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Dobie Tails

Gracie Hits The Trail
A hearty Dobette and her precious cargo....

Visit the DRON
Christmas Tree at
the Dodge House!
DRON will again host a
Christmas tree at the historic
General Dodge House located
at 621 Third St, Council Bluffs,
IA 51503.
Our tree will be in the solarium
right off of the library - one of
the first rooms you tour in the
house.
It is beautifully
designed by Phyllis and RH
Fanders and their daughter,
Cathy Wray.

extreme thickness of the ears, she
is really not able to put them
An exercise in insanity
By Holli Sampson
down. It is like trying to hide
ears under a straw hat:
Those of you who have read mule’s
boiiinnnnggg! out they bounce!
my stories before know all about
my Gracie who is nearly five
Gracie’s wonderful radar ears
now. You’ve heard all about her
match her personality for she
special uncropped radar ears that
has more energy than she knows
she stands up straight on her head
what to do with. She loves to
like a pop-up book when she is
train for hours on end and is
very excited or alert. Most of the
eager to please and very smart.
time they are at three quarters
The problem is that when
mast, a position I refer to as
Gracie goes on walks she gets
“reindeer ears” for because of the
so very excited that she has to

Backpacking With Gracie --

This is a unique year for the
tree showing as it is only open
to non profits and there is a
competition to see who will win
best tree. The winning group
will get a donation. Plus, each
tree will have a donation box
by it for donations to go to that
specific group.
Please plan to visit and see our
tree and support DRON.
The trees go on display on
11/23 though Christmas.

Contact Us:

Doberman Rescue of Nebraska
POB 390684
OMAHA NE 68139-0684
(402) 614-4495
dron95@yahoo.com
http://www.doberescue-ne.org
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tell me about everything she sees so she walks
along pulling at the leash, eager to find more
things to stimulate her insatiable mind so she can
“tell” me about those. All methods of stopping
her doing this had been unsuccessful until the day
Stephanie Novak suggested I get her a backpack.
I have to confess that when Stephanie first
suggested it to me I laughed. I figured there was
absolutely no way Gracie would even tolerate a
backpack being put on her let alone walking in it.
Well, I may have laughed at Stephanie’s suggestion
but she is presently getting the last laugh and I’m
chuckling my way through this training with
Gracie.
The first time I got the backpack out she sat and let
me put it on her and didn’t even flinch! I looked
around to see if someone had beamed up my
Gracie and replaced her with an alien but after a
few short tests I was completely convinced that she
was, indeed, my Chatty Cathy girl. We didn’t put
anything in the backpack the first walk we took but
just the presence of it had an affect on her. I
figured at the very least she could carry her poop
and Daniel’s too. (OK, this is too much
information.. - ed.) That alone was a real incentive.
Those of you walking big dogs know how much
they poop and when they do one is never near a
trash can so one is always walking along with that
nice plastic bag hanging from your arm. The very
idea that Gracie could carry that was intriguing and
besides she would probably consider it an honor.
The second time out I decided to put a one pound
weight on one side and my tube of sun block in the
other side. The effect was that the backpack kept
getting lopsided and of course neither Gracie nor
Daniel pooped on that walk so there was my
Gracie walking along in need of suspenders.
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Whenever the pack slid sideways she began to
walk sideways like a crab but she wasn’t doing any
pulling nor was she telling me about very many

Gracie’s buddy Daniel (Mr. Potato
Head) wants to laugh at the backpack,
but Gracie’s carrying his stuff....

things. She was just…calmer. We both had to
laugh at her crab walk, especially since one of her
nicknames is “Crab Cakes.” How appropriate.
Stephanie told me to weigh the pack down some. I
thought aloud and wondered if it would be possible
to fit a Volkswagen Beetle in each side and if not
that, how about a bowling ball? I reasoned that if
we could fit a Beetle in those big pockets, Gracie
would startle herself if the horn honked and the
bowling ball would have her developing habits of
wanting to run at things and knock them down.
No, that just wouldn’t do. I had to come up with
something else.
While I was thinking I took Gracie and Daniel for a
car ride. Mind you, Gracie loves to ride but gets
very nervous and has to tell me about all of the
other drivers on the road. She should work for the
police because she would generate revenue with
her many citations because she is the best backseat
driver there is. Don’t tailgate me if Gracie is on
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the right and she squeaked a bit about that. I
looked at Daniel and said “She’s a nutcase, isn’t
she?”
Daniel, who wisely keeps most of his
comments about Gracie to himself, merely leaned
over and gave me a big kiss. Gracie shoved her
head between the seats, forgot all about other
drivers and kissed both Daniel and I. Daniel was
probably wondering about the alien thing at that
point since Gracie rarely kisses him. Overall,
Gracie rides better in the car.
Today I found two purple rubber squirrel toys to
put in the pockets of the back pack and they
balanced perfectly. Gracie even seemed a bit tired
after our walk but not too tired to take a nap.

