WHERE IS HE NOW

The Gospel Chicken House Stage wasn't just any high rise platform. It was a 12’ X
24’ area that beckoned many famous Southern and Bluegrass Gospel groups and
soloists. Along with those came the not so known to share their love for God and
undiscovered talent.

One particular solo act stood out from all the others. He made his
way to the friendly humble Chicken House in late summer of 2001.

Upon his arrival, he wasn't real friendly; sort of stay off to himself and
walked with a distinctive limp. However, that didn’t discourage the
land owner and founder of the Gospel Chicken House, Ray Pollard.

Being a great encourager came as first nature to Mr. Pollard. If you
wanted to sing, he gave you that opportunity on the stage. Can you
cook? Well, we could use some help in the snack area. Good with a
hammer? There was always something that needed repair. This new
visitor was no exception ... Ray was going to make him feel welcome
and become his friend.

The Chicken House owner soon succeeded.

For the next 10 years wherever you saw Ray on the 80 plus acres, the Bench leg
Beagle Dog was in his shadow. Right from the beginning, that included the Gospel
Chicken House “center-stage”.

The new family addition was given the
name “Shorty”.

No one ever knew where Shorty came
from, but after a few months, it was
decided God just dropped him off. After
all doesn’'t the Heavenly Father decide
where we are supposed to be to carry out
His plan? The Gospel Chicken House
was always famous for unusual talent
and bringing in the LOST.

Soon a middle name was given to this four-legged friend. He now became known
by Shorty “Ray”. It was then his talents began to emerge.

Talent #1

He could howl any part, bass, tenor
and any in between. It didn’t matter if
he was invited to the stage or not.
Shorty believed he was now part
Owner. If you ever wanted to be
invited back to the Chicken House to
sing, you had better at least pretend to
love sharing the stage with the howler.

Most of the time, he just sat down on those 2 back legs and
looked out at the audience.



The performers just might as well stop singing or playing ...

paying them any mind anyway.

Talent #2

Nno one was

This Gospel Music establishment has a rather “Pet friendly” atmosphere; after
all it was an old Chicken House. So other people felt quite comfortable
bringing their loveable pets with them. Shorty let them know upon their arrival
he was the animal kingdom C.E.O. A few challenged that ... but only once.

Talent #3

About 60% to 75% of the people that entered the Gospel
Chicken House doors would partake of all the delicious
food. Shorty “Ray” made sure he got the same

percentage.

The Lineberry twin brothers or sometimes Bill Packard
would arrive about 10:00 a.m. to fire up the grills, deep
fryers and so forth. By 10:15 a.m. Shorty was on his
second breakfast. 11:00 was pre-lunch. Twelve noon found the dog asleep
for his nap in a church pew in the front of the auditorium. While his owner
Ray, was in the house sprawled in the living room recliner. 1:00 p.m. brought
them both back to life — refurbished for the evening and both ready for an

evening of gospel music.

Around 3:30 p.m. people began to arrive for the evening of
music, fellowship and food. Each one grabs a tray, goes
through the line, picks up a sandwich of choice, fries or onion
rings and a delicious desert and make their way to find a seat,
unaware that a “mooch” is following.

Somehow this dog had the mind of a
human when it came to food. He knew
when the hand was going to drop that

last bite of sandwich or French fry. Trust me, it never hit the
floor. Don’'t ask me how, but even non-animal lovers shared
their food ... “NO Shorty” was not an option.

This all went on until about 8:30 p.m. ... Kitchen closed.

Think this is the end of the evening? Oh NO! Shortly then
turned into the “Robot Dog”, nose down, scooting it along the
concrete floor. He now scoops up the last of fallen and
forgotten popcorn and the bowl of

melted ice cream.

It's only over when the fat dog sings,
or goes to bed.



Talent #4

Short “Ray” Pollard’s greatest talent from God was being the Best Friend that
Mary and Ray could have had in their last years on this earth.

Mary loved Shorty, from the day
he arrived --- but was firm that he
could not be in the house. Mr.
Shorty took the attitude “I don't
think so”. He soon was not only in
the house, but occupied their laps
and their bed became his bed too.

Mary Lewis Tate Pollard went to be with Jesus in August 2008; in January 2011
Edgar Ray Pollard joined his wife.

Lots of folks have inquired “Whatever happened to the Gospel Chicken House
Dog?”

Shorty “Ray” is still on the farm. Ray and Mary’'s daughter Jane along with her
husband live in the home place.

Jane loves all animals that God created, but she
especially loves dogs and Shorty loves Jane. He is alive,
loved and well taken care of.

I’'m sure if he could speak --- WAIT, | guess this story
about him sounds like he does talk --- So go ahead
Shorty Ray, you finish your story:

YELP ~ | miss Ray and Mary but every once in awhile | feel them lookin’ down on
me.

| miss those hamburgers, hot dogs, fries, ice cream and popcorn but | was gettin’ a
bit overweight.

At my age, it's better that Jane keeps me on a healthy diet.

| still run through the woods and visit the neighbors dog “Roxie

Blu” a few times a week and chase the squirrels up the trees

(where they ought to be in the first place).

| still limp a little sometimes — but only when | want attention.

But the good news is | can still howl on key and since God created me and taught
me how to sing harmony at the old “Chicken House”, he’ll call me home someday,

too.

Until then, thanks everyone for all the lovin’ and for asking about me.
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