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Time to Start Planning
for the 3K Walk

It is that fime of year where planning begins on this year’s 3K Walk which will be held on
October 27, 2012. The 3K Walk is a major fundraiser for GRREAT fo help offset continu-
ally rising veterinary costs. GRREAT takes in Golden Reftrievers of all ages with varying
degrees of medical issues so, as you can imagine, the veterinary bills GRREAT incurs can
be staggering. We pride ourselves in never turning a dog away due to a medical reason,
however, it seems that more and more dogs are coming intfo the rescue having more
than one medical concern.

Meet Zak, an eight year old male Golden Retfriever. Zak had
a hard life and was the victim of neglect. As a result of an
unfreated eye condition, he has lost the vision in his left eye
and has limited vision in the other eye due to cataracts. It

is likely that Zak will become blind. In addifion, he arrived in
GRREAT with a tear in his cruciate ligament. It appears that
he tore it about a year ago, but due to the cost of surgery,
“Ihis owner did not have Zak s 3

freated. He lived in consid-
erable pain for a long time.
Once in the rescue Zak
underwent surgery fo fix the ligament tfear and have
his left eye removed to relieve his pain. He is now rest-
ing comfortably in a foster home. Sadly Zak is just one [ e g

of many dogs that arrive needing high dollar freat- k. -
ment. It is not uncommon for a dog to be given fo the B T ] ]

rescue because the treatment is too expensive for an Zak enjoying his foster home
owner. The only reason GRREAT is able fo help and get

the needed treatment is because of you. Without your

help treatment would not be possible so please consider becoming a sponsor again so
we can help more Golden Retrievers. If you do decide fo sponsor this event, you have
several options to choose from:

Meet Za at camp ]

RESCUE ANGEL: for $500 or more: Your company logo and name — or your name
or dog’s name - will be listed prominently on the event T-shirt to be given to all walkers.
Plus, you are invited fo have a table at our event to raise awareness of your product
and/or services.

RESCUE PARTNER: for $300: Your company name and logo - or your name or dog's
name - will be listed on the event T-Shirt.

FRIEND OF RESCUE: for $100: Your company name - or your name or dog'’s name -
will be listed on the event T-Shirt.

In addition, you will be listed as one of our sponsors on our flier, our website, and in our
newsletter. You will also be listed in all other publicity about this event, including press
releases to local newspapers.

If you wish to become a sponsor please email me at events@grreat.org no later than

September 14, 2012. Sponsor donatfions can be mailed to P.O. Box 190, Merrifield VA
22116 with a notation of GRREAT 3K Walk. Should you have any questions you can reach

me at 703-254-4843 or events@grreat.org.




GOLDEN RETRIEVER RESCUE,

EDUCATION AND TRAINING, INC.

P.O. Box 190, Merrifield VA 22116
Phone: 703-620-6593 * Web site: www.grreat.org

GRREAT, Inc. is a non-profit, 501 (c)(3ko|l-volunfeer organization dedicated to the rescue,

foster care, and placement of Golden Retrievers in Maryland, Virginia, the District of Columbia,
Delaware and parts of Pennsylvania and West Virginia.
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President’s Message - Scout...My Very Special Foster

Scout looking at his reflection

Since becoming involved with GRREAT
ten years ago, | have fostered eight
Goldens. Each one was special in his/
her way. Three of them were so spe-
cial that they never left...Hollie (03-048),
Noah (09-118) and Max (11-069)...AKA
failed fosters.

My first foster, Dillon (02-2xx), was a big,
handsome guy who did not do inside
steps when he first came to my three-
story townhouse. He also bit my boss at
a Thanksgiving celebration, but that's
another story. At three years old, Blondie
was the youngest foster and had lived in
four different homes before joining Hollie
and me. Being used fo older dogs, |
called her my wild child. It was when they
both ended up with blood on them that
| discovered that Hollie much preferred
being the only dog in the house! Simba
was an escape arfist, getting away from
Noah and me five times and needing
to be "bailed out” of the county shel-
ter...twice. Although Phoebe got along
well with Max, she was sometimes dog
aggressive which did not work well in
my fenceless, dog-filled neighborhood.
In spite of their unique “issues,” each one
found a wonderful home.

Scout’s (12-047) story is that his original
human was moving out of state and
for some reason could not take Scout

along. She listed him on Craig’s List
where he was found by a dog lover
who “saved” him, intending to turn him
over to a rescue. However, he was such
a sweetheart that she kept him for four
months until she needed to sell her house
and move info a rental. Already hav-
ing three dogs before she took in Scout
(called Scout2 because one of her other
dogs was also named Scout), she knew
that she would have trouble finding a
place that would allow four dogs. She
asked GRREAT to take Scout2.

When | saw that Scout2 needed a foster
home, | volunteered. Scout (he'’s back
to plain Scout or sometimes Scout-a-roo)
is nine years old, fully housetrained, an
indoor couch potato, and adorable. He
was a big hit when we volunteered at an
Adoption Day and went to the GRREAT
Bark-B-Que. Even though he is an older
pup, a forever home was certain to
come along fairly quickly. This was going
to be an easy foster!

Then, before Scout’s routine medical
visit, | notficed two lumps under his chin
that felt like fatty tumors. | asked my
GRREAT vet to check them out. Since
Scout’s other glands were also some-
what swollen and he was rather thin,
Dr. Burgess feared and then confirmed
through aspiration that the two lumps
were lymphoma. GRREAT's Board had
two options:

Option 1 — Opt for palliative care with no

freatment for the cancer, but give him §

prednisone for discomfort. The prognosis
was one to three months.
Option 2 — Approve chemotherapy for

him at an estimated cost of $4,000. The §

prognosis was one to three years.

e |tisa 25 week protocol. For the first 16
weeks, Scout would go to the vet every
week for a chemo treatment and a
complete blood count (CBC). Then, he
would go every other week for 8 weeks.

Four different drugs are used in vari-

ous combinations during the freatment,

along with prednisone. Some drugs are
given through an IV while others are in pill
form or shofs.

