
Darling
Franky!
You don’t have to
know me well to
know that I
absolutely adore
Schnauzers!  I

carry a purse with a beautiful
Schnauzer emblazoned on the side,
wear earrings depicting cute little
Schnauzer faces and my house…
well, let’s just say you would know
when you walk in the door.  There’s
statues, pictures, pottery and
calendars everywhere showing off
these darling little fur-faces.  Of
course, the most obvious clue would
be the three, one is mixed — but
enough Schnauzer for me — that
would greet you at the door!

I actually have four dogs.  They all
range in size from the 90 pound
Husky Mix to the 14 pound
Miniature Schnauzer.  I know you
must be thinking…“Husky Mix?...I

thought you loved Schnauzers.”
Well, that’s a whole other story!  I
love all animals!

SPARE recently rescued a Schnauzer
puppy and his Mother (beautiful
Penny on the cover) from a backyard
breeder.  When I heard about this
Schnauzer puppy, I knew he had to
be mine!  Wanna’ hear the best
part?  His ears weren’t cropped and
… are you ready for this? … his tail
wasn’t docked!  Oh my gosh!  I
couldn’t believe it!

My husband and I had adopted a
Schnauzer from SPARE soon after we
were married and he also had his
tail and floppy ears.  He was the
sweetest, most gorgeous boy ever!
Sadly, he died of cancer in 2001
and I’ve just never come across
another Schnauzer with floppy ears
and a long tail … until now!

Well, I’m happy to report that Franky
is a wonderful addition to our brood!
He is so adorable and very, very
smart!  So much of his puppyhood

Rudy!
Rudy was adopted by a long
time supporter of SPARE.  Here’s
a note she sent about him...

“Dear SPARE,  This is Rudy with
his good friend, Clara, who is
97.  We visit Clara every week.

Her cat, Buffy, does not like Rudy, but Rudy likes her!”

How cute and wonderful is that?  We just love happy
endings like this!

O u r  W i s h  L i s t !
Thank you so very much for all of the donations since
our last newsletter.  We are so grateful for your support!
Your help benefits our animals more than you know!

Again we’re asking for laundry detergent & bleach.  We do loads and
loads of laundry and we always need detergent and bleach to wash the
textiles we use to take care of our rescued animals. Any size, brand or
scent will do!   We promise - we’re not picky! We have 2 convenient drop-
off locations:

VCA Kennel Club Resort & Spa,
3301 Fujita Street, Torrance, CA / P. - 310.539.2201 

SPARE Offices, 1017 E. Bedmar, Carson, CA 90746  

Again, we thank you in advance for your caring & generosity!

Sweet, Loving
& Warm -
Seeks a

Permanent
Place in Your

Heart

All of these
precious animals
are available for

adoption.

Please call SPARE
at 310.377.2998 for

information*.

*SPARE works with the Carson
Animal Shelter and a local humane
society to help find new homes for
these and other unwanted animals.

See more available pets at
www.petfinder.com.  Enter

“Palos Verdes Peninsula, CA” in
the LOCATION field and “Pet

Harbor” in GROUP NAME field.

Adoptions!!!
Happy Tails & Pawsitively Great Stories!

Barney
He’s a 6 month old

Basset Hound.  He’s such
a sweet and adorable

boy!  Can he come and
live with you?

Baxter
He’s an 7 month old

Basset Hound dumped
by a pet store that

couldn’t sell him.  Can
you give him the life he

deserves?

Bella
She’s a 5 month old

Tortishell Siamese Mix.
She is absolutely

wonderful & darling!
Can she be yours?

Cupcake
She’s a 3 year old

Terrier Mix turned in
because her owner ‘had

too many dogs’.  Will
you love her forever?

Ivy
She’s a 3 year old

Terrier Mix who came to
us engorged with milk.
She’s doing great &
wants to be yours!

