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Calendar

ADOPTION EVENTS

Please refer to our Web site
for Adoption Event dates.

FUND RAISING EVENTS

June 8th - Paws in the Park, our annual
dog walk for homeless animals. It's never
too early to start planning on attending.
Visit our Web site for details.

November 2nd - The Sixth Annual Save A
Dog Auction. We hope that you'll join us for
a fun day of bidding wars and fund raising.
Every year it's a blast. Mark your calendars
now.

Greetings From Shirley

It's been a very exciting and productive year ateSA Dog and we have a
wonderful newsletter to share with you. So grabup of coffee or tea and
spend a few minutes getting your heart warmed g6the really touching tales
of dogs who we helped this year. | think you'll be moved by the rescue
stories that you'll want to share this newslettéhvall your friends. Many of

the stories you're going to read here are writtgrobr own teen volunteers.
This summer | took four of our hardest-working tHi&il teen volunteers on a
“mission trip” to visit and help out several humaswrieties and shelters in
rural West Virginia. Several of the teens wrotewthibeir experience and how
the trip impacted them. | was so moved by what tivegte that | wanted to

share it with all of you. Hopefully, you will bespired about the work that we
do and continue to bless us with your financialpguwp plus share this with
your friends and family.

For me, it was such a joy to finally meet my Wegtgihia rescue partners.
Most of the WV work is done via emails and phon#scao it was great to
finally meet everyone face to face. These are gebpbld close to my heart.

West Virginia Diary

(as told by Laura Macleod, a teen volunteer)

Doing rescue work has become a part of my daily; lif
whether | have a foster, am online reviewing agpions,

or helping at the shelter itself | am always doingg
something Save A Dog related. Unloading transport{ss
getting to know the dogs, fostering them, and halpef
adopting them out to great homes is a normal reutin
always read about the horrid situations the dogs
rescued were in and | was well aware that mosthef t [
ones that we, and other Human Societies didn't taka

WV were put down. | knew that every dog | cared dor
Shirley’s, handled at an event, fostered, and did t
adoption for was another dog | was helping savimgt. .|

each dog we saved or helped save meant until sidorg

myself.

Pennsylvania:

Shirley told us straight out that the trip wouldliurde long

The Teen Volunteers: Tally, Laura, Rebecca and Lily

car trips, and many sad shelters. She thought Eershyyest virginia, Day 1:
Park PA would be a good stop before heading for WV. _ ]
She said we would need something fun to do and sdd€ first day Shirley, the other teens and | pullgdto

before heading south. | thought to myself well,duldn’t
mind the (approx) 14 hour drive to WV and goinggfht
to a shelter, but Hershey would be nice, but | wesng.
The break from driving and a fun part of the trigsw

much needed. Thanks Shirley.

Taylor County Dog Pound. We saw dog runs with Borde
Collies, Hounds, and other dogs all running backl an
fourth. They all seemed happy a roof over theirdsea
walks every day, food every day, and play mates. We
walked back to some more kennels with more dogs, a
Husky, a Rottie, and a lot of hounds. Everythingswa



Nina — My Foster Dog

by Rebecca Robinson, a teen volunteer

Nina’s timid and distrusting nature
towards new people made it see
as if she would never find he" \
forever home — but today she he
proven me wrong. Her new family
is here and ready to take her horr ~-
The couple keeps looking down ¢ f‘t‘;
her and then back at each oth
with radiant smiles, while their.'
ten-year-old bounds about witk
joy. We walk to the car in silence
but it doesn’t bother me. | jus
can’'t help but feel odd with this
completely new person holding
the leash of my precious Nin
while my hands hang idly by my <
sides. Her leash is taut as | ha =
never seen it before while sh”
pulls to get back to my heel. | try
to explain to her that this is he ™"
new person and that all will be
well, but | can find no