board or you
will be told off
with a serious
lecture on your driving abilities. Of course, this
gets a bit tiring to the ears so I decided to put the
back pack on her for the ride.

Daniel will have none of wearing the back pack.
He is “Mr. Potato Head”, the cool, calm dude and if
we calm him with a back pack, well, he would fall
asleep on his walks. He told me he has it together
and needs no back pack to calm him down but he
did suggest that maybe I should get one for myself.

She rode in the back seat and Daniel in the front.
The back pack had an effect on her riding too for
she didn’t feel the need to tell me about other
drivers nearly as much. A semi went around us on

I will pretend he didn’t say that....

“ya carries the cookies, ya get’s
to eat ‘em, right mom?

So, Stephanie, you get the last laugh. The back
pack works, bottom line.
Thank you for the
creative suggestion.

Cheyenne’s story
by Tami Regan

My beautiful Cheyenne came into our lives on the one month anniversary of losing my precious
Harley. Harley was the best Doberman ever and he lived a mere 10 ½ years with us. I knew replacing
him would take a fantastic dog and Cheyenne is that fantastic dog.
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because we have a young male at our Cheyenne. Just as sweet,
home.
smart, well trained and he even
looks a bit like Chey.
After
Chey and Quinn, our pup, took to meeting Bert they adopted him
each other immediately. They the next day and now have a
are the best of siblings and happy household of Dobes,
Cheyenne completed our family Baron and Bert.
perfectly.
We started taking Cheyenne
every where we went so we
could show her off.
At my
boyfriends softball game one of
the other players took an interest
in her. He has an older dog and
after meeting our Cheyenne he
contacted DRON and ended up
adopting a Doberman puppy
called Alex. Alex now lives the
life of Riley in his new home and
has become a great playmate and
companion to Cory’s other dog.

Cheyenne strikes a classic pose

Chey came to us through
Doberman Rescue of Nebraska.
She was surrendered to a shelter
in Shreveport, LA because her
owner “could not keep her any
longer”. From what I can figure
out she was up for euthanasia
when the shelter contacted
DRON and sent her on up to
Nebraska. We saw her picture
and decided this was the “one”
without any information about
her. She just looked so sweet and
had all the right criteria, she’s
five, a female and black and tan.
We needed an older female

My close friend Pat and his wife
came over to our house right
after we got Cheyenne to meet
her. Pat and Debbie lost their
Husky two years ago and they
have an 8 year old male Dobe
called Baron. Pat’s family has
wanted to get another Doberman
for those two years but Pat
wasn’t sold on the idea yet. After
meeting our beautiful girl Pat
started watching the DRON web
page looking for a “Cheyenne”
for them. He said if he could
find a dog as wonderful as her
he’d get one. For a couple of
months we both watched and two
weekends ago I met Bert and
thought this was the dog for
them. Bert is a male version of

Cheyenne and Quinn

In just three short months
Cheyenne has changed so many
lives. She’s enriched ours
tremendously, she’s helped place
two other Dobermans in their
new forever family’s and she is
currently being tested to be a
therapy dog. My Harley was a
therapy dog and spent 9 ½ years
visiting nursing homes and
hospitals.
I really wanted
another dog to continue therapy
with and Cheyenne has proved to
be that girl.
She’s sweet and loving and just
lays her head in your lap
demanding that you pet her. The
residents get a kick out of her
enthusiasm and find her
irresistible.
DRON has been great to work
with and we can’t say thanks
enough for bringing us our
beautiful Cheyenne. We are now
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sold on rescue and all our future
Doberman’s will come to us
through DRON. Puppies are cute
and fun but there’s nothing in the
world that comes close to the
love a rescue dog offers.
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but that’s not necessarily a bad
thing.

