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Loving Dobber
by Stephanie Auschwitz

Losing Dobber was very difficult for me, you
see we had only had him back with us for almost a
year. If you are a regular reader of the new letter
you may remember his story from July 2008.
Dobber had been our foster dog for nearly a year
when he was adopted. He then was reintroduced
into rescue and ended up back in our home, where
many people felt he had always belonged. My
friend Holli said she had a feeling that everything
he had done was in order to be reunited with us.

The last year of his life was full of ups and downs.
He was home where he felt comfortable and was
doing well with the resident dogs, a Golden
Retriever and a Jack Russell Terrier. He completed
a basic obedience course at Petsmart in Lincoln at
the ripe old age of 8. We also almost lost him to a
rare allergy to Penicillin and found out that he was
beginning to suffer from Cognitive Dysfunction
Disorder. That diagnosis hit me pretty hard as I
realized he would begin to not recognize his furry
friends and family. [ prepared myself for the
decision that I may eventually have to make if he
was no longer able to feel comfortable in the home
he had chosen for himself, my home.

Nothing could
have prepared
me for what
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once a month.

The first time it happened I remember him sitting in
my living room holding out is paw towards me,
looking me deep in the eye and whining. I called
my vet and we began treatment for arthritis. The
incidents happened a few more times and then one
day in November the swelling in his paw was not
retreating. We made an appointment to meet with
our vet to have her look at his paw and see if we
could get more effective medicine. Cori was filling
a prescription for stronger arthritis medicine when
she paused and looked at me and said. I want to
take and x-ray just to check something. Dobber and
I waited for her to come out of the x-ray room.
When she did she looked at us and said “Dobber
you have me worried.”
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In loving memory of Dobber
Born June 6" 1999 rescued August 2006, rescued again October 2007 passed November 10" 2008

She put the x-ray up and there in black and white were the tell-tale signs, the moth eaten look of Osteo
sarcoma. It was bone cancer, an extremely aggressive and painful cancer. What I had thought was
arthritis causing problems for him had been the early stages of his cancer. This was Monday by the
next Friday he was lame in his front paw and in obvious pain. He would not leave his couch. I called
Cori for stronger medicine for him and she gave it to me. He was just not himself anymore. I had to do
what was I felt was right and end his suffering. One week had passed and his suffering too much for
me to handle. Surrounded by family and friends Dobber was helped to the Rainbow Bridge November
10 2008. We all wept including my trusted friend and vet Cori. His suffering had ended but ours had
just begun. I took him to get him cremated so I could keep him with me. I brought home his blanket for
his furry friends to smell, although I truly believe they knew he was sick before I had any idea. I then
began my grieving process or maybe avoided it all together. It wasn’t until several days later when I
emailed my friend Holli to let her know that my heart opened up and I began to cry. I missed having
him here and calling his name a cried myself to sleep several nights. I second guessed my decision
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every day, did I do the right thing, was there more that could be done? Many people offered me their
sympathies and tried to help me understand that the decision I made was the right one for the circumstances.
I loved him and his loss cut me deeply. I would lie in bed at night and pray for comfort and would ask
Dobber to give me a sign somehow let me know he had made it to the other side.

My sign did come but not in a manner [ was expecting. | had gone to pick up his ashes they handed him to
me in the plastic box, inside to box was a plastic bag filled with his ashes. I drove back to work and still had
a few minutes left on my lunch hour so I opened the box so I could hold him again. I cried again missing my
dear friend. I placed his ashes back in their temporary container, as I had something lovely picked out and
waiting for him at home and they would not fit. I pulled them back up to rearrange them a little so I could
get them back in the container and “poof” out puffed this small cloud of ashes. The plastic bag had snagged
on part of the plastic container. I was completely mortified for a couple of seconds and then I began to
laugh. I had not laughed in weeks. The little cloud of ashes dusted my purse, my Blackberry and the front
seat of my SUV, Dobber's seat. I had received my sign he was always going to be with me riding shot gun in
the red Saturn Vue.

It has been nearly a year and a half since I lost my trusted companion and close friend and I still grieve for
him. It has gotten better but never goes away. Little things like seeing his face in another dog or even
having a Doberman hold out their paw to me in a greeting can start a cascade of tears, but I am getting
stronger knowing that I have a great companion patiently waiting for me on the other side so I can receive
my Dobber kisses, nubbin tail wags, happy gator snaps and cuddle up with him to rest in a beautiful and
serene place with no pain and no worries. I just hope he’s not disappointed if I don’t bring the Vue with me.