¢ Not all dogs tolerate chemotherapy
well. The CBC will allow them to see if it
is having a negative impact on Scout’s
organs. If he doesn’t folerate it well, then
they will stop the treatments immediately
and give him prednisone to keep him as
comfortable as possible.

e |If treatment needs to stop at any
stage along with way, GRREAT will only
need to pay for the freatments he actu-
ally receives ($150-200 per visit).

e |If chemotherapy is approved, Dr.
Burgess will do an x-ray and urinalysis to
see if the cancer has metastasized.
After lively discussion, the GRREAT Board
voted to try chemo for Scout. Luckily, the
x-rays showed that the cancer had not
spread fo his chest or abdomen.

Before | started writing this column, |
dropped Scout at the vet for his third
chemo freatment. So far he is tolerat-
ing it well. While a low white blood cell
count delayed his second freatment by
a week, he has not had any serious side
effects. The low white blood cell count
by itself is not significant except that it
can put a dog (like a person) at higher
risk of an infection. Some mild diar-
rhea was quickly controlled with canned
pumpkin.

[Phone rings!]

(Continued on page 4)




President’'s Message -

Scout...My Very Special Foster

(Continued from page 3)

I have just finished a conversation with Dr. Burgess.

Good news! Scout has completed his third tfreatment and is ready to be

picked up! His blood work looks good, he has gained a bit of weight, the lumps in his neck are barely notficeable, and his other
glands are no longer enlarged. His prednisone is being reduced for the second fime.

Although he still has about 17 treatments to go, Scout shows no sign that he is sick! He is a happy, funny, and cuddly goof-ball
who loves to run around at the dog park and wolf down his food (and some of Max'’s, if allowed). While Scout has not been
the short, easy foster | anticipated, he is a very special foster indeed!

GRREAT always need foster home (especially those without other animal). If you are waiting to adopt or just love helping our
Goldens, please consider fostering, No matter what makes your foster dog special, it is sure to be a rewarding experiencel!

DQggy Physigal Thgrapy by Diane Blackwell

“You're taking your dog WHERE2" "Your dog is a therapy
Dog?” No, I'm not crazy and no, my dog is not a therapy
dog. Although he would probably be very good at visiting
the elderly and infirmed or assisting with children that have
emotional problems, that is not what | am tfalking about.
He is, in this case, the recipient of care — namely physical
therapy. Just like humans go fo physical therapy to assist in
the healing of an injury, or to strengthen their muscles after
orthopedic surgery, the -
same is true for “puppy
physical therapy.” It is
one of the newest ser-
vices being offered to
our four legged friends,
and | am here to tell you
that it works.

Our newest foster
Golden, Solomon,
came fo us in August
and was barely able
to support himself while
taking care of his busi-
ness outdoors. He is
guessed to be more
than 10 years old, and
his age coupled with
his weight of about 104
pounds, was definitely
going to pose some
challenges. In fact, he was so overweight and out of shape
that the first fime he aftempted to go to the bathroom, he
fell over and proceeded to take care of his business while
lying down. Between his excess weight and lack of muscle
tone, especially in his hind legs, it appeared as though
there was little that could be done for this senior fellow. We
decided it would be a long road of supporting him with

a towel to assist him in and out of the house and with his
bathroom duties. It was a task that we would do willingly in
an attempt to right the wrong of his previous owners leav-
ing him behind in an abandoned home. Poor guy!

It was fortunate for all of us, that at the same time this was
happening, Old Mill Veterinary Hospital in Leesburg, Virginia
was contacting Jesse Robinson to find out if there were

any GRREAT rescue dogs that might benefit from their new
service — Doggy Physical Therapy. Well it didn’t take Jessie
but a minute to see that this might just be a match made in
heaven — Solomon and physical therapy.

Solomon seemed like an ideal candidate for their services,
so Jessie contacted us to inform us of their offer to help our
“Solly.” Having both been
through physical therapy
(PT) ourselves after various
knee surgeries, we were all
too familiar with the benefits
PT offered in the recupera-
tion process. We were not
sure how it would help this
ole guy, but were certainly
wiling to give it a try. We
wanted so much to help
Solly that we couldn’t wait
to get the "ball rolling” (no
pun intended).

The first step in the process
was a complete physical
to make sure that Solomon
was in good medical
health. Specifically, they
needed fo rule out that

he did not have cancer
before the therapy could
start. As part of the regular physical therapy , cold laser
freatments are employed, which stimulate cell growth

and tissue regeneration. Cancer needed to be ruled out,
because the cold laser freatments would help spread the
cancer faster. Solomon was given a complete physical and
received a clean bill of health, other than the weight and
mobility issues.

So we moved onto step two, where Jason Strahil, the physi-
cal therapist, performed a complete review of Solomon
to determine his shape and condition. He watched him
walk and had him do certain tasks in order to put together
a treatment plan for Solomon. He also gave us some
exercises for Solomon that we could do at home, while




Dgggy Physigal Thgrapy by Diane Blackwell

watching TV. (Continued on Page 5) (Continued from Page 4)

The therapy visits themselves include the cold laser treat-
ments followed by a “walk in the water.” Solomon does not
mind the laser treatments because there is no pain or dis-
comfort involved and he gets to lay on the floor while they
are administered. Jason directs a laser into various areas/
joints for about a minute and 20 seconds for each location.

The water walk, on the other hand, takes place in a tank
that looks like a fish aquarium on steroids. It's large enough
to house a Great Dane, and in place of a regular floor is a
freadmill. Solly gets fitted up in a large orange life jacket
(his favorite color), and he steps up into the tank. The water
fills fo around mid-chest, Jason types some commands
and parameters on the fancy computer attached to the
tank, and the warm up commences. The speed is set to a
slower pace for the first couple minutes until the patient gefts
“warmed up,” and then the speed is ramped up. The system
monitors Solomon'’s speed, distance and time on the water
freadmill, so his progress can be charted and analyzed.
Jason monitors his progress and makes adjustments depend-
ing on how Solomon is doing that day; as with us all, some
days are better than others.