Every night when I count my
blessings I thank God for having
Cheyenne in our family. I like to
think that Harley’s looking down
Cheyenne is still afraid I’m going with his blessings too.
to leave her “somewhere”. She
sticks very close to me in public

Dobie I’ve ever had has listened to me, anyway!”
We named him Jackson and call him Jax for
short, and he’s taught us more in a few short
months than we ever thought possible. Really,
who rescued who?

Jax and Steven comfort each other

Life with Jax
Kindness is the language which the deaf can hear
and the blind can see. ~Mark Twain

It was love at first sight. The minute we saw
Jax’s eyes, we knew we had to bring this guy into
our lives. DRON had named him Mozart, and
noted that he was deaf, but we weren’t fazed in
the least. Like I told my husband, Steven, “No

Eighteen months previous, we lost our beloved
fawn Dobie, Doc, to cancer. He was 10 years old
and had been with us his from puppyhood.
When he died, the entire neighborhood mourned.
As everyone who has a Dobie knows, these
beautiful dogs make such an impact and each one
is irreplaceable. We cried, we grieved, and
eventually decided we couldn’t be happy without
having a Dobie to share our lives with. We’d
been checking out DRON’s website from time to
time, just kind of waiting for the right
connection, when one day there he was…our
Jax!
We immediately filled out an online
application, went through the home inspection
and crossed our fingers hoping we would be
thought of as good parents. When we got the goahead, we cheered out loud!
Before we actually picked Jax up, we scoured the
internet for information on deaf dogs. How
would we communicate? Even the simplest
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things – like calling him inside – seemed like
huge challenges. We stumbled across a website
for the Deaf Dog Education Action Fund
(www.deafdogs.com) and printed everything we
could find about hand signals, using lights to
communicate, and dedicated ourselves to learning
basic words and phrases in American Sign
Language. DRON also put us in touch with
Annemarie from a Boxer rescue group who had a
ton of experience with deaf dogs and she quickly
became our “go-to” person anytime we were at a
loss.

about as well as Jax spoke English. We discovered
his intelligence was typical Dobie, and Jax
quickly learned – with the aid of hot dogs and
cheese – by discovering sign. And we had a blast
learning too! After much patience, hugs and hand
cramps, we were able to get across the most basic
aspect of any language, which is to speak with
clarity and understanding without taking anything
for granted. Once we learned to communicate, it
was akin to reading Helen Keller’s story, where
she learns to finger speak after having water
poured into her hand. Jax’s first word was cookie
(go figure!), and we went from there. He quickly
learned outside, water, eat, walk, Mommy and
Daddy, and his absolute favorite – ride! I can’t
even begin to express the rewards of hearing my
husband come home, signing “Daddy’s here” to
Jax, and have him run to the door, wiggling with
excitement.

Lexie and Jax talk it over

Much about Jax’s past was unknown. We knew
he had been abandoned when his family feel
apart, and noticed right away that Jax desperately
needed a good diet and lots of love. We drove
from Ankeny, Iowa to Omaha, and the minute we
laid eyes on Jax, he cast his spell and we took him
home the same day. And so our journey began!
Initially, having a deaf dog was a little
intimidating. Since Jax couldn’t hear, he had no
idea his mouthing problem was an issue –
unsocialized and unable to hear our “yelps”, he
was a little rough with his play bites and was
doing his best to show us he was unafraid in his
new environment. Luckily, we were never alone.
Holli Springer and Patrick Ryan are absolute
angels who reached out and helped every time we
called. Patrick came to our home many times to
help with communicating, since we spoke Jax