In Memorium - Audrey Hepburn
by Holli Sampson

No one ever forgets their first Doberman and
Audrey is no exception to that. We picked her out
at 5 weeks of age and brought her to live with us
about 3 weeks later. The little girl slept in my arms
during the 3 hour car ride and was such a little
angel! Imagine our surprise when we got her home

and introduced her to Gunnar, our Cocker spaniel o/

and she turned into the Tasmanian Devil (without w

the strange spitting noises!)!  “Welcome to the

world of Doberman Puppy 101!” Audrey as the little angel
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Gunnar was bigger for awhile

In spite of the fact that she frequently pulled
Gunnar’s hair out and gave him the worst time
possible, Audrey and Gunnar became the best of
friends.  Gunnar ruled the roost and would
throw her onto her back when he’d had enough.
She was always very penitent when that
happened and would follow him around pouting
for hours but he didn’t care.

Gunnar and Booby - Best friends

One day when Audrey was about 5 months old,
we were walking and she ran head-on into a fire
hydrant. After that her nickname was always

AUGUST 2010

“Booby” and she answered to it happily and
didn’t care what the neighbors may have
thought.

pra— v . \ ¢

Audrey and Gracie - Happiness is a soft
pillow & a good friend

In her lifetime she established a lot of friends
and had her own “fan club” of people who had
to see her when she was out and about town.
She won many a heart to the breed but she
didn’t neglect other breeds by being a snob.
She and Gunnar once helped to rescue a toy
poodle after they saw it get hit by a car. The
little guy lived, with one less leg, but he lived
and Audrey was right there to make sure he did.

She was about as perfect as they come and
when she died at age 13 it seemed like a light
had gone out in our lives but she didn’t leave us
without Dobermans for we rescued Daniel just
11 weeks before she passed away and at age 11.
She took on baby sister Gracie and went
through Doberman Puppy 101 herself and never
complained.
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with the wonderful people in the rescue
world who sacrifice so much to save these
dogs. What a wonderful legacy she left and
I will never ever forget her.

Will Gracie ever get her head
(oh no....pop up ears....I'm not
looking....) screwed on straight?

Audrey, Daniel and Gracie...the rescue

. ) . legacy begins....
Her passing and the adoption of Daniel is

what drove me into rescue, to help other
Dobies find homes and to have fellowship

S apph ire “4 dog that taught me something” Photo Essay by Eric Theoret

Sapphire was adopted after suffering neglect and abuse. Despite this background, Sapphire has a positive
attitude and very friendly with both her owners and with strangers. Her willingness to stay positive despite
having suffered severe abuse and neglect inspires me to approach life in a more hopeful way. Her ability to
adapt to new situations and circumstances also inspires me to be flexible and approach changes in my own life
with a positive attitude.

Readers will remember
the great photos of
Sapphire (now Baden)
romping in the snow in
the Spring issue of Dobie
Tails. Here’s another
Sapphire pictorial - one of
the most photogenic dogs
ever - photos by her
owner FEric. Enjoy this
beautiful dog, many of
you will remember that
she’s deaf. --ed
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Baden (Sapphire) and Otto
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Baden (Sapphire) and Otto rode the Aspen Mountain Gondola and, well, I guess
ed

there was. um, a wedding...
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My Harley

by Tami Regan.

I was blessed to spend 10 2 very short years
with the perfect companion and soul mate, my
Harley. He was a big, gentle Doberman who
shared my life from 6 weeks old till I lost him at
10 2 from bone cancer. Harley didn’t know a
stranger, nor did he ever meet a person who didn’t
leave loving him.

L‘ -

3

Harley strikes a pose

We spent 9 years doing Pet Therapy and visiting
nursing homes and hospitals. He had a special gift
of compassion he shared with everyone he met.
He traveled all over the country with us,
vacationing and drag racing. Everywhere we went
people knew him or knew of him. What a great
ambassador for the Doberman breed he was.
Often people would say “I’ve always been afraid
of Doberman’s but your Harley is different”. I’d
then explain that although Harley was special, he
was exactly what the Doberman is, a great
companion, up for any job, gentle with the family
but eager to protect and just an all around great
dog.

