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 We’re complimented frequently on our 
newsletter, which we appreciate, because we enjoy 
writing it and sharing the love that is such a part of doing 
rescue.  At times I’ve asked people what they enjoy most 
about our newsletters, and usually they say “the 
centerfold,” “Colleen’s articles,” and “the happy endings.”  
So happens we really enjoy the happy endings too, so here 
are a couple more of them to give you your smile for the 
day. 
 BOSCH has had a number of names, but this is  
the name he ended up with, named after a detective in a 
series of Michael Connelly novels.  He was impounded at 
an animal shelter with a badly-smashed rear leg, and he 
had stayed by his Rottweiler friend when a car hit them 
both, killing the Rottweiler.  His picture appeared on our 
message board, and we committed to him immediately 
because we knew he’d need urgent care.  Fractures, if not 
treated promptly, are difficult or impossible to repair 
because, among other things, the nerves leading to the 
injured area cease to function.  This leaves the dog with a 
sort of “yardstick” appendage. 
 The day we were legally able to rescue Bosch, he 
was taken immediately to our surgical vet, who tried for 3 
½ hours to save the leg.  It wasn’t possible.  The bone 
fragments and nerve damage were too severe. 
 Then we needed a foster home for Bosch for a 
couple of weeks where he could be comfortable and dry 

while the 
amputation 
site healed.   
I called our 
wonderful 
volunteers, 
Mitzi Roberts 
and Tanya 
Ware of Simi 
Valley - who 
were all set 
to foster a 
different dog 
- asking 
them if they 

could foster Bosch instead, short-term.  We can’t recall 
that these ladies have ever turned us down for anything, 
and they readily agreed. 
 We didn’t know if Bosch would have any upper  

respiratory infection or other disease, having come 
directly from a shelter where this is prevalent, but Mitzi 
and Tanya didn’t keep Bosch separate from their other 
dogs for more than a day.  They couldn’t bear for him to 
be isolated.  By the third day he was part of the family, 
getting along with all the other dogs and not appearing to 
be having any trouble rehabilitating.  During this time we 
kept checking with them to make sure Bosch was still 
available for adoption and not a “keeper.”  We were 
assured he was available. 
 Finally, on a Saturday open-house adoption day, 
Angela and Christopher Stead of Moorpark, adopters of a 
lovely girl Dobie named Mia a few months earlier, came 
to visit to choose a companion for Mia.  They decided to 
adopt Bosch.  When we delivered the news to Tanya, she 
looked shocked and far less than thrilled.  There was some 
back-and-forth conversation, quite a few tears, and 
ultimately Mitzi and Tanya concluded they couldn’t give 
up their foster boy; they had loved him too long…and 
Angela and 
Christopher 
chose another 
special-needs 
dog, Rex, who 
has 
neurological 
impairment in 
his hind 
quarters but is 
otherwise 
about as perfect as a dog can be.  As is Bosch; both 
wonderful dogs!           
 KISMET is the name Colleen gave to another dog 
that lucked out recently.  Colleen was on her way to 
Fresno to pick up dogs delivered there from upstate 
shelters by volunteer driver Jim Hill, when she desperately 
needed something to drink and exited the freeway at a 
rest stop to buy a cup of coffee.  As she pulled into the 
parking lot, she observed a small dog running around and  
originally assumed he belonged to one of the many 
customers.  She ran into the mini-mart, and the cashier 
said the dog was left there a week ago and concerned 
people had been providing him with food and water but 
no one could get close to him. 
 Colleen followed him around for about 30 
minutes trying to get close enough to catch him until he 
tried to hide in a corner by the door of the mini-mart.  
Thankfully, the cashier opened the door, which trapped 
him, and Colleen was able to slip a leash over his head.           

TALE OF TWO HAPPY DOGS 

“Bosch” 

“Rex” 

TALE OF THREE HAPPY DOGS



work out, it becomes a nightmare.  In this case,
though, Kahlua had a sponsor:  Alejandra
(“Alex”) Abella of Moorpark, one of our regular
dog-walker/trainer volunteers, spent hours with
Kahlua, assessing his behavior, working with him,
and becoming smitten with him.  Her friend,
Karin, was well-known to her as a retired canine
officer, and if Alex said Karin was the perfect
home for Kahlua, we had no doubt she was.  We
took the lucky dog to the vet for a medical cer-
tificate so
he could
fly, Alex
donated the
crate he
would fly
in, her hus-
band donat-
ed half of
Kahlua’s air
fare, and
Alex, her
baby daughter, and Kahlua departed for
Maryland on May 3rd.   This long-awaited pic-
ture brought tears to our eyes.

We still have several fear-aggressive dogs that
we think will bloom in the right homes.  Please
let us know if you might be in a position to adopt
one.  Winning their trust and loyalty feels 
so rewarding!
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I want to support Doberman Pinscher and Little Paws Rescue!
I am making the following contribution: 

(    ) $100.  (    ) $50.  (    )  $20.  (    ) $10.
I am enclosing the best gift I can:  $__________

Please charge my Visa or MasterCard!