Besides obedience basics, Jax had a lot of little
fears that we worked through. He had no idea to
navigate stairs, so for the first couple of days, my
husband picked up Jax’s entire 50 pounds and
lugged him up and down so that Jax could sleep
with us. After several days of coaxing, we did the
wave and high-fived when Jax did it himself (a
quick side note – Jax is now a hulking, healthy 75
pounds!). His fear aggression and socialization
issues with other dogs were eased by taking him
on excursions and local Animal Rescue League
events, where he swooned over all the attention he
got as we told everyone his story.
With the recent of our newest family member
from DRON, Lexie, life is even better. Lexie
quickly became Jax’s ears, and after a couple of
weeks of harsh negotiations, they’ve become best
buddies who learn from each other and continue
to rock our world. Nothing makes us happier than
these two wonderful dogs that make us laugh,
smile, and – frankly - just be better people.
Despite the fact that our queen-sized bed is now
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squeezed to its absolute limit, there’s something to
be said for waking up to the gentle nuzzle of a
snout and Dobie “kisses”. Life is good and the
neighborhood is happy again. The little ones love
to come over and play with Jax and Lexie, who
will fetch balls and catch Frisbees until the kids
beg for mercy.

Snooze time

They’ve also become regulars at the Farmer’s
Market in Des Moines, where everyone comes to
meet our Dobes. We love the questions we get
asked when people find out about Jax’s deafness.
Does he bark? (With a vengeance!) How do you
get him to come inside when it’s dark? (Flicking
the porch light off and on.) Was he born that way?
(Who knows or cares.) On one of these Saturdays,
a young boy with thick glasses looked at Jax, then
up at his Mom. As she said and signed “Do you
like the dog?” we told her and signed to both that
Jax was also deaf. The look on his face was
exquisite to learn dogs could be deaf too, and the
boy signed to Jax as Jax washed the little guy’s
face, all the while wiggling his nubby tail.
Priceless!

DECEMBER 2008
lunch to walk Jax and give him a little out of the
crate and mommy time – and get my Dobie fix, of
course!
One day, we were walking the
neighborhood when two large dogs came flying
around the corner of a house, barking and
snapping with fangs bared and hackles raised. As I
froze, Jax put himself between me and them, stifflegged and growling as the two stepped back, one
submissively lying down. The other dogs’ mom
came out yelling for her “hearing” dogs to get in
the house (which they didn’t listen to, by the
way!). After she grabbed the mellower pair by the
collars and dragged them inside and Jax was sure
all was safe, he gave a final bark, kicked his back
legs like a bull addressing a toreador, and looked at
me to let me know he had my back. And I never
doubted it – before or since.
In so many ways, Jax has taught us more about
observation than we ever thought possible. For the
first time, we really saw our neighborhood, then
our world, for the beauty it was. Jax was the first
to spot birds, flowers, and wildlife and we loved
his expression as he saw, then showed us,
everything around us. We watched birds fly from
trees into the sky, just as Jax did – eyes wide open,
head cocked, full of joy. For our 14th wedding

anniversary, we decided on the North Shore of
Lake Superior in Minnesota with its tremendous
number of dog–friendly resorts and we had a great
weekend exploring waterfalls, trails, and the lake.
We learned that Jax LOVES the water, as he
waded, splashed, and drank from every stream,
river and even Lake Superior itself. Though he
couldn’t hear our laughter, he saw our smiles and
relished the feel of a hug that only a dog knows.
As he jogged happily down trails, tongue lolling
from the side of his mouth, he brought a smile to
the face of every hiker who saw him – and
For anybody who wonders how deafness affects charmed everyone into giving him a pat on the
diligence and loyalty, I’d like to share one example head or scratch under the chin.
of how Jax protects us. Every day, I go home at
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Having a deaf dog brings more
rewards than challenges. Besides
becoming more aware of our
surroundings, we’ve learned to
take nothing for granted and to
abandon any preconceived
notions about how people,
animals and things are labeled or
classified. Jax has brought us
more joy than we ever thought
possible, and his intelligence and
eagerness to please expands our
vocabulary every day.
Now,
instead of seeing a white cane, a
wheelchair, a deformity or an
anomaly, we see a quiet serenity,
an extreme toughness, an ability
to adapt, and a strong character
to handle whatever life dishes
out. In short, having Jax has
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opened doors we had closed in
our minds and he’s truly made us
better for having him in our life!
And diverting from the
philosophical for a minute, there
are a few other subtle rewards…
like his not hearing the
refrigerator open or microwave
beep!
We wish everyone could share
the lessons we’ve learned from
Jax. Live in the moment, look at
life with new eyes, love without
condition, be joyful, and never
look back.