After several visits, where we had moved up to a pretty good
pace for an old guy, Jason noficed that Solomon was not
getting his rear leg all the way around in tfime to step down
properly, which resulted in him landing on the top off his foot
instead of the bottom. Jason referred to this as “knuckling.”l
immediately stressed and thought the worse. Not fo fear,
however, because Jason had a solution to that problem. He
fashioned a device out of the orthopedic moldable plastic
that would connect up at Solomon'’s knee joint and ran four
rubber bands down to his toes forcing him to always step on
the bottom of his foot. It was a great tool and very effective.

After two months of therapy, | would definitely say that
Solomon is stronger than when he started. He can get up
all by himself and never falls over anymore. If he slips on the

Book Reviews by Skye Anderson

- &+ .

5 Bones

. hardback), ages 9-12.

linoleum floor, he is always able to catch himself. | will admit
that he doesn’t really “"LOVE" to go because he knows that
he will have to work once he gets there. He is truly a couch
potato and definitely prefers long naps in the morning sun
over walking a half a mile on a treadmill in the water. Once
he gefts rolling though, he seems to be fine. We sit in front of
him encouraging him to keep walking and felling him what
a good boy he is, and he walks with his head held high, tail
wagging, and taking an occasional drink from the tank.

After a half mile or so (or around 15-20 minutes), Jason slows
the treadmill down again for the cool down phase, which
lasts several minutes. He then turns on some air jets which
sort of massage the tired muscles, which is Solomon’s favorite
part. After a few minutes of massaging bubbles, the tank is
emptied. As the water level lowers, so does Solomon. By the
time the fank is completely empty, Solomon is laying down.
The door is opened and he steps out, another thing he
definitely could NOT do when we started. There are plenty
of towels there to dry Solomon off and on colder days, Jason
uses a professional blow dryer to dry off his skin before he
heads outside. Solomon is always plenty pooped by the time
we get home, but | think this has improved his quality of life
immensely. He is independent, stronger and way more ener-
getic, once he rests up from his sessions.

One of the other patients that we often see when we are
coming or going is another elderly dog who just had one of
his front legs amputated. The water therapy has allowed him
to regain his strength without having to worry about balanc-
ing so much. The water gives more resistance and makes him
less likely to fall down. He has gained the strength and con-
fidence he needs in order to deal with his new walking style.

If you think physical therapy might help, why not give it a
fry as it definitely would not hurt. It's a service that appears
to be popping up all over the area and Old Mill Veterinary
Hospital in Leesburg, Virginia is a great place to go for this
service.

Stay! Keeper'’s Story, by Lois Lowry, 1997, Houghton Mifflin, 128 pp, $5.50 ($15 when first published as a

Have you ever met a canine connoisseur of French cuisine who writes poetry that ALMOST rhymes but
will keep you giggling with glee?2 (Actually even a child can supply the final word to make each couplet

rhyme before Keeper does. Keeper is a gem, of course, but sfill a dog, after all.)

Keeper is a dog born on the streets who leads three lives in succession, each with its bright spots and not-so-bright ones,
peopled with canines and humans with their own realistic foibles.

With twinges of sadness but much more survival color and hope, and told from a dog's ever-optimistic (almost vain)
point of view, Stay! is a story you just might want to read again and again. Although it was written for children, it is a

book you can read WITH your child and discuss with your child.

A thoughtful dog, Keeper periodically fries to find one of his littermates while surviving one adventure after another (living
on the streets, becoming a media star, etfc.), learning life along the way. Ever on the look-out also for a child he might
call his own, Keeper could easily be a golden retriever — he is about the right size and color and even sports a flag-wav-
ing 5th-appendage, a ‘lovely tail’ (in his own words). (Continued on Page 6)




Book Reviews by Skye Anderson (Continued from Page 5)

On page 81, Keeper meets a young girl he might like to make his own: “I moved my lovely tail back and forth for her to
admire.

“She had a similar tail of hair af the back of her head, and she swung hers back and forth in reply. | looked at it carefully
assessing it as a rival tail. But human tails do not compare with those of dogs. Hers was fied rather messily with a band of
ribbon, and there was something that looked like a wad of chewing gum near the end. | do have to deal with burrs and
other infrusions from time to fime, so | understood the problem. Still it did not appear that she had even tried to gnaw it
loose.

“When she smiled at me, | saw that her front teeth were missing, which obviously accounted for her failure in adequate
grooming. Perhaps she had been in a terrible fight.”

Lowry has written more than 30 books for young adults, among them the Anastasia series and the Newbery-award winning
Number the Stars and The Giver (the latter has appeared on the Banned Books list along with To Kill a Mockingbird, Harry
Potter, Anne Frank, and Huck Finnl). She is an author well worth getting to know and Keeper is a dog with a history you will
remember. The only thing | might change about Stay! is for Keeper to definitely be a golden retriever!

. WEW The Puppy Diaries: Raising a Dog Named Scout, by Jil Abramson, 2011, Henry Holt and Company,
2 Bones $22, 242 pp

Whoever said, “You can't tell a book by its cover” was right! The Puppy Diaries has an adorable white (platinum blonde)
golden retriever puppy on the cover: the book inside, however, does not quite measure up to the promise on the outside.

Abramson, an editor at The New York Times, had an incredibly successful column on the paper's welbsite about her first
year of living with Scout, her puppy named after the sprite in the classic, To Kill A Mockingbird, by Harper Lee.

Perhaps the periodic web updates during Scout’s first year were popular because they were unique - following a new
puppy in real-time, with all the trials and tribulations and training sessions and puppy kisses, too! What a wonderful ideal
And many readers sent in their own photos and anecdotes so the web column was a shared experience in NYC and
across the country. Why would the book not be as successful? It just wasn't.

This is a quick, light read: you can probably get through all 242 pages in one evening, if you don’'t end up reading slower
and slower. . ..

Abramson drops a lot of names, especially dog-people names from the entire spectrum of scientists, trainers, behaviorists,
PhDs, but fails to put their ideas and findings into perspective. For example, Cesar Millan (whom she refers to throughout
and is even photographed with), Karen Pryor, Dr. Katherine Houpt, Dr. Karen Overall, Turid Rugaas, Dr. Temple Grandin, Dr.
Marc Bekoff, Victoria Stillwell, Dr. lan Dunbar, Dr. Alexandra Horowitz, the monks of New Skete — from reward-based training
to the old-fashioned but still practiced force-based training. Fortunately, Scout was trained using rewards. (I did notice that
the author never referred to the PhDs as PhDs, either, with the exception of Dr. Overall)

The Puppy Diaries starts off with a very lengthy portion devoted to Abramson’s childhood and her first dog as an adult,
Buddy, a Westie (who appears over and over) — very different in size and personality to a Golden like Scout — and an acci-
dent during her more recent dogless years. Several dog books today dwell on the author’s personal life more than life with
the dog. | guess because people write the books, not dogs.

