KAREN KARABLY’S RESCUE STORIES – Non-Foster Volunteer Highlights
While I have always been available to help out in small ways with Rescue situations in my area, I've never been able to fulfill the more heroic role of long-term foster or “forever home” to any of the Mastiffs that have come through our system and are desperate for a home.  But, I have learned that there are still many ways to help and make a difference in the lives of these dogs.

“CASEY”
The most recent case was a dog that had been found in a local shelter and tapped by another rescue organization to be taken to a vet for care until he could be evaluated, treated and hopefully placed in a new home for life.  I spent two hours with "Casey".  My time with Casey was spent trying to decide whether he was a Mastiff and whether there was any hope of rehabilitation.  Casey's time with me was spent trying to decide whether he could trust me not to abuse him, something he obviously had a lot of experience with.  

I had seen pictures of dogs in this condition, but never run my hands down their bony backs or cradled their big heads and felt as if I were holding a fleshless skull.  But, it was Casey’s eyes that showed his soul – filled with both fear and longing to trust at the same time.  And ten of the happiest minutes of my life came, when, near the end of my visit, Casey finally crossed the big yard and came to lie down next to where I was sitting, closed his eyes and fell asleep leaning against my leg while my thumb rubbed the hollow muzzle between his eyes.  I wasn't able to be Casey's forever home or, even, foster him.  At that point, he was too medically fragile to be released anyway.  But, I was able to watch the expression in his eyes go from fears I could only imagine to being able to relax and trust.  In the end, Casey didn't make it.  He was too weak from starvation and years of neglect to survive the advanced heartworm disease.  But Casey had, at least, finally experienced trust and loving hands from caring volunteers before he had to leave.
 
 

“GINNY”
Not long before Casey, I had been asked to help with a Mastiff and her litter of 9 puppies.  The puppies had been whelped in the shelter a day after the mother was brought in as a stray.  She had escaped multiple times from her “home” where she and many other large dogs spent their lives chained to trees in a backyard with little food or water.  Hope for their future came when both the shelter and the judge (who addressed the situation as an emergency) released Ginny and her pups to an outside rescuer.  It was then that I was asked to evaluate them.  
As is so often the case, Ginny, the mama was so malnourished and weak that I wondered if she wasn’t somehow willing herself to stay alive only to care for her puppies.  As days went by and I visited them at the rescuer’s home, it became more and more obvious that these puppies were not full-blooded Mastiffs, but mixes of their full-blooded Mastiff mama sired by one or more of other owner’s dogs or strays in the area.  This created a real problem since SSMR is licensed only to rescue full-blooded Mastiffs.  But I learned quickly how much our SSMR volunteers care and homes were found not only for Ginny, but also for her puppies for which we could neither solicit nor expend any funds.   By the time the pups were 6 weeks old, SSMR had found a forever home for Ginny and rescuers and volunteers had found homes for every puppy in her litter.  Amazing what we can do when we work together!
“FOLLY”

The experience that is most rewarding to me personally and, yet, doesn’t really involve rescue at all involves my girl, Folly.  Folly was found two years ago by some hikers who had been hiking the Appalachian Trail with their own dogs.  When they returned to their car and opened the car door for their dogs, out of the woods and into their car bounded a very skinny, very large dog who refused to get out.  It was obvious to the hikers that she was starving, in need of care and, most bewildering of all, full of fresh dripping milk.  Sadly, she also had scars all over her body and a piece of her tail appeared to have been broken or cut off, and they didn’t have the heart to force her out of the car.

They decided to post flyers and ads in nearby towns about a “found dog” and took her home to care for her and await a response.  Surely someone was looking for this beautiful sweet girl.  But time went by and no one called, and the hikers were unable to keep her, but they had learned what kind of dog she was (a Mastiff) and knew a woman who had several Mastiffs and gave her a call.  (Here is where I come into the picture.)  The woman, Liz, was a nurse who had purchased a puppy from me 6 years earlier and also had another 12-year-old Mastiff.  Liz had a daughter, Lindsey, who was married and had a small child and happened to live in the same state as the hikers who had the found Mastiff.  Lindsey had always loved her mother’s Mastiffs and had recently purchased a home and finally had space for a large dog.  So, Lindsey delightedly took the dog into their family and named her “Folly.”  

Since no one knows anything about Folly’s history, no one can explain her peculiarities and what makes her so wonderful, mysterious and difficult all at the same time.  She is the most gentle creature on Earth with babies, puppies and children.  It’s truly as if she was put here to care for those who can’t care for themselves.  Yet, she will make no effort at all to defend herself.  If cornered, she will give in.  If not cornered, she will run away.  And she is terrified of many things, the worst of which is thunder.  While most dogs will scratch to be let inside or seek shelter near their house in a storm, Folly will run and won’t stop running.  She runs miles away from home and deep into the woods.  Eventually, she ran away from Lindsey’s home so many times, they were afraid for her life, and Lindsey asked her mother, Liz, if she could try to keep her.  Liz made a valiant effort but, in the end, could not win over Folly’s obsessive need to escape.

That’s when Liz called me.  There was simply no place left for Folly to go.  In desperation, she was boarding Folly at a vet’s until they could think of what to do next, and they were realizing that there may be no other choice than to put her down.  I began by encouraging her to put Folly into Rescue, but we both knew that it probably was doomed to failure since Folly had escaped every containment system they had tried -- and they had tried them all – only to have Folly dig under, jump over, tear through, or tolerate the shock and then disappear for days or weeks only to be found over and over again alone and dug into some burrow deep in the woods.

I agreed to give Folly one last chance.  I only had one Mastiff.  He was easy-going and could use some company.  I have 10-1/2 acres, with the house set far back from the road, and a barn and a couple of sheds, so she would have plenty of spaces she could seek shelter if that was what she wanted.  It’s fenced but poorly, but there are several acres of deep woods, a couple creeks and springs and plenty of wildlife.  Liz understood that I could make no guarantees that Folly would not escape here too, but we felt we had no choice.  She had nowhere else to go and, maybe, she would eventually feel she had enough ‘space’ here that she didn’t need to escape.  Even better, maybe she would do what she hadn’t seemed to be able to do anywhere else – somehow finally feel “home.”  

Folly has been with us about 9 months now.  For the first few months, she did escape – many times.  True to what we had been told, we had to go find her or she would return to us from some deeper section of woods.  Once, the neighbors called to say they had found her eating from their trash cans in the middle of the night.  They couldn’t catch her because she won’t let any stranger approach her – she turns quietly and runs.  Finally, we put up an Invisible Fence.  Yes, we ran over 2,000’ of wire around three acres just to try to keep Folly in our woods.  So far, it’s working and we think finally Folly might be starting to feel that maybe this really IS home.  We can look in her eyes now and, occasionally, see a hint of relaxation replacing the inner desperation we used to see.  We can only guess at her past or what drives her.  When my husband is splitting firewood and reaches for the axe, it pains me deeply to watch her turn and run to hide behind the nearest building and I wonder if she’ll ever truly learn to trust completely again.

But, surely, Folly is as happy and content here as she has been in years and she has given us far more than we have given her.  She even shares her freshly-killed wildlife with us on occasion.  <g>   Folly showed me the joys that can come from preventing a disappointing situation from turning into a tragedy.  Wouldn’t it be a blessed relief if Rescue’s most urgent cases were matters of  “assistance” rather than “crisis intervention?”  