Harley started to have troubles at about his 10th
birthday. He was having a lot of hip “issues” and
we were treating him for arthritis and thinking it
was from his age. He kept getting worse so after
many trips to the vet and many tests it was
determined he had bone cancer in his hip. I can
remember exactly the feeling I had when I heard
the “C” word. Like I said at the beginning, Harley
was my soul mate and often he could read my
mind and do something before I even asked. I,
too, could often read his thoughts and just knew
what he wanted or needed. I knew he had cancer
all along but kept thinking the vet would prove me
wrong and he’d get better. When the vet came
back after reading his x-rays and told me I thought
I would die. I could not imagine life without
Harley and had no idea what to do now. She just
sent us home with lots of drugs and said to enjoy
life and we had about 3 months. Nine days later
we were back to have our beloved put to rest. I
prayed about it and had two of Harley’s closest
friends over to say goodbye then we made that last
trip to the vet. My vet, Dr. Stevens, had been
Harley’s only vet and together with her we sent
Harley across the Rainbow Bridge to run and play
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with his best friends Otto and Emily and to be
with his grammy, my mother. It was the hardest
decision I ever had to make but it was my duty
as his mom to not let him suffer. A lot of tears
were shed in that room that day and many more
followed still to this day.

We also had an 18 month old pup, Quinn, at
home at this time. Quinn worshiped his older
brother Harley and tried to be just like him.
After returning home without Harley, Quinn
became very worried and lonely. Quinn would
lie on the sofa with his head hanging over and
just moan, he was grieving for his loss just as I
was grieving for mine. What a pair we were,
both too sad to get up and do something so we
just laid there and cried. 1 decided Quinn
needed someone to play with and love so I
started looking on the DRON website for a
female Doberman at least a couple years older
than Quinn. Three weeks later I found an ad for
Cheyenne on the petfinders.com website in a
posting for DRON. She was being fostered in
Springfield, MO and I just knew the moment I
saw her picture she was the one. She was five
and just a doll. I sent an app in for her and one
week later, on the one month anniversary of
losing Harley, we adopted Cheyenne. I brought
her home and the moment Quinn saw Chey he
jumped up and greeted her and they have been
inseparable since. Quinn needed a new playmate
and I needed someone to love too. I like to
think Harley found Cheyenne for us because she
is like him in so many ways. She will never

replace Harley, no one could ever replace him.
I’'m not sure I will ever have that same bond
with another dog like I had with Harley.

Chey and Quinn

Cheyenne brought healing into a very sad and
dark house, she has made us laugh and cry and
she’s just the perfect girl to bring the light back
into our home. I know that getting a new dog is
not the answer for all people but it was just what
we needed. God knew what we needed and he
knew who was perfect for us, our beautiful
Cheyenne.

My heart breaks every time I hear about
someone losing their wonderful dog, I then
remember my perfect boy and what a blessing
knowing him was to me and to so many other
people....and I thank our Lord every day for
bringing Cheyenne to our home at just that right
moment.
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The Legend of
Josie

by Kristi Jones

Many people have heard
the stories and some have seen
the pictures. Josie is a legend
in her own time. For those not
familiar with her story, Josie
came to DRON in October,
2007, from a Missouri puppy
mill physically damaged and
mentally & emotionally
broken. Several surgeries have
taken care of the physical
problems — the emotional
problems have been a bit more
difficult to deal with.

Since gracing me with her
presence, Josie has eaten 5
couches, ripped up 3 sets of
drapes including ripping the
drapery rod out of the wall
twice, which of course required
extensive drywall repair. She
has ripped up new carpeting
twice and we now have black
plastic taped over the front
door giving the house a distinct
third-world look to it, just so
she can’t get upset about leaves
blowing around, cars driving
down the street, or anything
else she deems unacceptable in
her world. This doesn’t even
cover her culinary talents, like
eating a bag of flour, yes dry
flour, and eating a pecan pie

and then throwing it up in
obedience class, eating a 3
pound frozen roast and of
course an entire cup of dry
yeast to go with the flour
(really bad gas was the only
side effect of that baking
experience, thankfully!)

D FF . o,
Josie before her surgery

Yes, there are days when I get
frustrated, close to tears and
disheartened at the damage, but
then I think of how far she’s
come — how long it took before
she’d look me in the eye, or
how long she was here before
her tail ever wagged. Then I
just give her a hug and Kkiss,
grab the credit card and head to
Lowe’s for more repair
supplies.

Memories

Most everyone has had the experience
of the one special dog in their life —

the one that can never be matched in
memory — and yet when we look back at
each dog that has passed through our
lives, whether they are with us for a
few months or many years, we realize
that all dogs are the special one, none
can ever live up to the memory of
another. Every dog is special in and of
themselves, each with their own
personality and their own gifts.

Sometimes the dog comes to us already
an old dog that we are able to give a

few more good years to. Sometimes
they come to us as a puppy, and we
watch them grow and learn until one day
we realize that they are now senior
citizens. Either way their time with us is
too short and we face the

inevitable day when they will no longer
be with us.