understanding in her eyes, ju:
confusion and longing. Her big
bright eyes seem to want t
communicate but all | can do tc
avoid tears is look away. When | glance back shegji

she staggered backward toward the
other lane, but that was the worst
move she could have made. Out of
the darkness appeared a set of
huge blinding headlights which
came Dbarreling toward her. |
thought it was over. | had no idea
what to do; | just sat there
desperately trying to make sense
of the scene around me. My mom
leaned her whole body down on
the car’s horn, trying to deter the
driver. The source of the
headlights, an eighteen wheeler,
came to a screeching halt only feet
from the spot where Nina stood
frozen. Breaking my motionless
gaze, | flung open the door to the
car.

“Nina” we coaxed gently from
inside the wvehicle. To our
astonishment she began to edge
toward us. When | thought she
was close enough, my arm darted
out and caught her by the scruff.
All my fear suddenly subsided, all

me an excited wag but soon becomes disappointed hethe visions of how horribly that night could haveded
make no move toward her. We just keep walking tdwarseemed to vanish from my mind. As | hauled her vgr o

their car, but I'm secretly hoping we never geté¢he

| start to think back to our first night togeth#rhad been
routine to go to Shirley’s house and pick up a totpke
in as a foster. But when Nina and | arrived backéand
sat together in the kitchen she was not interestate
and shied away. Each time | made an effort to limbd

my mom and into the car, | felt as if | should bartking
the god | don't usually believe exists. The trafisumed
at its regular pace, but sitting on my lap Nina# broke
into its first wag as if it had been waiting foraye to find
a reason to move. Since that moment, she has tefver
my side.

her blue and brown mismatched eyes, she avoided niyow it's time to say goodbye; to send her off ta he

gaze. | left her alone for ONE SECOND, and when
returned the front door was cracked open and there
no dog to be found. | flew out the door just indito see
a white flash bolt out of my front yard.

A minute later | found myself with my mom in therca
tears streaming down my face as Nina ran up theeceh

a busy road full of speeding cars and honking hofrns what's happening.

forever home. | don't feel ready, but | never feshdy
when it comes to this point. We have finally reatteeir
car and the family begins to climb in. | kneel dotwriake

a moment to say farewell, and our eyes meet. Bst th
time when 1 look into those bright eyes, | can see
understanding. She leans in and gives me a kisthen
nose, as if to say “Thank you”, as if she knowsctya

| don't know where this sudden

screamed her name out the window but each time shmderstanding of hers comes from, but for someoreés
stopped, she looked back only for a moment beforeeems to help me come to terms as well. When [iloiok

tearing further up the street.

We followed her diligently as she ran and with eaah
that was forced to slam on its breaks, my heappsd a
beat. There was a screech of halting brakes ahdtirsy
eyes instinctively. When | brought myself to opéern,
Nina was still standing, but there were many ctopped

those eyes once more, | feel no more grief, no more
longing for this moment to have never come. | amhes
forever home; | am simply some help along the vighe
has found her place in this world, and it is mydito let
go. As the family’s car pulls away | watch Ninatigig
serenely in the back seat, staring forward towandnew
life. | can almost see her tail wagging its slowt jsyful

and she seemed not to know which way to go. Codfusewag &



West Virginia Diary, Cont.

(as told by Laura Macleod, a teen volunteer)

clean and the dogs were happy after we had wallesd,t happy to be out. After our walk we gave them eagbad
groomed them, and played with them each separatelgat and put them back, both barking and cryingniore
Once we started talking to the directors we redliteat walks and attention. We walked 2 hounds, A Shepherd
this only happens once a day and sometimes thermar and a Corgi mix, and many more dogs until we wensed
many dogs or not enough time for individual attemti with the outdoor dogs. We wanted to walk a littlachk