Abramson and her husband are better than average dog owners (they used a Gentle Leader and Henry actually attend-
ed Pryor’s ClickerExpo in California) but still made some common everyday mistakes — starting training late, not acclimat-
ing Scout to the city early enough to prevent some problems. Scout is an easy dog, a golden who quickly became house-
trained but still had to occasionally attend (and loved!) dog day care (in Scout’s case, Biscuits and Bath in NYC) for dog
socialization and to expend canine energy with her buddies.

Is The Puppy Diaries worth the $22 price tag? The cover photo may be. The website, www.thepuppydiaries.com may be all
you need. It is very nice. Bone Scale: One Bone = Worst; Five Bones = Best.
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Bravo fQI‘ th Bal‘k-B-Q Photographs and Captions by Harry Sethna

Bronte welcomes guests

GRREAT President, Board Member. Scoff Daniels |
Barbara Bertsch Boyd wearing his Chef's hat
and Max

[ TIB I NE o o
GRREAT Vice President, Jessica
Phillippe with Molly and visiting golden

Odie wants to share adoption coordinator
Jessie Robinson’s cookie

The Ho‘rop Trio

(Continued on page 8)




Bravo for the Bark-B-Q prhotographs and Captions by Harry Sethna

(Continued from page 7)

Do you think the Ice Cream truck has a side entrance?




Adoption Report

Name # Age Sex Name # Age Sex
Diggler 11-176 10 years Male Remingfon 11-198 4 years Male
Maggie 12-0007 5 years Female Pilot 12-016 8 years Female
Bandit 12-002 1 year Male Lexi 12-040 1 year Fenale
Barron 11-080 8 years Male Libby 11-221 8 years Female
Bentley 11-226 1 year Male Elwood 12-010 5 years Male
Seagrams 12-023 3 years Female Jake 12-048 4 years Male
Hardy 12-055 5 years Male

DONATIONS

Thank You for
Your Donations

*denotes total contribution of $100-$499
**denotes total conftribution of $500-$999
***denotes total contribution of $1000 or

Balaji Subramanian

Ruth and Walter Dominick

Linda and Gordon Mansfield

Jeff and Helene Casper

Demetrio Guerrero and Sandra Ruan
Courtney Breul*

Rita and Edward Gluth

Sheryle and Jeanne Robinson

Helen Woolworth*

In Memory Of...

Wallace. -- Allison Harvey
Emma from Greta - Marilyn Cannon

Barbara O'Brien, mother of Janet
Hauck. Also, in memory of Bingo and
Dennis who will be missed in the Hauck
housebold. -- Lynne Glennon and Tom
Ludwig

Bailey Grace Copeland and in honor
of her dedicated veterinarian, Dr.
Virginia Vaughan and her staff for their
loving care of Bailey Grace all her life.
-- James and Sandra Copeland

Gracie. She was the GRREATEST! --
Kathleen and Jerry Loetz

In Honor of...

Carol Moore on her birthday. -- Deborah
Hemingway

Jessie and Dan...Congratulations! -- Marion
and Jeff Shields*

Sondra Bannister. -- Peg Duerson

Sondra Bannister’s Birthday. -- Bonnie Wilkins

To Help With Costs...

For Lucky 11-222. -- Tim and Linda
Daniel**

For Other Reasons...

This is a birthday present for my friend,
Karine, who has adopted two res-
cued golden retrievers. -- Denise Lani
Pascual

This is dedicated to a very special

dog named Lucca who captured the
hearts of so many, but ultimately one
heart mattered the most. -- Heidi Feller

On Behalf of Tucker. -- Irwin Trust on
behalf of Robert Irwin***

In the name of Georgie Bahler for alll
that she does for Goldens! -- Jill and
Bob Kurtz

Dedicated to Amber, another golden
who had a huge, loving heart. -- Sarah

For Winston and for my sister. —
PaigeTurbeville*

To Mary Collings - Thank you (and
GRREAT) for all that you do. -- Gay
Schonbrunn*

Corporate Giving...

Cathcart Consulting. -- Beau and
Jackson*

Verizon Promotions. -- For supporters
who order Verizon products***

Educational Testing Service Employee
Donations. — Anonymous donor.

United Way. — Anonymous donor.

American Chairities. -- Linda and Craig
Wensley and anonymous donors.*

JP Morgan Chase Foundations. — On
behalf of Bolb Cohen and Karen
Stierman

IBM Employee Services Center —
Anonymous donors.

IGIVE — Proceeds from on-line shop-
ping.

( Continued on page 10)
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Donations

In memory of Bailey Grace Copeland
and in honor of her dedicated vet-
erinarian, Dr. Virginia Vaughan and
her staff for their loving care of Bailey
Grace all her life. -- James and Sandra
Copeland

Sponsor Me!

For Stevie and Charlie -- Trish Collier*

Forever Friends...

Memorials can be seen at:
http://grreat.org/foreverfriends/index.ntm

For Maggie Mae (08-211) -On behalf

Blondie Janczuk 03-182, my girl friend.
May she rest in peace. -- Tom and
Marylou Janczuk

Brinkley 01-148. -- William Guwang*

of my beloved dog. — Gloria Taney

For Beeker. -- Balaji Subramanian

GRREAT operates three funds for dogs with special needs. The Leo Fund provides surgical care, the Simile-Finale Fund

provides holistic and alternative therapies (acupuncture, swim therapy, etc.), and Chief's Fund provides MRI diagnostics.
To support these funds, make the selection on the online donation page www.grreat.org/donate/donorinfo.html or mention
the fund in a lefter with your conftribution by mail. Thank you!

