restoring quality of life to those that needed it.  There was also tragedy, but that too is a part of life. And along the way I was privileged to see the effects that these same animals had on the families that cared for them.  From the glow on the face of children with their new puppy or kitten, to the love showered on a young couple’s “first child,” to the concern of an elderly person whose ailing pet is the last remnants of the life they shared with a departed mate, animals fulfill lives around the world, every day.  They have been found to lower blood pressure, bring smiles to patients otherwise unaware of their surroundings, and to tame the wild beast inside some of our most hardened criminals.  How little a leap it is, therefore, to imagine how a service dog could restore mobility, confidence, self-esteem, and yes, hope, to a veteran torn apart by a war he or she was asked to serve in.

So another result of our national horror, then, had to be something about animals if it were going to be a meaningful tribute to Tom.  What better way to let his memory live, then to pair service animals with those that had left parts of their bodies and their minds on the battlefield?  What better way to show humanity, than to restore function along with hope, to those who were no longer whole physically, mentally, or emotionally but who long to live full lives?

 Most in this room will never know the depths of difficulty in the type of physical and emotional challenges that these deserving recipients call daily life.  This award is called the Beacon of Light.  It is my hope that this beacon will not only light the path, but with your help, create the path to self-sufficiency for all the brave young men and women that need the assistance that the Tower of Hope will, with your generous help, provide for them.  That, I know, would truly make Tom Sinton smile.

Thank you for this wonderful honor.  