Santa Paws - Claws
Mark your calendar for
getting your pet pictures
taken for Christmas!
DRON
receives a donation from
Petsmart and Petco for every
picture purchased.

11:00 am - 4:00 pm
12/6
Petsmart Oakview
Petco 132nd and Center

12/13
Petsmart 72nd and jones
Petco 132nd and Center

12/21
Thanks to DRON, but most of
all, thanks to Jax.

ACE THE FATHER FIGURE
RONIN THE LIFE GUARD
By Tonya Pitcher

Ronin and Ace “not begging, just hoping”

AND

Petsmart 72nd and Sorenson
Pkwy.

I want to tell you all about our two wonderful
boys and also to thank DRON for the joy they have
brought to us with them. We first met Ace our
Blue Boy, Ace is quite the Aristocrat he is very
loving and very proper. Ace is a very proud Dobie
and let there be no mistake he does think that his
bones are better than your bones and lets everyone
know it. We adopted Ace in April and fell instantly
in love with him. He came to us about a month
after my husband Rob got his pride and joy a three
month old German shepherd pup by the name of
Shiva. Shiva and Ace hit it off from the start. Ace
has been a father figure to Shiva; he plays
wonderfully with her and puts her in her place
when needed.
As always I continued to check DRON’S Web
page every week to see who was new when one
day in May I saw a beautiful Red male by the name
of Ronin, I contacted DRON to offer to foster
Ronin a few days later we drove to Omaha to meet
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Ronin with dogs and kids in tow it took Ace and
Ronin a bit at first but soon they were getting
along so we all headed home with Ronin as a
foster or so I thought. Within a few days I was
emailing DRON to say I had fallen in Love once
again I couldn’t give him up.
”Ten-minute break, everybody out of the pool this means YOU”

Ronin soon became our lifeguard and pool
alarm, we have an in ground pool with diving
board and slide. Ronin enjoys the pool himself
during the day while out playing we have
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watched him get in and sit on the steps to cool
off while Ace looks as though to say “Are you
crazy did no one tell you that you are a
Doberman and we do not like water”. Well
Ronin though he enjoys the pool he jumps up
and down barking franticly at our three kids
when they get in the pool. He has grabbed a
mouthful of hair, lifejacket or an arm and gently
pulls them down the side of the pool to the steps.
He has also sat at the end of diving board
barking and refusing to let them use it.
Well Ace has continued to be the father of the
group though Ronin is a year older he is also the
undisputed King of the house and yard. Both
Ronin and Shiva look to Ace before they do
anything to see if it is okay or if they will be in
trouble. We have also on a daily basis had
Ronin sing to us from the yard, the minute he
hears us return home he sits in the middle of our
yard singing as loud as he can until we go
outside to say Hello. Again Thank You DRON
for the Wonderful Boys you brought to us.

President’s Message

by Holli Sampson

It’s hard to believe we are nearing the end of another year.