There are the ones whose death
brought such heartache you didn’t know
how you’d survive it, but you do, with the
help of another pet and that endears
that pet to you in a way that none other
has.

Even as our hearts lay broken in a
thousand pieces, and we vow never to
put ourselves through the pain again,
we know we will, for our lives are not
complete without them. Each dog that
graces our lives takes a piece of our
heart when they leave. Each new dog
gives us their entire heart in return.
This is what allows us the ability to love
again and to survive another
heartache in the end. Of all their gifts:
unconditional love and acceptance;
endless forgiveness of our human short
comings; their ability to heal our hearts
might be their best gift to us.

Kristi Jones
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There are days when the demons in her mind still get the best of her, she will probably always have
those days. I’m sure there are times she must be as frustrated as I am at our lack of ability to clearly
communicate with each other. I wish I could make all the bad memories go away, but I have to accept
that I cannot. I will continue to do what I can each day to make her as happy and content as I can.

Josie and I continue to learn from each other every day, heck I know more about drywall repair than I
ever dreamed I would! I wouldn’t have it any other way!

Ellie

by Cory Porter

was worried what Jennifer would think. She
had to work and wasn’t able to come with me
this day. = We had turned down a couple
prospects earlier because they were very active,
almost hyper. In the back of my mind I was
afraid I was bringing another hyper pup home.
Ellie calmed down once she got into the car and
we headed back to Lincoln. Ellie curled up on
the seat and napped on and off back to Lincoln,
but it was the next meeting that was on my
mind.

It was November 2000 and I was heading to

Omaha to meet Alice and Ellie/Elvira. Ellie
was relayed into Omaha from eastern lowa the
day before and spent the night at Tully’s.
Jennifer and I had looked at her bio and others
and determined she may be a good fit for us. 1
met Alice at her home, signed her papers, and
basically adopted her sight unseen.  Scary!
Once 1 followed Alice to Tully’s, I finally met
Ellie. When she came out of the kennels, Ellie
was bounding, excited, and anxious to get out

of that place. We were currently fostering Angel, a 10 year

old female. She had made herself at home
earlier that month and was a little headstrong.
Jennifer met Ellie and me around the block with
Angel. The meeting went well, no problems so
we headed home. Ellie and Angel got along for
the most part, but their difference in age was
their major problem. Ellie, being the active pup
she was, could get on Angel’s nerves, but we
dealt with that and after time and no interested
parties for Angel, we officially adopted Angel.
She knew she was home the moment she came
into our house. It was Jennifer and I that
needed convincing.

Ellie and Carlie wait to greet some lucky trick-
or-treaters!
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Ellie was daddy’s girl. She had her quirks and we worked through them. She was leery around kids
which led us to believe she was teased by them. She wasn’t the best socially either. She could be a
handful outside her home. It was apparent she was more comfortable at home, although it appeared
she was happy going for rides and walks. It may have been anxiety. That didn’t matter, we loved her
anyway, quirks and all. She was always excited when I came home, even at 1 or 2 in the morning
when I would work nights. She always greeted me with an excited play bow and a quick game of tag
in the driveway. She never acted her age. People that would meet Ellie always guessed she was
younger than she really was. They couldn’t believe she was 8, 9, or 10. They always seemed to guess
her age half of what it was. That was one reason why her loss at 10 was so hard; we never saw it
coming.

We scheduled a surgery to remove some
invasive lymphomas on the day before
Halloween 2009. She had undergone this type
of surgery before and bounced right back, so
we were expecting the same outcome as
before. Ellie passed her pre-op check up with
no concerns. Jennifer and I took the following
week off after Ellie’s surgery to help her
recovery. On the day of her surgery, I cuddled
with Ellie on her bed that morning for quite a
while. Hugged on her and gave her lots of
loves too. We sat on the stairway for awhile
surveying what was happening. = We had

L = ¥e i - started repainting our stairway, entryway, and
Ellie and Carlie - you've got our attention! upstairs hallway. I sat next to her and cuddled

11111
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with her on the stairs for awhile. Something in the back of my mind seemed different, not quite right.
I took Ellie for a ride, not just to the vet, but we drove around in the Jeep for awhile before her
appointment. Ellie loved going to the vet so she was happy when we walked in, she greeted the staff,
and I gave her a big hug and kiss after filling out the paperwork. I told Ellie I loved her and to be a
good girl. When she went back with the assistant, she gave me a look back over her shoulder and a big
smile.