this was sad because all of the dogs really loVleaf the  dog who was happy wagging his tail, licking us ‘matre
attention they were getting. A Border Collie | dnad out  told she was way too fearful for a walk. Once shtced
was covered in matts, a beagle | sat with rollediad in  others were being walked she scaled a 12 foot woode
my lap and cried after me as | left, and a Sheplierdfence and got her nail stuck. We all watched hekro
walked ran around and got out all of his energyif &i#  back and forth on the fence. Lily unhooked her aaidl
had never been able to run before. We ended themlay DJ got her off the fence and back to her pen. Was
good note taking 2 Beagles (Peaches and Justine), absolutely heart wrenching. DJ then led us to wemio
Yorkies (Itsy and Bitsy), and the Husky (Aspen) lbac porches, and fenced in areas with many dogs in .them

home. Most of them older, some of them with missing fur o
o parts of their bodies. She told us we could watnihall,
West Virginia, Day 2: but most were limping or not leash trained so werefi

Late morning on Tuesday we pulled into Ritchie Ggun 0 Sit with them and pet the friendliest ones & group.
Human Society. We saw a barking black lab walking i
the road, loose and found it was the directors oeg.
The shelter works like this: Puppies loose in dlera
Kittens loose in the same trailer, cats in cageghim
trailer. Adult dogs in pens outside with dog hovdept
with up to 3 other pen mates. As we took turns malk
and cleaning dogs every dog | sat down with wasicga
attention, barking as other dogs passed by andhgoll
around begging for more scratching. As we left tHam
their cages they all jumped onto what dog housesg liad
barking and jumping looking up at us with reallyl &yes.
That was so hard to see. | pulled a Rottie namdayRo
out of her cage, she was different. She walked lgaiy
my side and looked up at me every so often tofdewas
still there. Her cage was clean, somewhat organioee
corner for eating, one for bathroom, and one tefsla.
She didn't bark, or jump when | left, just stardadvee... ‘ N ' I

almost crying. As | write this, Robyn is in her name. We moved from porch to porch pointing out the few
As we pulled out | was at ease knowing Robyn, arfd a Younger, frlendll_er_ dogs that we mlght find homes fAs
month old Minpin/Shepherd mix named Emily would bethe end of our visit neared, we said our goodbges|tof
saved. However | was trying hard not to think of fate the dogs, wishing we could have done more thenide d
of all the others.Editor's note: Ritchie County is a high DJ offered us a tiny puppy and we convinced heleto
volume county shelter taking in dogs from the wholdéWo of the beagles come too. This day was onehef t
county. They have to euthanize for space as thejt do Saddest, most heartbreaking days of our trip. Daima
have the option of turning any dog away. had a huge impact on me.

West Virginia, Day 3: West Virginia, Day 4:

We left early Wed morning to go to Friends For Life On Thurs we had a different kind of day. Monroe igu
Donna Jo has many dogs (around 90!) and calls héyhimal Shelter has no shelter, but foster homés, ys.
humane society a ‘dog sanctuary’ as she has naterdop Before we left, the owner of the chapel we stayeda
for the dogs she takes in. As we pulled up we chelar 2lso a foster parent, so we walked to her housenzetd
the dogs barking, some lunging at the cages togetAs ~ Lace, a lab mix, Misha a Shepard mix, Benny, a lab
we greeted Donna Jo, we grabbed leashes and wdre t§ound, and Daisy, a spaniel. They were all veryeswe
which ones we could walk. We proceeded to the artdo Very playful, and very trainable. Shirley addedntie the
dogs and opened a kennel with 2 Beagles; Duke arsd G list. We spent lots of time with these dogs. At taro
Becca and | walked them down the road they wersso, foster home, we met Smiley, a shy border colliepowh

!




West Virginia Diary,

Cont.

(as told by Laura Macleod, a teen volunteer)

eventually warmed up and let me and the otherdgat
Lindsey was just a little social butterfly and tlad was
obviously owned. We left her house, Smiley and k&yd
would soon be Save A Dog’s. We also added Bongo,
mastiff and Annie, a Boston Terrier, to our lishi§ day
was filled with mixed feelings; happy the dogs werd
of bad situations and some had awesome fostersagket
that they were in limbo.