Leo’s Corner

Leo’s Pals (up to $99)

In celebration of Jessie and Dan’s wedding. How GRREAT this day is. -- Betsy Davis

In remembrance of 7 wonderful, loved Goldens who lost their lives in a fire in Chesapeake, VA approximately

3 months ago. -- Vicki Tuke

Leo’s Angels ($100-499)

For Chassidy and Polar Bear. -- Joe O'Neill and Walt Atha

Leo’s Heroes ($500 and Over)

In fond memory of all the Goldens we've had through the years. -- Jim and Ginny Hayes

Donations in Memory of Debra Reynolds Laudenslager: pebra Laudensiager was a GRREAT
member and Golden lover. She was looking forward to volunteering with GRREAT when she retired after 30 years as a
teacher for students with special needs in the Arlington County Schools. Debbie joined so many of our beloved Goldens
at the Rainbow Bridge on March 28. Our condolences go out fo Debbie’s family and friends. Many thanks for thinking of

GRREAT in a tfime of sorrow.

Margaret Crickman

Her love for the Golden Reftriever is
well known. Please use the funds to
care for the rescued dogs. -- Penny
Holland

We have cared for Art and Debbie's
Golden Retrievers---Cassie and lzzy
through the years. The Happy Af
Home Pet Care family was very sad
fo hear the news of Debbie’s passing
---Gwen Dellinger, Owner/Manager --
Parker and Sandra MacDougall

... loving “mom” to Golden Refriever
lzzy (Isabel) and devoted wife of Art
Laudenslager. -- Eleanor Smith

... a true lover of all dogs and children.

-- David Valade

Heather Shirey

We love and miss you. -- Stacie, Kirk
and Josh Davis*

Susan Bailey

... a wonderful friend who found great
happiness in her family, friends, and
cherished golden refrievers. -- James
Valade

In memory of a beautiful person. --
Carolyn Lehowicz*

Margaret and George Brandel
Eloise Wilding

Rose Yoder and Paula McMahon

... our late, and much loved friend.--
Larry Valade*

With sincere condolences to Arthur E.
Laudenslager lll. - Cheryl Meyers

She will always be remembered as a
fun loving and caring person who had
a special place in her heart for people
and golden retrievers. -- Julie Wright

... a neighbor, friend, and Golden
Retriever lover - who recently passed
away. -- Thomas O'Connell*

Mrs. | Drewe
Claude Speed

Ricky and Johnny Powell

o

(Continued on page 11)



(Continued from page 10)
Donations in Memory of Debra Reynolds Laudenslager

Art Laudenslager*** Howard Dymond Thanks for all you do for our canine
friends. -- Chuck and Kathleen Pool*

COMBINED FEDERAL CAMPAIGN- NATIONAL CAPITAL AREA RESULTS

Many thanks go out to the 48 Federal employees who contributed to GRREAT through the Combined Federal Campaign
of the National Capital Area. Your generous donations will bring in over $10,000 to help us contfinue our mission. Current
and future GRREAT Goldens say “woof” and four paws up!

It Wasn’t Us...It was the Cat!

These were taken in Australia when the owner thought her Goldens were being too quiet.The stuffing once belonged to
a brand new doggy bed. The other bed survived.

Zek me to Stay With Jewel by Betsy and Jewel Davis

Zeke came to stay with Jewel (99-???) and me after the two boys in our Davis Pack (Mickey and Max) went to the
Rainbow Bridge within a three week period in October and November 2006. He was “just a foster”--- a golden oldie, soon-
to-be 11 years old, whose original family didn't have time for him any more once the kids grew up and moved away. He
came to help fill the holes in our hearts: Jewel's and mine.

Zeke had been an outdoor dog all of his life, had a pitiful fear of thunderstorms and a curiosity about everything. He had
a goofy look that made me laugh every time he gave it. Zeke decided that 10 2 years was enough of being an outdoor
dog and he relished every minute of being inside. He slept on the dog bed by the window and napped on the dog bed
by the fireplace, but his favorite place was the couch. He loved the couch. When he thought it was time for us fo go to
bed, he would get up, come over fo me (on the couch) and stare at me, using golden mind control fo get me to go o
bed, so that he could have his spot on the couch to sleep the night away, dreaming of slow squirrels and fast car rides.

Zeke had his quirks—he was very protective of what was his—his toys, his food, his spot. And he nipped two people who
put their hands into his space and made him think they were taking his food or his toy. Sort of like Barney, the First Dog,
who bit a reporter who was displaying his own (understandable) quirk, just like Zeke's. Neither Barney nor Zeke were
aggressive, just protective. Jewel and | learned to live with Zeke's quirks, which included some health problems, leading us
to believe that Zeke wasn't really adoptable. So he stayed in the Davis Pack as a long-term foster.

He enchanted the people in the neighborhood and little children would stand and giggle at his goofy looks. He only went
outside for short periods of time, having decided that he was born to be an indoor dog.

November 2006 just before Thanksgiving, Zeke came to live with us. Early October 2008, he went on his journey to the
Rainbow Bridge. Jewel and | loved him—he helped our hearts heal from the loss of Mickey and Max. And we helped his
heart heal from the loss of his first family. We all won in the end and | am grreatful fo the Board for entrusting him to me.

Woof woof.




by Nancy Alexander

‘Aw, she wants to go,’ | said watching Princie wag her little tail gazing hopefully up at us. ‘Why can’t we take here’ |
asked. ‘She’s horrible in the car,” Ann said, ‘She'll be a nuisance.’ ‘But she really wants to go. Let’s take her just this once.’
| advocated for the little dog. ‘You'll be a good girl won't you?2' | asked the dog, an 8 year old poodle terrier mix, whose
high strung nature had kept her housebound most of her life. Ann reluctantly agreed the faintest tinge of 'you'll see...” in
her voice. Princie sensing that she'd just won something rushed over to me whining and prancing in circles, doggie smile
on her scraggly face. Princess had the kind of fur that cartoonists draw to depict someone accidently run through a dryer
cycle. It was wiry and chaotic. Grey, white and black spikes poked out in a helter-skelter pattern. Her fur was a bit like her
personality!