Ellie passed away during surgery. They said the anesthesia can have a way of exposing a weakness in
the heart even if the heart sounds strong and healthy. Ellie always had a strong heart. Jennifer and I
were devastated. We didn’t see this coming at all, but then I remembered that funny feeling I had
earlier that morning. I beat myself up over that for a long time. I still think about it to this day. We
had taken the next week off for Ellie’s recuperation from her surgery but now it seemed like it was
going to be a week of emptiness and we needed to heal.
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Jennifer’s aunt from Oklahoma was coming up for a visit and going to be staying with us, so we
worked on getting our painting finished followed by a deep clean of the house. Throwing ourselves
into work helped. We got up early and stayed up late, really late to finish. We were hurting, but we
were healing, and family surrounded us and helped us heal. We were noticing how this huge loss
affected us, but we also noticed how it was affecting Carlie, our other Doberman. She was
depressed as well.

We knew what we had to do and put the plan in motion. We applied to Doberman Rescue. We
honored Ellie’s memory by giving another Doberman in rescue a chance. A chance to put behind
him all the horrible things done to him and help him along the path Patrick, his foster dad, and
Doberman Rescue started for him. We adopted Walker. We can never replace our Ellie, but we can
help Walker continue to heal from his horrible past. Walker has helped us heal over the time we
have had him and Walker has helped Carlie heal as well. We never know what life will throw our

Dreaming of Indigo and Medusa.....by Susan Williams

We adopted Medusa from DRON a few years ago. My Husky, Wyclef, had just lost his best
friend Indigo (a German shepard) to cancer, and he simply couldn't enjoy life at all without another dog
around. Medusa came to comfort him (& us) & to ease his pain. She was a real sweetie with us, but had
had an extremely difficult life before that, & she hadn't had a chance for foster care before she came into
our house & hearts. We quickly found that she had a problem with dog aggression when she was out in
public, but worked for several weeks privately with Stephanie Auschwitz to help her to be more at ease in
public, & were even able to get her into a beginner dog class after that, although she never was
comfortable meeting new dogs. She worked very hard to be the dog we knew she was inside. She &
Wyclef were absolutely inseparable.

A little over a year ago, she passed away from cancer. Matt & I were heartbroken. We then adopted
Miyagi, who has done an excellent job at keeping Wyclef's spirits up after his 2 losses.

Although I had been visited in my dreams by Indigo a couple of times since she left, for a year I hadn't
heard from Medusa.

Then I had a dream...

I was driving my little Corolla, & in the back seat, where there was not much room, were Indigo &
Medusa! I panicked in my dream, thinking that close contact like that with a dog Medusa didn't know
would cause a fight. I pulled over and got them out of the car, but they just sat side by side looking at me,
Indigo wagging her tail, & Medusa wagging her nub.

I know that they came to tell me that they had found each other in the hereafter, and wanted to let me
know that they were taking care of each other.
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WALKER: A STORY OF A MIRACLE
By Patrick Ryan and Holli Sampson

(This article chronicles the wonderful story of Walker, one of the worst cases we have ever seen in
rescue. The first part is told by his foster dad, Patrick Ryan.)

When I first saw Walker, he had his head buried in the back seat of the car that was
transporting him to me to meet at Kansas City, KS and I would be taking him to my home in Des
Moines, IA.

He cringed when I approached him and just wanted the world to go away so he could die in peace.
He was only a year old. When I first saw him, I was devastated by is condition. I really didn’t
understand how he was still breathing. I have never seen a dog this emaciated and as completely
non-responsive as Walker was. He just wanted to disappear from this world.

Charlotte and Bob, the people who transported him to KC, had tried to
get him to eat a little canned food when they were transporting him. He
would not eat. When I met them in KC, we tried to get him to drink a
little water, he would not drink. I did manage to get him to eat a couple
of very small pieces of sting cheese, I was happy to see anything
encouraging at this point.