West Virginia, Night 4:

After going to Monroe, our last shelter we headpdaia
volunteer’s house for a cookout. All the foster nsoamd

rescue people from Monroe came. Dina’'s home wag

%

surrounded by and 8 foot fence with iron gates th
opened on their own. It was situated up in the neios
surrounded by 350 acres of farm land. During tlginio
our surprise we heard paws clicking around, allf $iex
dogs big and small were upstairs on the couch a
running around. 3 of her dogs really touched owartse
Shadow, a 7 year old Shepard mix had a bad carger
tumor on his muzzle and in his mouth. She drove inim
to MASH in Hopkinton and bought an ozone machirre fo
her dog, which is a new way to treat cancer victike
has lived past his prognosis, all because of the Bina
has for him. Annie, a 6 year old tree walker haedgs
because while Dina was walking with her one dag,/a
year old boy shot the dog in the leg because hegtito
she was going to get the deer he was hunting. Th
explains the fence. She had other dogs too, thathsd
rescued from bad situations. These dogs had the1ld
acres of land, a pool, a huge house, and mostl gfnal

everyone was loaded, we took off for our 8 houwelri
We stopped a few times for gas and ice. We arrived
time at Shirley’s. We unloaded all of the dogs, ked
ted and walked them again. We finally ate lunci@&B83
p.m. Then after all of the adults and Becca werneego
Tally, Lily and | headed up to the guest room astl f
right asleep. We started as normal the next morbiignt
and early feeding, and cleaning.

This trip had such a big impact on me. We saw baths
of the spectrum; the saddest, worst, dirtiest gadoa for
these dogs and some of the best. We saw shelting ki
by the hour and some who just couldn’t put anything
umanely to rest. These dog’s stories are so mumte m
ersonal to me then any other dogs | have met alpedt
thru Save A Dog because instead of hearing abait th
stories, I've lived it. When | talk to people abahiir
evious fosters/ homes | can tell them what thg do
ally went thru, not just second hand informatiah.of
these shelters are trying so hard and mean vetly el

Ojl(ﬂst don’t have the resources to give these dogs Wiey

really need. Most of what we saw was heart wrerngghin
some of the things we saw put smiles on our fd8asin
the end this trip has changed my thoughts abowuegs
Save A Dog and the work we do so much. It has maele
care so much more about the dogs we save. And ohost
all it made me realize that the name “Save A Dagthie
alfjsolute best name, because we truly do Save togse
?om abuse, neglect, and sometimes even death.

amazing mom who will do anything to keep her kids

(dogs) safe. Dina left a huge impact on us, showigsg
what caring really means.

Pennsylvania, Day 5:

Day 5 was another one of those “take a break hane s
fun” days. We drove up to Harrisburg, PA were we re
booked our previous room. We were given a behied-th
scenes night tour of the Medical Facility at Zoo &ioa.
There we used blow darts to practice tranquiliz{ag
cardboard box), held a baby owl, held an alligated, 2
otters, and fed 3 big black bears. It was amazing.

Transport Day, Day 6:

Day 6 was the final day of our trip. We drove doten
Hagerstown to meet the transport. We left Harrigbur
Dave following us in the SAD van; filled with crate
collars, and leashes. Once we arrived the 5 dagws fr
Taylor County awaited us. Next we took the 2 dagsnf

Ritchie county. Last but not least, the driver from
Monroe, who had also given Donna Jo’s 3 dogs a ride
showed up with a van full of dogs, all for us. Once




Set Me Free

An Account of Gypsy’s Rescue As Told by Lily Strass

The basement door creeks open as | hear Shirleye v

echo down in the stairs. In previous experiencdsgJe

berg, a Teen Volunteer

| take my time walking over, trying to seem as cosgd

as possible in front of the adult volunteers whe aow

heard these words before, animated and reheatséidgs congregated around the van. The driver, who isadire
out of the car and talking to Shirley, unlatches #ide

the arrival of the van, filled with newly rescuealgs.
“They're here,” she sings.