The National Weather Service forecasted clear skies and temperatures in the mid 80's. It was a perfect day for a for-

est outing. Ann and | had planned a day trip. We would take our two retrievers and spend a low stress day hiking in the
mountains, enjoying the fresh air and our dogs. We would have a little simple little picnic somewhere along the way. It was
going to be perfect. We really needed a low stress day after a difficult week at work. We packed a red and white cooler
with food and drinks and headed out to the Trooper. The two retrievers wild with anticipation leaped in the back of the
SUV pacing and panting. Princie, proud of her little victory allowed herself to be lifted info the back along with the 3 foot
cooler and two big dogs. Ann’'s dog Duchess, an easy-going yellow Lab, settled down behind the passenger seat, nose to
the window. Buck, my dog was a handsome pale blonde Golden Retriever. He paced excitedly behind my seat, uttering
happy dog sounds. Princie positioned herself between the two big dogs, the best angle from which to view her ‘person.’

‘Aren’t they darling,’ | smiled proudly glancing at our three passengers, ‘Princie is really being good today!” We had driven
about 15 minutes when Buck’s bounding and pacing began to annoy Princie. First she growled at him, which he ignored,
and then she snapped, which he also ignored and then she bit him. That goft his aftention. He yelped and jumped out

of her way. ‘She bit him,” Ann yelled and scolded ‘You bad dog.” Undeterred, Princie snapped at him again and again.
Buck, always the gentleman began to watch her face and like a Lipizzaner stallion pranced about frying to keep his paws
out of her reach. This had to stop. | pulled off the highway. It was clear he was not going to “set limits” on her so we had
to. We decided to let Princie sit up front next to Ann. That should satisfy her need to be special. Settled on the front seat,
she happily looked out the window, relieved to be away from those big dogs. She glanced back at them with a superior
look on her face! We rode along happily for about 10 minutes when Ann gasped in alarm. ‘She wet the seat!” | pulled off
the road and we let Princie out to see if she needed to “go” but of course she didn't because she just had.

With a ‘nothing’s going to ruin our day aftitude,” we got a towel, cleaned the seat and with moderately dampened spir-
its we contfinued on our way. Minutes and miles passed, Princie seemed relaxed and we smiled, thinking that our worries
were over. In that moment of warmth and affection, Ann gave Princie an encouraging little hug. Princess responded by
biting her hand! ‘She bit me!” Ann cried staring in disbelief at her bleeding hand. We pulled intfo a gas station 7-11 combo,
bought first aid items and concentrated on cleaning the wound and bandaging Ann’s hand. We agreed it didn’'t need
stitches, though it might need a tetanus shot. Princie’s little idiosyncrasies were proving to be a challenge but we were
capable women and prided ourselves on our coping skills. ‘We need a crate,’ | said, ‘she can't sit up here and she can't
be loose with the big dogs. We'll crate her fill we get to the park and she'll be fine once we get there.” Approaching an
exit, | spied a shopping center across the highway. | pulled up to a Woolworth's. ‘They’'ve got to carry pet supplies,’ | said.
Lowering the windows about halfway, we left the dogs in the car and went shopping. We had just stepped out of the store
when we looked across the parking lot, screamed, dropped the box and broke into a run toward the Trooper. Princie had
wedged her body sidewise out the window her hysterical yelps piercing the morning air. She was hanging upside down
held only by one small hip, which was angled dangerously backward. She was headed for the pavement headfirst. We
goft there just in time to break her fall.

Now stressed, grim and focused, hands shaking we assembled the crate on the hood of the Trooper. No small task, this
was increasingly stressful because it was accompanied by the panting and whining of the long patient retrievers and the
continual high pitched barking of her Royal Highness. A few broken fingernails and some non-deleted expletives later, the
job was done. Princess was safely ensconced in her new crate, the crate was safely ensconced in the back of the Trooper
and we were once again off to enjoy our stress-free day in the mountains.

We had been driving only a few minutes when Princie, incensed by her confinement started to scratch at the cage door
and unleashed an incessant racket howling and yipping. Feeling the onset of a migraine, | pulled off the road. Let’s cover
the crate, | said, maybe like a bird she'll think it's night and go to sleep. Right! | covered the crate, and returned to the
driver's seat. Ann nearing despair hadn't bothered to get out but sat staring blankly at the road. | may have seen a tear
or two in her eye. | patted her arm. ‘We'll be OK’ | said and off we went. We drove a few miles in precious silence scarcely
breathing. Even the big dogs were quiet, when frenzied barking-scratching noises shattered the calm. Grimly we turned
the radio volume up as high as it would go and drove on. So far this was not a good day!

(Continued on page 13)




by Nancy Alexander (Continued from page 12)

At length we endured the panting and pacing, the yelping and whining, the scratching and screaming and with barely
one infact nerve left between us, we ended up on a hiking frail and began our frek along a mountain path. Ann was no
longer speaking to me. The retrievers were joyous, running free and unbounded. Buck carried his “toy” an orange water
toy and Duchess carried her Frisbee. Princess carried nothing. Head held high, good as gold; she pranced primly beside
her ‘person,’ the perfect little angel.

When we came upon some water. The big dogs swam, when we came upon some flat land, we played catch. Princie
remained on good behavior. The rest of the fime we walked and enjoyed the outing finally talking, having fun with our
dogs. Here we were in the peaceful outdoors, enjoying nature with our dogs. This was more like it! Several hours later,
our hike ended. We headed back to the Trooper and drove off looking for a quiet place to stop and have our picnic.

We drove from one spot to another, trying to ignore the cacophony of sounds arising from the crate. At length, we found
a little road off the beaten track, marked by a small hand printed sign announcing a picnic area. ‘This is it,” we said and
tfurned onto a winding, gravel road which ended at an idyllic little spot, a tiny lake surrounded by picnic tables. We
unloaded the dogs and walked around exploring our new found haven. It was a small clean area: pockets of wild flow-
ers grew between mountain laurels, tall frees overhung little paths that meandered around a man-made lake, birds sang
and flew about, and small fish could be seen darting under the surface of the water. Lovely! We went back to the Trooper
unloaded our cooler and began to spread food out on the table while the dogs wandered around happily. We were just
about to sit down when across the lake, we saw a rather disheveled old man walking slowly in our direction.