Jet
She’s a 9 year old

Standard Poodle.  Her
owner died & no one

wanted to take her.  Will
you take her?

Noel
She’s a 5 year old
Standard Poodle

abandoned by her
owner.  Can you make

her feel safe again?

Jonnie
He’s a 4 year old

Multipoo that’s been
with us for 3 years!  He’s
MORE than ready for a
great home ... yours?

Laika
She’s a 7 month old

German Shepherd.  The
‘kids’ didn’t take care of
her so they ditched her.

Can you help her?

Penny
She’s a 9 year old

Terrier Mix.  Her owner
died & her kids didn’t

want her.  LOVES to play
ball ... play with you?

Reina
She’s a 4 year old

Terrier Mix.  Look at that
gorgeous face!  How
can you resist?  We

know you can’t!

Snoopy
He’s a 4 month old

Chihuahua Mix.  He’s
such an sweet little baby.
Can he become a part

of your family?

My heart is heavy
-- by Carol Schroeder

My chest aches with sadness.  My eyes are
flooded with tears. “He’s been through enough.
It’s time to stop.” I could barely speak the words
but options had run out.  Mr. Wrigley was
dying and there was nothing left to do. 
Wrigley’s path and mine were to cross June
20TH, 2008.  No one wanted this five year old,
3-legged Corgi Mix with a Grade 4 heart
murmur. His original Mom had died and, family

being family, wanted his Mom’s house but not him.  SPARE had rescued
him and asked if I would be interested.  “Just what I need,” I thought,
“another critter in my home.  And handicapped.”  Reluctantly, I agreed to
meet Wrigley.  He was the most laid back young man I had ever met.
And, the way he waddled when he walked, was too cute for words.
Yes, I was interested and soon Wrigley had his forever home.
To say he adapted well would be an understatement.  His other siblings
(4 of them) had trouble containing their excitement of getting a new
brother.  He had claimed a bed in the kitchen and all the sniffing,
bumping and more sniffing was not going to get a rise out of him.
Dinnertime coaxed him out of bed but, if the others wanted to taste his
food, it was okay with him.  Never once did he raise his lip or growl.
He would waddle outside after dinner to do his business, bark at the
cats that paraded across the top of the block wall and waddle back into
bed. I wanted him to join the rest of the family in the living room and
would carry him in and lay on the floor with him.  He would waddle free
and go back to bed.  Wrigley was not going to conform to my timetable.
He had his own.
I had decided not to force the issue.  He will join the family when he
feels comfortable.  About a month had gone by, and after waddling
outside after dinner, he waddled into the living room!  His tail was
wagging and he had this look on his face as if to say, “Hi!”  He loved
the carpet… scratch, scratch making his bed or to lie down to eat his
cookie or chew his rawhide.  Usually around 9:00pm he would retire for
the evening.  Waddling outside for one last potty break he would then
curl up into his bed in the kitchen.  Once he was down for the evening, it
was almost impossible to wake him back up.  He was like a wet dish
rag..a lot heavier but just as limp.
I learned to read Wrigley’s body language.  After all, his left rear leg
was missing so, if he had an itchy on his left side, he would rub on the
carpet or concrete.  “Wrigs, come to mama, she’ll get that itchy for you.”
And, he loved his ear rubs!  “Mmmm..that feels so good,” he would say. 