My heart skips a beat. | can hear it throb in mgsthas |
sprint up, taking the stairs three at a time.

The night air is crisp, and it forces me to bredibkavier
as | taste the wind in my throat. In the one instdrad to
react, it hadn’'t occurred to me to grab a swedtsimmy

door, revealing the 12 dogs inside. A thunderingeavaf
deafening barks and yelps echo into the silenttréghl
feel my heart drop into my stomach.

“Gypsy,” | whisper.

| feel myself nearly shoving people out of the viayet a
better look, to be the first to touch and talk &.H want

to be the one who she associates with this lifengima

way out. | feel a hand brush against my shoulaer la  experience. | want to be her angel. So much for my
jump. | must have beaten Shirley outside, becahse S composure. ..

steps up from behind me and hands me a fleecevpullo
“Aren’t you freezing?”

| nod, too overwhelmed with emotion to speak.
“Thanks,” | mumble through chattering teeth.

Without delay, | slip it on. | stare down at my ffeses |

Her crate is on the lower level, tipped on a sligihgle as

a result of being placed on a bag of bungee c@itkéng

directly on top of hers, are two smaller cratesthbo
containing a very wiggly, very buoyant dog, andhbot

smacking their tails against the sides of the mdt

crates. Eleven of the twelve dogs whine excitedhilev

wagging their bodies uncontrollably in anticipatian

trace the embroidered Save a Dog logo with myoming out. Gypsy, however, is trembling in hertera

fingertips. “They’re here” | mutter. “They're hefeshe
exclaims, and walks up to the van that just puiied the
driveway.

lethargic and unresponsive.

“Gypsy?”

A Success Story — GusGus

| could not wait to write to you and give you ardafe on

how our sweet Gus is doing. He is sprawled outhmn t

floor snoring with his big sister as | write! Guas/meant
for our family. He adjusted very quickly to his lris
yard, and to his big sister, Sophie. He knows #ie is
the boss and stands back at the door to let herfigsit

She taught him how to enjoy a good bone, and even h i O'Leary

to tear apart stuffed animals and play ball!

He is indeed a quiet beagle (much to our neigh
surprise!) and just stares up at you, as if to Seyhat
would you like me to do next?" So proud of learriogy
to sit, he often just sits down right in front aiuy so full

of heart and eager to please. Everyone looks fadwar

our after dinner walk. He is training very well dris
leash and | now walk both dogs without any probléfe
have had a few housebreaking lapses, but we arkimgj
on that every day. He tends to need many reminias
stay off the couches, though, as he does enjoyndy
snooze and has a tendency to sneak up when nos

DOI's

=

rs
CO
bne |

watching! He loves our family, especially my brothe

Brian, who came with me to pick him up when we et}
him from Save a Dog. Gus and Brian have a veryt
bond.

GusGus, as we call him, has a heart of gold, andnly
regret is that we didn't find each other sooner. 4
home.

Thanks again!

p
tigh

11%




Set Me Free, cont.

An Account of Gypsy’s Rescue As Told by
She lifts her head, shaky and unsure.

| loop the two ends of an old donated leash to farm
collar, and gently slip it over her quivering head.much
as | had imagined that this would be the happiaygt af
her life, | can only see the fear and depressioming in
her eyes. It forces me to think back to where smaec
from, her story, and why she is here.

Lily Strass berg, a Teen Volunteer

amount of emaciation; although her pelvic and a fiow
bones managed to emerge thought thick ridges oflfur
promised her that | wouldn’t forget her, that tinasn’t
the life for her, that I'd find a way to save her.