I managed to get Walker into the back of my little Aveo without too
much trouble. When we started the trip to Des Moines, he was as far
away from me as he could get in the rear compartment. It wasn’t too
long, or too many pieces of string cheese, before he had moved to the
front of the compartment and was within arm’s reach. He slept all of the
way to Des Moines. [ was afraid he might have left this world a couple
of times during the trip because he was so still. A little more string
cheese assured me he was still with us.

hen we arrived in Des Moines, Walker was almost catatonic. This had
i been a very hard trip for him. Walker had kennel cough, malnutrition,
Walker, tentative but determined  dehydration, intestinal worms, pancreatitis and no human socialization at

all. Anything new or different sent him into a state of uncontrolled shivering and blind fear. I had a
bad feeling about the outcome with this foster. It was 8PM on a Friday, I had gotten Walker into my
house but he was in very bad shape. I tried to feed and water him but he would not eat or drink
anything.
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I set him up in a kennel in the bedroom and he slept all night without any noise or movement. I sat in
front of his kennel most of the night because 1 was afraid of how Walker would fair overnight. 1
finally crawled into bed about 4AM when I couldn’t keep my eyes opened any longer. Walker did
survive the night but we weren’t out of the woods yet, not by a long shot. I was very concerned about
him not eating and especially about him not drinking any water.

Saturday morning I got Walker out of his kennel and took him to the back yard. He would not move
but just kept looking at me and then averting his gaze. He was obviously petrified of me. I went back
into the house and watched him from a window where he couldn’t see me. He eventually moved from
the patio and onto the grass and relieved himself. I had put out a bowl of water and a bowl of dog food
but he wouldn’t approach either one of them. I went back outside and tried to get him to drink some
water, at least. He would not. I cupped some water in my hand and pressed it against his lips, he licked
the water off of his lips but would not drink from the bowl or my hand. We went back inside and I put
him back in his kennel and let Samantha, my dog, out. Since Walker had contagious diseases, I had to
keep her and Walker apart until his kennel cough subsided. He was on 4 different medications trying
to combat his pancreatitis and kennel cough. He has many small scars on his body, head and face. I
don’t know what caused the scarring but I don’t think it was good.

On Sunday, Walker started drinking water from my cupped hand and I was able to get him to eat a cup
or two of dog food by mixing it with canned food and Iams gravy. He was still so fearful of me that
any sudden movement would cause him to shut down and collapse into a heap waiting for whatever
punishment he was used to getting. My heart was breaking, this was not right. [ made slow but steady
progress, over the next few days, trying to convince Walker that he was not going to be beat for real or
imagined infractions of rules he did not know or understand. He started drinking water in sufficient
quantities to combat dehydration and he started eating small quantities of food on a regular basis. I
started thinking he just might be OK.

On Wednesday, his symptoms of pancreatitis and especially of kennel cough were non-existent so |
decided to let Samantha and Walker interact. Prior to Wednesday, Samantha had been desperate to get
to the new dog in the house and play with him. Walker, on the other hand, didn’t seem to care or even
acknowledge the existence of another dog in the house. Walker really was deprived of any interaction
with people or other dogs when he was a puppy. Samantha did manage to get him to interact with her
for very short periods of time and Walker quickly warmed up to her. He never showed any aggression
towards her, she can be pushy when she is ready to play, but he obviously didn’t understand the
concept of play.

Samantha taught Walker how to play and he now plays with her frequently. Walker is becoming more
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trusting of me and he is responding to his name. He is eating well but is not gaining weight as fast as
I would like so I am switching him to the highest calorie dog food I have found locally. The Evo
dog food is a very high quality, very high protein and high fat food and Walker likes it so he should
start gaining weight and should be ready for neutering pretty quickly.

Walker has learned to use the doggie door and has not had any accidents in the house. He has had a
couple of accidents in his crate if he is left in it for more than four or five hours but he is still a
puppy and can’t hold it as long as an adult. I have started coming home for lunch and letting him
out of the crate so he doesn’t spend more that four hours at a stretch in the crate. It will probably be
a few months before he can stay in a crate for eight hours without an accident.

e has been with me for about three weeks now and he is on his way to complete trust and he is
beginning to understand that he will never be beat again. There are rules in the house and he is
realizing that being corrected for stepping over boundaries involves a verbal correction and nothing
more. Walker is starting to learn about a world totally different from his first year of life. Walker has
obviously been physically and psychologically abused for the last year and just needs stability and
understanding to become the dog he should have been from the beginning.

Walker is very sweet but still a puppy, he is very full of himself and
once he gains some confidence he will be a handful. I look forward to
the day when he becomes a normal one year old Doberman puppy and
as obnoxious as any one year old Doberman should be.

Walker taught me something I had heard all my life but never really
seen first hand. Never give up, there is always hope.

The Story Continues.....

Walker made his debut to the public at the Elmwood Park Dog Day
Afternoon event about 7 weeks after his arrival at Patrick’s home. He
spent that first time out hiding under a blanket and hoping no one
would notice him. He would accept being petted but looked to Patrick
often for reassurance.