Card #_____________________________________ Expiration date______________

Signature___________________________________ 

Please return this form with your contribution
Your contribution is tax deductible (Federal I.D. #77-0357865)

We also have PayPal 
100% of your contribution goes directly to benefit the animals.

vicious animal,
requiring a court
order to get him
released and two
months of love
from us before he
could be adopted.

Here are pic-
tures of another
fearful dog we
rescued.  He was
deemed aggressive by his animal shelter and was
impounded on a catch-pole.   Last October, he
was adopted by the Hyatt family of Escondido.
Dayna Hyatt said in
her December e-mail:
“His name is now
Miller.  He fits won-
derfully in our home
and we absolutely love
him.  He is a very good
dog and a quick learn-
er….He has surprising-
ly become such a swim-
mer!  He is very fast and loves the water!”       

Kahlua, another fear-aggressive dog we had
for years (until May 2, 2011), whom we had
placed FIVE times, is finally home – for good –
with Karin Coppens of Kensington, Maryland.
We don’t normally send dogs like Kahlua such
long distances because if the adoption doesn’t
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    After Marley passed away, the Grogan family 
got another Golden Retriever, named Gracie, who was so 
good that she was boring.  Concerned about her lack of 
enthusiasm, they called Cesar Millan, the famous “dog 
whisperer,” to learn whatever they could about their new 
dog.  Cesar observed that, though Gracie was well-
behaved, she seemed “adrift,” trying to figure things out 
without benefit of a pack leader to follow.  He said “You 
have her trust and affection, but not her respect.” 

They successfully fixed the problem with Cesar’s 
insight. 

Then I read something similar about human 
friendship in The Girl With The Dragon Tattoo, by Stieg 
Larsson, which was also made into a movie.  A 
memorable line in that book said that true friendship 
between people has to include both trust and respect.  

This is a recurring theme, one which obviously 
crosses species.   

JUST FOR FUN 
The people who post to Facebook probably exchange these 
kinds of stories all the time, but there are those of us who 
only occasionally snag a spare moment to check Facebook, 
and of course many who haven’t joined Facebook.  
 So…we thought it would be fun to ask our readers 
to share their “intelligent dog” stories.  This is not a contest; 
i.e., whose dog is the smartest?  It’s also not a forum to brag 
about things various breeds and individuals do as the result 
of either training or hard-wiring, such as Shepherds and 
Collies that herd, sporting breeds that assist hunters, etc.  
What we’d like to hear about are those dogs personally 
known to our adopters that exhibit true intelligence figuring 

things out that they haven’t been trained to do. 
 Here are a few examples, dogs known to me 
(Ardis) personally. 
 A personal dog of mine whom I named Elsa (for 
the Born Free lion in the movie by that name) was a 
Shepherd-Whippet mix who had become elderly while I 
owned her and no longer moved very quickly.  At that 
time, eight dogs shared my bedroom.  When I announced 
“Time for bed!” they stampeded into the bedroom, where I 
had dog beds and quilts strewn about.  Elsa, being the 
oldest dog in the group by then, was usually the last to 
arrive.  She would look around the room, and if she 
deemed that the remaining bedding was not among her 
preferred places to sleep, she would run to the doorway of 
the bedroom barking, pretending to hear something 
occurring toward the front of the house.  Invariably, a few 
of the others would charge forward to investigate, at which 
point Elsa would calmly claim the most desirable of the 
vacated resting areas. 
 Another personal dog, Amy, was a Shepherd-
Sheltie mix, whom I believed to be much smarter than Elsa 
(who had proven very hard to train, causing me initially to 
think she wasn’t smart at all.  She was!)  Amy was a bit of 
a beggar, but it was my habit not to feed dogs at the table, 
though I would give them scraps when people had finished 
eating.  Then I would rinse the dishes and place them in the 
dishwasher.  Amy, with a dog’s superior sense of smell, 
determined that what dripped off the plates, even though 
diluted by rinse water, was still desirable enough to push 
the trays of the dishwasher in with her nose and lick the 
inside of the dishwasher door. 
 Another personal dog, Becky, was a Border Collie-
Retriever mix, and she taught me to play hide-and-seek 
with her.  What a great sense of humor! 
 Even among the dogs we currently have that are 

Please charge my Visa, Discover, or MasterCard! Please charge my Visa, Discover, American Express or MasterCard!
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Though the little guy was terrified and did offer to bite, he 
finally realized that no harm was intended and that he 
was about to experience the luckiest day of his life.  
Kismet turned out to be a fairly young, placid, Rat Terrier 
mix who was very dog-social and easy to own.  While 
Colleen sheltered him, he was well-fed, got vaccinated 
and neutered, and traveled to the rescue ranch every 
Saturday for viewing, resting comfortably on the front 
seat of her truck while waiting his turn for a home of his 
own.  He totally looked like he belonged there and 
deserved to be there!   
 Karl Kraves of Woodland Hills, a several-time 
adopter of our Dobermans, knew that his brother Steve 
was about to be in the market for a dog, though he 
required a smaller dog because of his living situation.  Just 
before Christmas, he called to say he’d like to buy his 

