

















REBA

Dear Friends at the MHRHS:

In 1993, I came to your shelter “just to look™ at the dogs you had available for adoption. I
was rather young, just 20 years old, and I wasn’t sure I was prepared to own my own dog
yet, though I desperately wanted to.

I brought some friends with me who quickly occupied themselves with the puppies. 1
went to the main dog room to see the adult dogs in their runs. I wasn’t planning on taking
anything home that day, but there was this dirty black older pup desperately trying to get
my attention while all the other dogs raised a ruckus with their barking. She was maybe six
months old and she was just a plain black lab mix with no flashy markings or behaviors.
There were probably 3 or 4 just like her in some of the other runs, but something about this
one really appealed to me. I spent some time talking to her through the chain link of her
kennel and she was focused so intently on me — the other dogs or people walking through
didn’t distract her. Though I kept saying I wasn’t going to bring anything home that day, I
took that dog out of that kennel to go for a walk. She never went back to that kennel again
because I adopted her that day.

I named her Reba. And for the next 15% years she was my girl. Together we hiked in the
Adirondacks, the Green Mountains and the Catskills. We swam in icy cold mountain lakes,
camped, took road trips, played in the parks, visited new places we’d never been. When I
moved to Baltimore 6% years ago, she finally got to see the ocean, taste salt water and air,
and visit very sandy beaches.

I lost Reba on October 8, 2008. After 16 years of living, her mind was still sound but her
body was failing her. She has had elbow dysplasia and arthritis in her back and hips, and
one morning she tried to get up but she just couldn’t do it. I took the day off from work,
bought her a huge meaty bone to chew, laid her in the sun in the yard to eat it, and made her
last appointment with the vet for that evening. Letting that dog go, who was such a huge
part of who I am, was the most difficult thing I’ve ever done. I still miss her terribly, as do
the other two dogs in my home, whom she schooled in the house rules!

Some good friends of mine, who knew how much she meant to me, collected some money
in Reba’s name so I could donate it to the charity of my choice. It’s taken me a while to
find it in myself to write this letter, but I knew pretty much from the get-go that I wanted to
send it to the MHRHS - a modest donation for the nearly 16 years I got to spend with the
best dog I have ever known.

Please accept this donation in Reba’s name, and also my thanks for the work you do. 1
know animal sheltering is not easy, but hopefully it gives you some sense of fulfillment to
hear about an animal you helped way back when, who lived a long, happy life because you
gave her a chance.

I’ve included a photo so you can see what Reba looked like. This photo was taken last year
— I guess it was the last time she got to play in the snow.

Sincerely,

Reba’s mom, Erin
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The Rats take on the Tigers
to benefit the dogs and cats
at MHRHS. Ticket price
includes the game and a
pre-game Italian dinner buffet.

Albany River Rats vs.
Bridgeport Sound Tigers
Friday, January 22,2010
Dinner 6pm, Game 7pm
Times Union Center

Tickets $23.00
Available at MHRHS or online
\_ at www.mohawkhumane.org )
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Mid-Day Walks Available

PURRCILLA’S STORY

Hi. I’'m Purrcilla. I arrived at the
Mohawk and Hudson River Humane
Society on October 9th, 2009. I was

in pretty poor shape. My left foot was
wounded, terribly swollen and infected.
The wound was cleaned and I was given
antibiotics and slowly, the swelling
started going down.

Soon, I was

That tuna smelled pretty good to me
and I thought I’d have a little taste.
That was the beginning of my big
turnaround!

My foster mom created a warm,
draft-free, enclosed area for me in the
warmest room of her old home. Toys
were placed around me to stimulate my
interest and I had a cozy

entrusted to one of
our volunteer foster
homes. My new
foster mom noticed
that my stomach
was upset and [ was
not eating much. In
fact, [ was doing
nothing but purring.
Most two-month old
kittens are extremely
active, but I wasn’t
interested in playing
at all. My foster
mom held me most
of that evening
while I purred
constantly. She
made an appointment for me with the
medical staff for the following morning.
My medications were changed and I
returned “home”. I continued to feel
sick and showed no interest in food or
playing. Ireturned to the medical staff
the next morning. Things looked pretty
grim and [ was placed in intensive

care for a couple of days. Medications
changed, dietary supplements and
fluids were administered, force feeding
was attempted, but I was making no
progress.

Unfortunately, I had a poor prognosis,
but the medical staff wouldn’t give

up on me and asked my foster mom

if she would like to take me home for
the weekend and continue with my
treatment to see if [ would improve in a
home environment.

It wasn’t an easy road. My immune
system was weak and I needed to be
treated for a variety of parasites and
also came down with a bad cold. 1
needed antibiotics in addition to my
other treatments.

The Animal Welfare Manager trained
my foster mom to give me fluids and
when my foster parent picked me up,
one of the medical staff reached into
her pocket and pulled out a can of tuna.
She suggested that my foster mom try
giving me the tuna.

) bed warmed by a heating
disc. Over the next several
hours, I was offered little
bites of tuna. I was always
provided with the option of
kitten kibble too. I begin
to explore the kibble a
little. Before long, I was
beginning to use my litter
box. And I was looking
forward to that tuna! I
continued to have fluids at
home and began to perk up.

After just a couple of days,
I was transferred, during

the day time, to the area of
the house generally used for
foster animals. My foster
mom couldn’t resist providing me with
a cozy kitten cave to keep me warm and
with a great variety of toys to stimulate
my interest. The play was, initially,
co-active. I guess I had to learn to play
again. [ soon began to play all the time.
Oh, and by now the tuna was phased
out and poached chicken, with its broth,
was presented in its place. Soon the
chicken was given only in the mornings
and I was eating kitten kibble for the
remainder of the day.

Finally, I gained weight! During my
illness I lost about a quarter of my
body weight. Soon I was a whopping
three pounds. You should see me! 1
love to play with my toys. Of course I
still prefer to have someone play with
me, but I’'m quite capable of playing
raucously by myself. And, yes, I still
love to be held and acknowledge my
pleasure with generous purrs. I’ll let
you know, though, when cuddle time is
over and it’s time to get back to those
kitty games!!!

If you were to see me today, you would
see a perfectly happy, healthy three-
month-old kitten. Soon I’ll be on

the adoption floor anxiously looking
forward to meeting the people who will
provide me with my forever home.