All of the volunteers are inside, helping Shirlepke for
the dogs’ first meals since the beginning of theerour
road trip. Partially from fear, and partially frothe bald
patches in her coat, Gypsy continues to tremblenyn

The ground beneath the dog’s feet no longer sptoutéyms, Even through a thick layer of fleece, | ctihfsel
grass. The dog’'s paws were dry and cracked fromm@ac tne pitter chill nipping at my bare neck. We atéirgj just

on stones all and every day, and their coats wakectin
dry mud. The dog in the miniscule pen to my leftswa
standing in front of a dark puddle, lapping up thik
muddy water.

After inquiring more about her from the caretaker,
focused all of my attention on her. | was told tbla¢ was
eleven years old and had lived at “Friends for'L#fimce

outside the basement door in Shirley’s yard, utizthe
only remaining source of light. She was surprisingl
tolerant of the leash, and is now lying next to it her
head resting uneasily in my lap. This is the firight of
her life that she will spend sleeping indoors, tioshe
does not know that.

I can feel her heart racing. She withdraws from my

she was a seven week old puppy. She arrived with hgomforting grasp and hobbles to a patch of dirhimithe

escaped and ran off. “They were either run oveshot.”

Gypsy

When | went over to her pen for the second time sh
looked up. Her rich mahogany eyes caught the kghif
every ray of the sun was pointing down to her, Gtlgght.
The glistening specks of transparent caramel affigteco
tones aided in the illusion of her blank, haunting
expression. Everything about her seemed pathetit a
isolated, except for her eyes. The translated at fai
suggestion of hope.

“Save Me,” they cried.

Her coat was noticeably oily and gritty. Her bodgsna
pathetic bag of skin and fun containing no musktler

and turning the soil in attempts of creating a cotable
place to sleep. My eyes become glassy as | obskive
behavior that comes so naturally to her. Nonpludsed
my interruption, she stops nesting as | gently &gl
gesture her to follow. She obediently heels at g as |
escort her inside.

nscaled a 12-ft fence to try and get to us. Norgh@fdogy

short, stout build did a fair job of hiding the msificant

Our West Virginia Trip

By Tally Levitz

West Virginia was TONS of fun, but it was also hg
sad. It was lots of driving—in total we were in ter for
over 40 hours. We visited various shelters, walk
playing, and grooming the dogs and cleaning out
pens. At one shelter, the cement slabs the dogs arer

hadn’'t been cleaned in days, the drinking water |was
green, and the pens had beehives in them, bedagisp t

was so much work and so little help. At Friends Eife,
there were 89 dogs; it was heart wrenching. | brdsbut
one dog Tonka who'd been there since she was
months old and now she’s eight years old. She
terrible mats and some even had to be cut out. hen
dog, when she saw that other dogs were being wg

1

ing
the

four
had
ot

lked

were routinely walked, but they were all so swéetias
sad to think of them living so long in small peSame
didn't have any shelter at all for the winter. Digs
Shirley’s declaration that this was going to be re-|
hounds transport,” we came back with a few sincdeN¢
in love with so many dogs. It was hard to leaversmy,
behind. Our dogs don’t know how good they've got it
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They work tirelessly to

save lives and trust us
with dogs they have

pulled off the street or

out from under barns or
abandoned houses and
in many cases, have
taken from death’'s

door back to good

health.

The whole experience
of this trip is one that
will stay with me for a

long time. Driving

with four teens in the
car was an inspiring,
although sometimes
exhausting, experience.
On a typical day we

would drive for several hours, and then hop ouhefvan
and spring into action, walking dogs, cleaning pans,

Greetings From Shirley,

Cont.

society called Friends
For Life. |1 had heard
about FFL for the past
few years and even had
taken a dog or two
from them, but never
dreamed that so many
dogs could be housed
in one small facility.

Actually, it was a

house. Many of the
dogs were housed
outside in pens, all
jury-rigged  together.