Late in 2009, I noticed Wrigs was beginning to cough more.  A trip to
my vet and cardiologist confirmed he had progressed to a Grade 6
heart murmur with a leaky mitral valve.  Cookie time (and Wrigley’s pill
time) now was 7:00am and 7:00pm.  I don’t know how he learned to
tell time, but at 7:00 he would run to his feeding rug and wait patiently.
Not his brothers and sisters.  They jumped and gathered around my feet
yelling, “COOKIES!”  Mr. Wrigley was always served first.  He was such
a gentleman and being gentlemanly has its rewards.
Mid-June of 2010, Wrigley was not eating well, pill time became a
struggle and he had developed a fever.  Ultra-sound confirmed it was not
his heart and blood work showed he had developed pancreatitis.  HUH?
Where the heck did this come from?  He would need to be on a low-fat
diet and now antibiotics were added to his pill regimen.  Although
Wrigley was glad to be home again, food and pills were not his top
priority.  It was time for Mom to put her thinking cap on.  How about no
fat chicken broth poured onto his low fat kibble.  Yep!  He loved it!
Whew...Wrigley was eating and enjoying life again.  This was only to
last a little over a week.
June 29TH Wrigley had a fever of 104.2.  We rushed him to the hospital.
He would need to stay.  Tests would show his heart was okay, his
pancreas was okay but his blood platelets were low.  This can develop
into autoimmune mediated disorder.  WHAT?  His immune system could
start attacking itself and this could lead to internal bleeding.  WHAT?
We don’t know what causes this.  WHAT?  This was explained to me on
June 30TH when I had gone to visit him.  They were having trouble getting
him to eat so they gave me a chicken breast to feed him.  YUM!  He ate
a little over half and then it was time for me to leave.  A kiss on the nose,
a scratch to his left ear and a promise to see him tomorrow after work.
He was probably going to get to come home.  Fever had dropped but a
positive diagnosis had not been confirmed.  I only knew his heart and
pancreas were not involved.
5:30am on July 1ST — the telephone was ringing. Wrigley was in
distress and we needed to come in.  He was bleeding into his brain and
treatment options were nearing exhaustion.  Mr. Wrigley was dying and
there was nothing left to do.  Scratching his left ear, I whispered into his
right ear, “I’m sorry, Wrigley. I love you.”  My heart is heavy.  My chest
aches with sadness.  My eyes are flooded with tears.  Wrigley’s peace
began at 6:45am.  My grief began at the same time.  

We were sad to learn
recently that Ken Cranes
is closing their doors and

going out of business.
Ken Cranes has been a
wonderful supporter of
SPARE throughout the
years and we thank them
from the bottom of our
hearts and send our best

wishes.  Make sure to
check out their great

deals during their
final days.

was spent in cages and kennels so it’s
been interesting to watch him adjust to
and learn how to live in a home.
Sometimes it’s funny and sometimes it
makes me sad.  He has learned that his
home is a safe and wonderful place to
be ... and did I mention that he loves the
bed and is a total pillow and blanket
hog?!  He can hog as much of the bed
as he wants!

Our greatest wish is for Franky’s Mom,
Penny, to get adopted.  We so wish we
could take her too.  If I could have 100
or more, I would!      — Kelli Broadbent

The ‘Laker’ Girls!
We’ve featured these two
beauties, Lulu & Minnie, that
were adopted by Basketball
Hall of Famer, Bill Sharman
and his wife, Joyce, before.
The girls have matching purple
dresses and are affectionately
referred to as the ‘Laker Girls’.

We recently received photos
of the girls with their Dad, Bill
Sharman, and with legendary
UCLA Basketball Coach, John
Wooden, also a basketball
hall of famer!  We thought
we’d share!

Basketball
Hall of
Famer, Bill
Sharman
with his two
beautiful
‘Laker Girls’
during the
2010
playoffs
(left)

Basketball
Hall of

Famer, John
Wooden,

with one of
the darling

‘Laker Girls’
in early

2010
(right)

Foxtails Can Be Hazardous to Your
Pet’s Health!

Foxtails have been a real problem this year.
Because Foxtail seeds have microscopic barbules
along their surface, they are passively propelled

forward and prevented from exiting.

The most common locations for foxtail entrapment
include the webbing between the toes, the ear canal

and the nose.  Infections can result and cause
extreme pain for your pet.

If your pet is pawing at an area, licking, whining or
crying for no apparent reason or shaking their head

back and forth, have him checked out by
a vet immediately!