He yelled something unintelligible that seemed vaguely unfriendly. He kept walking steadily in our direction and as he grew
closer it became apparent that he was angry. Hummnn! Wonder what he's mad about? Then he was yelling! Was he yell-
ing at US2 We looked around and saw no one else was there except for us. Slowly it dawned on us that he was yelling at
us. But we had no idea why. The closer he came the more angry he appeared and then we saw it. He was carrying some-
thing.... we squinted. The something long and pointed... It looked like a gun! A riflel And he was heading right toward us!
Now we heard him yelling, ‘This is private property! Get the h... out of here.” We were in shock. Why would a total stranger
be so hostile and aggressive2 How dare he speak to us this way! He could certainly be polite, even if he were going to ask
us to leave. This was unbelievable. A stranger swearing and yelling at us, threatening us with a GUN!

My first thought was to get the dogs out of the way. They were friendly and if they ran to greet him, he just might shoot
them. | called them and summairily locked all three of them up in the Trooper. Now Ann, usually a calm and meditative
person who spent her free time studying Buddhism, rarely raised her voice above a soft drawl. But with the stresses of the
day boiling up within her, she was suddenly outraged. She pulled herself up to her full 5’6" and in her soft Texan accent
called out, ‘Listen here Buddy, don't you talk to us like that..." and she said, ‘You relax, Buddy, there's no reason to be
rude!” And she told him, ‘Just calm down, Buddy.' Buddy however, was not calming down! He kept grumbling about pri-
vate property and what he would do to us if we didn’t get off his property. Ann oblivious to the danger, seemed intent
on reasoning with him. ‘Now we just want to have a little picnic,’ she called to him across the lake ‘and then we'll leave,
we didn’t know it was private property,' she reasoned. ‘Get the h... out of here you b....," he shrieked. ‘Listen Buddy,’ she
said, her whole body shaking with rage, ‘we’re going to have our little picnic then we'll leave. There's no reason to call us
names.’ This is no time to work on Buddy's etiquette, | thought! ‘Let’'s get out of here’ | said, moving swiftly to collect our
stuff. | started throwing food back into the cooler, not bothering to close or wrap anything. This is a matter of life and death
| thought. As | put food in, she took food out. | gathered what | could, tossed the cooler, plates and napkins, canteen and
plastic utensils in back with the dogs. | tossed Princie in her carrier and shouted, ‘Let’s go!” Come on before he shoots us!’

Leaning over the stick shift and across the passenger seat, | tried to yank Ann in by the back of her shirt. She was standing
firm. A Texan to her core! The man had raised his gun, pointed it at us and was yelling about private property and his sign
by the road. Ann, crazed beyond reason, announced that she was going to eat her picnic! In complete defiance of the
man and his rifle, she stalked over to the nearest picnic table with a cold cut sandwich dangling from her hand and sat
down. Eyes bulging, | wheeled the Trooper sidewise, positioning the car between her and the rifle-toting man, clambered
across the stick shift, got out the passenger side, pulled her backwards onto the front seat of the Trooper, clambered back
over the stick shift into the driver’'s seat and threw the car into reverse. Her open door swung wildly, food went flying as she
continued to yell ‘listen here Buddy' into the passing frees.

I made a wide U-turn in the parking area headed toward the exit only to see that the angry man had positioned himself
directly in front of us, blocking access to the exit, rifle pointing directly at the windshield. It was a standoffl Just like in the
movies! | stopped, put the truck in first gear, held in the clutch and gunned the motor, making that “RRRrrRRrr”” Nascar
sound. He pointed his rifle at us. | pointed my Trooper at him. Time passed. We stood still. The air was windless and hot. Flies
buzzed. The big dogs panted, Princie whined. | pictured two crazed bulls snorting and pawing the earth. Af length | called
out the window, 'You need to move out of the way, Sir.” He responded by spitting tobacco juice on the ground, widen-
ing his stance and staring fixedly at us. Foot on the gas pedal, | made that “RRRrRRRrr” sound again and yelled, ‘You're
blocking my way, Mister.’ (Continued on page 14)




PrinCie’§ Littlg Picnic by Nancy Alexander (Continued from page 13)

The man stood there, pointing the gun at us. At length and with some reluctance, thinking of the dogs who would be
abandoned if we were shot dead in a Western Maryland Standoff, | shifted into reverse, wheeled into a backwards U-turn
and drove further onto the idyllic private property. Surprised by my actions, the man frudged after us, gun raised, hollering
profanities. When we had goften some distance from the man, | whirled into a U-turn and barreled past him toward the
exit. The air inside the Trooper was spiced with expletfives non-deleted and divergent dog sounds.

Then all was silent. We bumped along over the rocks and rufs, sweating in a post-panic state. We were in complete
disarray, emotionally and otherwise. We engaged in some spontaneous deep breathing exercises as we struggled to
regain normal breathing and pulse rates. | was headed for the highway when Ann, hypoglycemia and starvation having
descended on her, decided to eat. Scrunching between the seats she managed to pull the huge cooler into the front seat
and onfo her lap. Lathering globs of mustard on chunks of French bread she threw together some haphazard sandwiches
as the refrievers draped their large heads over the seafs, fongues lolling. All the while Princie, ever insistent, continued her
non-stop yelping and scratching. Driving south on Rte 15, | found myself trying to balance a dripping sandwich and sticky
soda can, while maneuvering the steering wheel and shifting gears, no small task because the cooler was resting on the
gear shift.

We were sailing along in this hectic unconventional manner, when we heard an
ungodly warbling yowl, an unending, horrible high-pitched, ear-piercing scream
like something from a B-rated horror flick. We were petrified. What is that sound?
An animal in the road? Something broken in the engine? Ann turned around
eyes widening in terror as she realized that the horrendous sound was coming
from the carrier. ‘'If's Princie!’ she screamed, the terror in her own voice rivaling
that of her little dog. ‘Pull over! Pull over!” Wildly, | careened across three lanes
of speeding fraffic, signaling and beeping, sandwich thrown against the wind-
shield, mustard dripping down the glass, soda splashing on my lap dripping info
my sandals, cooler banging up and down on my hand as | downshiffed and
pulled off the road lurching to a crashing stop in a ditch.