As we have faced the year
together there have been many challenges. We have taken on, not one, but two deaf dogs,
two heartworm positive dogs and then there is Twilight.
Twilight came into our lives in early August and we all immediately fell in love with her.
She had been a dog rescued from the dog dumping case that had been all over the news.
She and many other dogs had been dumped in a field and left to die but Twilight was one
of the survivors. We took her in and none of us had a clue what secrets she was harboring.
Our vet did not have an immediate appointment open to spay her so she went into her
foster home for two weeks. It was during this time that we discovered one of her secrets:
she was pregnant! When we discovered this she wasn’t too far from delivery and as we all
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absorbed the news we had unanimous agreement on what to do. We would embrace the
puppies and let them be born. There was no doubt among us as the decision was made.
Twilight, whose very eyes speak to you with great love and sadness from things most of us
don’t even want to think about, was not going to be put through another tragedy.
The second secret she harbored was that she had an
advanced case of heartworm.
All of us were
heartbroken.
To meet this dog is to love her
immediately. One very courageous volunteer family
took her in to foster outside of Omaha and took on
the challenges that went with it.
Twilight gave birth to 9 beautiful puppies who are
most likely half Lab. As of this writing they are all
Twilight gets some we$-earned rest!
going to their forever homes. Twilight has survived
her heartworm treatment and being the trooper that she is, we expect that she will be ready
for a new home by early 2009.
I write this to tell you the level of commitment all of us here have to taking on challenges
and finding the best homes for our dogs. Our volunteers go above and beyond every time
they are asked. I feel so blessed to work with each and every one of you.
If you are reading this newsletter and have adopted from us or supported us with donations
you are a part of saving these lives and I count you among my blessings as well.
The winter months are upon us, one of the hardest times of the year for rescue work. If you
could find it in your heart to send an extra donation to help the dogs through the months
ahead we would be honored and blessed by your decision. You would give us the ability to
help another dog to a better life. All of us who put them into their new homes know who
grateful the dogs are for all that you give to help them. Thank you from the dogs and from
all of us at DRON for helping us to save one more and meet the challenges. Donations can
be mailed to DRON, POB 390684, Omaha, NE 68139-0684 (you can use the donation / info
sheet on the next page - ed.)
We wish you all a very Merry Christmas and the best of blessing in 2009.
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We need your help!
Doberman Rescue welcomes your donations and help of any kind!
____ Yes, I would like to help you to care for the animals.
Enclosed is my gift of $_________.
____ I would like to make a monthly pledge to support
Doberman Rescue of Nebraska. I will pledge a monthly amount of $________.
____ I know of a business that would do a corporate sponsorship.
Here is their contact information:

____________________________________________________________________________________
DRON is a 501 (c) (3) organization, so all donations are tax deductible!
PLEASE MAKE ALL CHECKS PAYABLE TO DRON,
ATTN: HOLLI SAMPSON
POB 390684
Omaha, NE 68139-0684
PLEASE COMPLETE THE FOLLOWING EVEN IF YOU ARE NOT DONATING:
NAME:

______________________________________

ADDRESS: ______________________________________
______________________________________
EMAIL ADDRESS (WE WILL NOT SELL THIS TO ANYONE!)_____________________
PHONE NUMBER: (_____) - _______-_____________
____I AM INTERESTED IN BEING A VOLUNTEER. PLEASE CONTACT ME!
TELL US ABOUT YOUR DOG:

THANK YOU AGAIN!
PAGE 12

DOBERMAN RESCUE OF NEBRASKA

DECEMBER 2008

ARRRR-GH!
Mark Morello aka The Pirate King!

DRON board member Mark Morello explored his
alter-ego this fall as The Pirate King in Gilbert and
Sullivan’s slapstick operetta The Pirates of Penzance.
It seems pirates are all the rage this year between the
big-screen Caribbean reprise and the genuine article
and their hijacked oil tanker.
The production was part of the “Arts At The AARC”
at Omaha’s Archdiocean Retreat Center. Members of
Doberman Rescue organized a Night Out and attended
a performance.
When asked to comment on the Mark’s performance,
DRON president Holli Sampson was quoted as saying
“Johnny who?”

Cap’n Jasper sez - “Morello’s got nothin’ on ME”
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Call for Volunteers and Donations!
Make your plans to volunteer at DRON adoption events. We always
need people to answer questions about the dogs and the adoption
process, shuttle dogs from foster homes or kennels, and help spread
the good will about Doberman Rescue. Contact Holli at 402-614-4495
to see what kind of help is needed in a given week.
We also need blankets, training gear like leads and collars, dog food
and treats, crates, and of course.... cash. Thank you for your help!

Doberman Rescue of Nebraska
POB 390684
OMAHA NE 68139-0684
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Adoption-table Dates !!!
11/29 Petco 132nd and Center
12/6 Petsmart Oakview
12/13 Petsmart 72nd and Jones and
Petco 132nd and Center
12/20 Petco 132nd and Center (and
Santa Claws)
12/27 Petco 132nd and Center
1/3 Petco 132nd and Center
1/10 Petsmart 72nd and Jones
1/17 Petco 132nd and Center
1/24 Petsmart Oakview
1/31 Petco 132nd and Center
2/7 Petco 132nd and Center
2/14 Petsmart 72nd and Jones
2/21 Petco 132nd and Center
2/28 Petsmart Oakview
3/7 Petco 132nd and Ctr
3/14 Petsmart 72nd and Jones