We were all so happy to see how far he had come but we were still

worried about him. We knew he had to have the right family and we began to pray very hard for
that family. What we didn’t know at the time is that not too far away, that family had been hit hard
with the very sudden loss of their dog, Ellie. The wheels were in motion but the plan was not
revealed to us just yet.
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Over the next 5 weeks Walker came out a few more times and each time he was more open to meeting
everyone but still a bit nervous being shown at the store. Then, on December 4t his life forever

changed when his new family arrived.

You see, they had been following his story on the website as they came to grips with the loss of their
girl. Their only stipulation was that Walker and their remaining dog, Carlie, had to get along!

We all held our breath as the first introduction
happened. Carlie wasn’t sure at first but before
long she and Walker fell in love and Walker had a
home! Not only did he have just a home, he had
a home where he is very much loved, spoiled and
understood. His parents would not trade him for
all of the gold in the world.

Today Walker is a very normal well adjusted boy.
He is no longer shy when he comes out to see us.
He wags his tail and greets dog and human
happily. He plays incessantly with Carlie and his
newly adopted sister, Sheba. Walker loves pretty

Il

|

oy 3

girls and feels he is pretty much in heaven with his
Mom, and two sisters. He loves his Dad too!

Chasing Carlie - I know this was in the March
issue, but hey, it’s a great photo! - ed

His parents tell us he can spend hours just sitting and watching things with great wonder in his big
eyes. He is happy playing with his sisters and then napping with them. He loves to use Carlie as a
pillow. He recently returned from a trip to Colorado where he saw his first moose!

Waiting for Santa in the
Season of Miracles

Cory, his dad says “We have mourned Ellie's passing time and time again
and it is still hard to go through it because it was so unexpected! But if
that had not happened, we would have never met Walker and always
wondered what happened with him. The week after Ellie passed away, we
threw ourselves into repainting our upstairs hallway and stairway down to
our entry. No small task! But I had to, we had to do something or we
would never get past this horrible hole in our hearts that had just
appeared! We truly believe Walker is a blessing from God! He has given
us so much joy and happiness that it is hard to imagine life without him.
Jennifer says Walker can do no wrong. It is usually right, he just wants to
please! He has warmed up to me over time and I think he truly looks up
to me, his dad. He is wiggly when I come home or when he sees me and
that wasn't the case when we adopted him. He was shy but we knew he
would eventually warm up and he did.”
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WALKER....

Carlie, Walker and Sheba - Dog Pile!!

Hard to believe this is the Walker in the first.
photo!
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Magnificent MAGNUS!!

by Larry and Sue Sheets

After 40 years of sharing our lives with

Dobies, they have taught us some very important
lessons. All of the 5 Dobes who have been part
of our family are all wonderful. We have loved
them all and they have loved us greatly and
unconditionally in return... and like humans,
they are all totally different. Our daughter, Arian
said our Dobies were her "brothers" and they
were just "different looking" because they were
adopted. They all shared the Doberman traits of
being totally faithful and loving to our family, as
well as being incredibly intelligent and
insightful. It is our belief that Dobes are really
"people in dog pajamas"! They often know what
we are thinking before we do. Some have been
goofy and

Dr. Watson.

sweet,always ready to "pick a play", and others
more serious. We have always felt "safe" with
our Dobe in the house. All have been so
beautiful... graceful and alert. It is a pleasure
just to look at them! The trait all 5 of them
shared is their sweet loving natures.

Our last Dobe before we adopted Magnus from
DRON, was Dr Watson, who was also a rescue
dog, of sorts. He had been returned by his
family to the breeder in the Washington DC area
and came to live with us when he was a year old.
He captured our hearts and was a noble and
playful dog. He always had his head held high
and walked as if he owned the neighborhood!
Even in his last days, people would stop us and
tell us what a beautiful dog he was (at age 13!)
at which point he would stand even taller and
strut. We never though we could "replace" him.
When he passed away suddenly from liver
cancer in October of 2009, our daughter Arian,
found the DRON site. There were some
beautiful dogs who needed homes and we
decided, if possible, would give our hearts to yet
another Dobie.
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Enter Magnus (originally named Gumby). He was a bit thin and had a few "spots" on his
beautiful fawn coat, but we knew we had found our wonderful dog when we rang the bell at the
foster home. Our boy pushed his way between the foster mom's legs to greet us at the door with
tail wagging! Since that fateful evening in Omaha, Magnus has been absolutely awesome. He
came into our home and immediately ran through the house checking all the beds, chairs and
sofas... hmmm, which is the softest? YES he was HOME!