Laddie and Gypsy, two
dogs we rescued, had
been there for ten
years, living outside.

Before our visit to

FFL, | had the impression that most of the dogsewest
hard to place, special needs dogs, as most sedderco

giving care where it was needed. | brought homdgpat sickly and Donna Jo, the director, always sounded s

kits and left an animal rescue kit and instructiomoklet
with each shelter. As | talked to my rescue collesg
about the wonders of the healing art called homibhgpa
we administered remedies to the various dogs atddirca
need. The teens really enjoyed visiting the “kitteom”
at Ritchie County and brought out the tiniest kistéor us
to hold. June, the shelter director, is anotherscue
savior” who works tirelessly on behalf of dogs. Strel
her husband drive regularly to Hagerstown, MD tcetne
the canine underground railroad so that the dogs ka
chance at getting a great life. When she learnedvere
coming, she held some dogs for us to look at irebape

upbeat, that | assumed she had plenty of help a&hdtd
really need our help. Donna Jo is an amazing wotrian,
a Mother Theresa to her rescued dogs. She has been
closed for intakes for years because she does not
euthanize to make space. She takes care of theshees
has and will keep them for life, even if it meahs tdog
has to live outside in a pen. It's a different ndeg but |
respect it and have vowed to try to help as muchcas.
For me, it was an education to learn that peopléhat
part of the country can legally shoot their dogghiéy
don't want them anymore. To Donna Jo, this is
unacceptable and she won't take that chance wittcad

could take them back up north. We fell in love withadopter. So the dogs sit, sometimes for years.,Welke
everyone she showed us and the teens picked owd sohmoping to change that and we already have stastbdrig

dogs, including a young Rottweiler, Robyn, who tiiou

she was a lap dog.

They saw some difficult things, but took it all gtride

some of those dogs up. At our benefit auction dl tible

story of the Friends For Life dogs and people mribom
o - raised their paddles to donate directly to helpbtiag
The teens were such an inspiration to me on this tr yore dogs out of the cold. That was a day thdtgities

me chills thinking about it. I'm hoping to inspireur

and kept on working, cleaning the filthiest kennelssypnorters who couldn't attend the benefit to hetp
without any complaint, even working around swarmingeontinue our dog rescue efforts. So far this yearhave

bees, which were living in some of the igloo dogi$es.
It was an emotional trip, with many highs and lofmst it

felt so good to be able to make a difference, angite

some of the shelter workers a break, even if fdeva

hours. Also, it was such a good feeling to be &blghare

our knowledge of homeopathy, a healing art that i-0vingly yours,
inexpensive and extremely effective, and to endttime
on a good note by filling the van with 22 very Iyakogs.

Shirley Moore
President and Founder

The most memorable place we visited was a humanedve A Dog, Inc.

saved 250 lives. Your support is important to hefp
continue the work of saving lives.

Have a wonderful holiday season!
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A Success Story — Gypsie

Hi Foster Mum Jill, Scott and Cloudy;

| have been settling into my new home and | IdVé!li!
Mum, daddie and | walk every morning before theytao
work and then | get a nice warm bowl of breakfaghw
some Cheerios on top- Mum says if its good forheart
then it must be good for mine. My favorite timehef day
is when the sun comes into the dining room anédsbor
the rug and soak all that warmth in! | have ddébiy
gotten use to this kind of living! Another favertime o}
the day- dinnertime, it is so much fun to watch Muake
dinner and it always smells s000000000 good and/éags
know that | will get a taste as well!

Its a bit colder up here than in West Virginia bhwm the
luckiest girl and
| love it here!
Daddie often
tells Mum that |

won him over to
get to her-- she Get Your

is just so much 2008 Rescued Dogs Calendar
fun to watch. Todav!
| hope to see .

you all again Only $12.00
soon! Happy (plus shipping and handling)

holidays and

happy new year Purchase online at http://www.saveadog.org
too!

Love

Gypsie