Quick as a flash, Ann leapt out and ran to the back of the Trooper. Parking and
extricating my hand fook a bit of fime.'She’'s HUNG HERSELF,” Ann screamed.
‘Her eyes are GREEN,’ she screamed. ‘Help,’ she screamed. WHAT22 Hung
herselfe How could she hang herself¢ Her eyes are green? How can they be
green? | rushed fo the back of the Trooper, my mind frantfically considering this
emergency. Where was the nearest vet, the nearest phone¢ How do you resuscitate a doge Oh my God!

As | got to the back of the Trooper, | found Ann huddled on the grass, crying and cradling the carrier on her lap. Princie
was still uttering that ungodly sound and indeed her brown eyes had turned green! She had indeed hung herself, but not
by her collar. Aggressive little Princie had bitten off more than she could chew. She had bitten the metal grid of the car-
rier door and gotten her teeth stuck. She was “hung” alright. By her teeth! Her head filted sideways and all four canine
feeth were pointing through different squares. We couldn’t stretch her mouth open any wider. We couldn’t open the door
without risking a broken neck. We had no room to maneuver. ‘Take the cage apart!’ | directed, as we squatted in a weed
filled ditch on the side of a é-lane highway, cars whizzing by. Hands shaking, fears blurring our vision we took the cage
apart while Princie screamed that horrible scream. We unbolted the frame, pulled the metal door loose and angling both
dog and door we pried her free one footh at a tfime.

Falling back in the grass we allowed ourselves a brief moment of relief. We freed herlll Thank God! Apparently no worse
for her frauma, Princie shook vigorously and began to lick Ann’s face and prance around in circles. We saf by the side

of the road waiting for our hearts to slow down and our adrenaline to stop overflowing. We had rescued her but now we
had another dilemma. How were we going to get her home? If she stayed in the back, she'd bite Buck. If she stayed in the
front, she'd bite Ann. If we put her in her crate, she might bite the door again. We couldn't leave her by the side of the
road but boy it was fempting! We decided to reassemble her cage, wrap a fowel around the grated door and strap the
carrier in the front seat. Ann would sit in the back with the retrievers. We were totally exhausted.

Then it dawned on us that the big dogs had been awfully quiet. We walked over to the Trooper and stared in disbelief.
The retrievers had taken advantage of the crisis. They had climbed into the front and eaten the picnic! Upholstery was
smeared with mustard, soda, breadcrumbs, bits of meats and cheeses, mud and blonde dog hair. Each dog sat calmly in
a bucket seat, gazing at us as we stared in at them.

The 65-mile trip back home took place in total silence. Buck and Duchess slumped against each other, burping softly.
Princess strapped in the front seat looked around warily through the holes in her carrier. We practiced deep breathing
exercises and thought we would need at least a month to recover from Princie’s little picnic.
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HERE'S A DONATION

4 I'd like to make a donation to GRREAT for

4 In honor of

4 In memory of

4 To thank

All donations are tax deductible and are
gratefully acknowledged in GRREAT News.

Checks should be made payable to GRREAT.
Please mail forms with your conftribution to:
GRREAT, P.O. Box 190, Merrifield, VA 22116

O New Member Q Renewal

Name

Address

Q  Mark here if this is an address or name change

Phone ( )
E-mail Address

Mark as many as applicable:

Q 1am enclosing $40 for my 2012 membership dues.
L 1 am enclosing a tax-deductible donation of $ )

O 1 aminterestedin becoming a GRREAT Volunteer.
(Please fill out and return Volunteer form as well).

O 1 aminterestedin donating the following services
or supplies to GRREAT:

Bl

]

") [ VOLUNTEERS NEEDED

Please complete this form to volunteer. Refurn to:

GRREAT
Aftention: Volunteer Coordinator
P.O. Box 190, Merrifield, VA 22116

Name

Street

City, State, Zip

E-mail Address

Home Phone ( )

Cell Phone | )

Work Phone ( )

OKtocallatworke d  Yes O No
Please indicate any area of interest.

The appropriate GRREAT Coordinator will contact you
for more information.

Become a foster home for GRREAT dogs
Help at Adoption Events, Education Events,
Fundraising & Micro-chipping Clinics

Transport GRREAT dogs (to/from vet,
animal shelter, etc.)

adoption

Additional Information or Comments:

Perform home visits for potential adopters prior to

This form can be filled out online at
www.grreat.org/vol form.htm
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GRREAT Calendar of Events

There is a rescue for Golden Retrieverse This is a commonly asked question at the numerous events that GRREAT participates in. When
people find out that GRREAT takes in about 250 dogs every year, you can see the shock and amazement on their faces and you can
hear it in their voices. People know that Golden Refrievers are such good dogs, so they can’t help but wonder “Why would anyone
give up a Golden?" It is because of comments such as these that GRREAT attends events to help educate the public on the need for
rescue and on the Golden Refriever breed. GRREAT is always looking for and in need of committed volunteers who wish fo give some
of their time to attend events. For a list of upcoming events go to www.grreat.org/calendar.htm. For more information on any event,
please e-mail events@grreat.org and if you wish to volunteer at any event, please e-mail volunteer@grreat.org.

July September

14 12:00 pm - 2:00 pm 8 12:00 pm - 2:00 pm

Adoption Day Petco  aAdoption Day Petco
10060 US Highway 40 1719 York Road

21042 21093
28 12:00 pm - 4:00pm
August Responsible Pet

(@) hip D
4 12:00 pm - 2:00 pm P;?;’;rflp ay

Adoption Day Weber's 415 constant Friendship

14508G Lee Road, .
Chantily, Virginia 20151 51va- Abingdon MD

October

6 12pm - 2pm
Adoption Day
Petco 6612
Richmond Highway
Alexandria, Virginia
22306

27 10am Walk

Begins Registation
opens at 2:30am
GRREAT 3K Walk
11021 Lee Hwy.Fairfax
VA

November

3 12pm until 2pm
Adoption Day Petco
10464 Baltimore Ave.
Beltsville, Maryland
20706