Magnus has been with us for 7 months and now
weighs a healthy 75 pounds. His coat glows and
his eyes sparkle. He has been a dream dog!
Loves to please, does very well at obedience class
(the trainers at obedience school love him), he
has not made a single mess or destroyed anything
in our house. Magnus is our first Dobe to ride
like a gentleman in the car! WOW... that is sooo
nice! He makes us smile with his antics... greets
everyone, young and old, with a tail wag and
warm hello. He also teaches us to NOT take life
quite so seriously. An added benefit is that he
dutifully reminds us that we NEED to go for
walks, and as a result, both of us have lost weight
and feel fit! We feel so blessed and grateful to the
hard workingvolunteers and foster parents at
DRON for connecting dogs like Magnus with

people like us who want to share love and a home with a wonderful Dobie.

“Enough with the camera, trying to sleep bere!”

4 Magnus’ new
buddy Charlie

Foster mom Debbie,

Ariel, Magnus and
Rocky

PAGE 20



ﬁ DOBERMAN RESCUE OF NEBRASKA AUGUST 2010

Shorts and Pics

Prince wonders if he can be in the
next "Bad Dog Calendar” Mom
(Victoria Barney) says "No way, he's a
GOOD boy".

Daniel
-
I have written so much about losing Daniel in the past year that almost all of you know the story and
the story of how Remi came to us. Instead of going on about Daniel I would like to share that one
year later Gracie and Remi are very good friends. It took her awhile but she has accepted him and
loves and nurtures him now. It is wonderful to see and what a blessing to know that God gave us joy
(Remi) in the midst of our sorrow. He gives us something to laugh about each day and is a great
companion to Gracie.

Daniel would be proud. Patrick Ryan wrote this lovely tribute: “You know Daniel is sitting up there
watching and wagging his tail like crazy every time Gracie becomes more "balanced", he is enjoying
it. Daniel was a meteor, fast, bright and short lived. The most beautiful things in the world are not

always the most enduring, except in out hearts.” - Holli

Remi
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A Note From the President

Greetings to all and I hope your summer is going well!

As of this writing we have had 38 adoptions for this year, and that is right on target with where we were a year
ago. We have 5 dogs in the rescue waiting for their forever homes at this time. So far this year, we have treated
5 heartworm positive dogs and that number is very unusual in such a short time period. Normally we would see
that many over about two years.

We are very grateful to those who sacrifice of their time and finances to find these dogs homes and to care for
them in the transition time. You are all so wonderful and we can’t thank you enough!

This issue of Dobe Tails features stories and anecdotes of what our dogs have taught us in life, whether it was in
a classroom or just daily living.

It also features memorials and thoughts of some of most beloved pets.

One thing I would like to say is to please pause and remember all of the Dobermans who have given their lives
in service to our country in war and as police dogs. We are honored to share our lives with this wonderful
breed. For further information I invite all of you to visit http://agweb.ag.utk.edu/UTIA .nsf/htmlmedia/
wardog.html and read about these incredible dogs. Please also remember all of military men and women who
have fought so hard for our freedom and the freedom of others and thank them for their sacrifices. We are so
very fortunate to live in the United States of America.

Thanks to all of our volunteers, foster families and adopters, your support makes rescue possible. Hope you
enjoy the read.

Holli
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We need your help!

Doberman Rescue welcomes your donations and help of any kind!

Yes, | would like to help you to care for the animals.
Enclosed is my gift of $

| would like to make a monthly pledge to support
Doberman Rescue of Nebraska. | will pledge a monthly amount of $

| 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: ( ) - -

| AM INTERESTED IN BEING A VOLUNTEER. PLEASE CONTACT ME!

TELL US ABOUT YOUR DOG:

THANK YOU AGAIN!
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Adoption - table
Dates

Please drop by or
volunteer to help at
our adoption events,
dates and locations
below:

8/7 — Petco — 125t & L

8/14 — Petsmart — Jones

8/21 - Petco — 1257 & L
The Bookworm —
Countryside
Village

8/28 — Petsmart —
Oakview

9/4 — Petco — 1250 & L
9/11 — Petsmart — Jones
9/18 - Petco — 1250 & L
The Bookworm —
Countryside
Village
9/25 — Petsmart —
Oakview

10/2 — Petco — 125t & L

10/9 — Petsmart — Jones

10/16 - Petco — 125" & L
The Bookworm —
Countryside
Village

10/23 — Petsmart —
Oakview

10/30 — Petsmart — Jones

Doberman Rescue of Nebrask:
POB 390684
OMAHA NE 68139-0684