brother a gift 
certificate for a 
small dog of his 
choice at our 
rescue, and of 
course we were 
only too happy 
to oblige! 
 Steve 
came three 
times to look at 
our little guys 

before deciding that Kismet would be the right choice for 
his home in Santa Monica.  He was concerned because on 
occasion he needed to be away from home for 8 or 9  

hours, but we assured him that no one is home 24/7, and 
that Kismet would be absolutely fine and happy to see him 
when he returned.   
 We received a recent e-mail from Karl, who said:  
“My brother is madly in-love with the newest member of 
his family (he changed the name to ‘Kismo’)”…but is 
“treating Kismo like a piece of priceless china.  I think 
after a week or so Kismo and Steve will be enthralled with    
one another and will be inseparable.”   
 The picture pretty much tells it all.  
We call these chance outcomes “kismet” or “serendipity,” 
but there are probably lots of names for it; it’s about a 
great dog being in the right place at the right time, and 
ending up with a well-deserved place to land in luxury…
loved, wanted, and - maybe a little – spoiled.      

  It will come as no surprise to those who know 
me and those of you that regularly read our newsletter 
that I love “special needs” dogs.  I would choose an old, 
deaf, blind, 3-legged pooch with a bad coat over a perfect 
beauty any day, and I think most people in rescue feel the 
same.  I started being drawn to these dogs mainly because 
I felt sorry for them, since they are usually overlooked 
and left behind.  However, I’ve recently realized that I 
love them for entirely different reasons.  Yes, they can be 
challenging at times, but they are also far more 
interesting, and oftentimes, more fun.  With every new 
case I learn something new, and my most recent lesson 

THE POWER OF SILENCE 
by Colleen Anderson 

“Kismo”with Steve 
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 OK, we know what some of  you are 
thinking, and we actually-sort of-agree.  Dogs 

day, dressed in exactly the same coats they 
always wear?  Not a chance. 
 But...we did get 
some very cute dog 
clothing, bandanas, 
and barrettes, a huge 
donation of  them, 
that some of  you may 
be interested in. 
 

DOG CLOTHES? 

When I Got My New Dog 
 

I asked for strength that I might rear her perfectly; 
I was given weakness that I might feed her more treats. 

 
I asked for good health that I might rest easy; 

 
 

I asked for an obedient dog that I might feel proud; 
I was given stubbornness that I might feel humble. 

 
I asked for compliance that I might feel masterful; 

I was given a clown that I might laugh. 
 

I asked for a companion that I might not feel lonely; 
I was given a best friend that I would feel loved. 

 
I got nothing I asked for, 

But everything that I needed. 
 

Unknown 

Take a look at them on 
www.DobiesandLittlePawsRescue.org, and let us 

are shown here; not in color, unfortunately. 
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I always find it interesting when showing Brisa to potential 
adopters because the second you tell them that she is deaf, it’s 
all over.  You would think I just told them she had leprocy.   

“Every step you take, every move you make, 
I’ll be watching you.” 

came from some very special deaf dogs. 
 When working with dogs, people usually have 
verbal commands for everything.  We tell our dogs to sit, 
heel, stay, down, and come.  We also feel the need to 
constantly give our dogs verbal praise when they’re good 
and tell them “no” (or something far worse!) when 
they’re bad.  So what happens when you can’t use words 
to communicate with your dog?  Well, that’s what living 
with a deaf dog teaches you. 
 I have had an almost 2-year experience with my 
deaf and mostly-blind Australian Shepherd mix, Petunia, 
but she is such an easy girl and didn’t give me a lot of 
trouble.  It wasn’t until I started fostering a young deaf 
Dobie girl named Brisa that I really learned the power of 
silence. 
 In the beginning, I caught myself still giving her 
verbal corrections just like any other dog, forgetting for a 
moment that she couldn’t hear me.  However, when I said 
“no” to her, it was usually accompanied by a finger point 
and a stern stare that I like to call “the stink eye.”  After 
feeling silly one too many times saying “no” to a deaf 
dog, I dropped the word and just did the point and stare.  
Bingo!  It worked like a charm.  I got my point across 
with absolutely no sound, and the surprising thing was 
the effect that dropping the word had on ME.  Working 
with Brisa in complete silence had such a calming effect.  
Taking words out of the equation made the connection I 
had with her stronger.  I became more aware of my 
moods and my body language.  I actually felt more in 
control, less stressed, and far less frustrated.  There is a 
freedom in working with dogs in complete silence 

because you end up relying on your 
instincts and communicating with 
them more like they do with each 
other.  Brisa knows whether I’m 
happy with her or upset with her in 
a heartbeat, and no words are ever 
necessary. 
 I really believe that most of 
the sounds we use with our dogs are more for our benefit 
than theirs.  Even though Brisa and Petunia have never 
heard me tell them that I love them, they absolutely 
know.  It’s said that silence is golden, and with the help 
of Brisa and deaf dogs like her, I’m starting to know why.   

“Zorro” Goodman of El Segundo 

“Brisa” 


