
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

May  2009  

 

Furry  

 

Friends  
 

Friends of  

Memphis Animal Services 

Newsletter 
 

Shelter Location: 

3456 Tchulahoma Rd 

Memphis, TN 38118 

(901) 362-5310 
www.memphisanimalservices.petfinder.com 

 

Shelter Hours: 

Monday- 10:00 to 3:00  

TuesdayñFriday- 10:00 to 5:00  

Saturday- 10:00 to 3:00 

Sunday- Closed 
 

Adoption Fees: 

Dogs/puppies- $75 

Cats/kittens- $70 
(includes shots, spay/neuter & micro-chipping) 

 

Contact: 
Kathryn Rhea, Newsletter Editor 

Kathryn.rhea@gmail.com 

  
Furry Friends is written independently and the 
views expressed are those of the author and 

do not necessarily represent the views, 
policies or actions of Memphis Animal Services 

or any other person(s) or group(s).    

NEWS TO KNOW  

 ʾAfter much opposition from MAS volunteers regarding the new volunteer 

agreement and requirements such as background checks and fingerprinting, 

volunteers have been told that a new agreement is being drafted by the Legal 

Department. The implementation of the current agreement has been delayed until a 

new one is finalized.    

 ʾMay 3 thru May 9 is òBe Kind to Animals Weekó commemorating the role animals 

play in our lives, promote ways to continue to treat them humanely, and encourage 

others, especially children, to do the same.  The week is sponsored by American 

Humane Association.  

 ʾThe City Council approved an ordinance April 21 that bans the roadside sale of 

animals inside the city limits.  The ordinance, introduced by Councilman Jim 

Strickland, bans the sale of animals at most public places, including parks, on the 

side of the road and in parking lots.  The ordinance includes a $50 fine per animal.  

This ordinance does not affect adoption events by animal shelters or rescues. 

ǒ Mid-South Spay and Neuter Services received a $10,000 grant from the Durham 

Foundation to help seniors who are 55 or older get their pets spayed or neutered. 

There's a $5 co-pay.  If the senior can't afford it, the fee will be waived.  Call 324-

3202 or visit www.spaymemphis.com  

 ʾTrot for Spot benefitting the Humane Society of Memphis & Shelby County will be 

held Saturday, May 9 and will begin at the Humane Society office on Farm Road in 

Shelby Farms.  There will be food and games.  An agility course will be set up for 

owners to try with their canines.  For more info: www.memphishumane.org.    

Mark Your Calendars  

May 2:  Petco Adoption Event 

    Poplar & Highland   11-3 

May 9:  Wal-Mart Adoption Event 

    577 N. Germantown Rd 11-3 

May 16:  Petco Adoption Event 

    Poplar & Highland   11-3 

May 23:  Wal-Mart Adoption Event 

    577 N. Germantown Rd 11-3 

May 30:  New Volunteer Orientation 

    MAS    10-12 

June 6:  Petco Adoption Event 

    Poplar & Highland   11-3 

June 13:  Wal-Mart Adoption Event 

    577 N. Germantown Rd 11-3 

June 20:  Petco Adoption Event 

    Poplar & Highland   11-3 

mailto:Kathryn.rhea@gmail.com
http://www.spaymemphis.com/
http://www.memphishumane.org/


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
  
  

 
 

 
 
 

 
  
 
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

How To:   

Grow Catnip Indoors  

for your Cat  

1. Mix two parts potting soil with one part coarse  

sand or vermiculite into a small pot.  Sow the seeds  

on the top of the slightly moistened soil mixture and gently press them into the 

soil.  Cover your pot with plastic wrap to keep the moisture in.  Place your pot in 

a warm, bright part of the house.  However, do not place it in direct sunlight.  

2. In about 7 to 10 days you should see some sprouts come through the soil.  Once 

the sprouts get their first set of leaves on them, take the plastic cover off the pot 

and move it into a sunny window or area.  The air inside your home will typically 

be dryer than the outside air so check the moisture of the soil daily.  Keep the soil 

moist, but not wet.  

3. As the plants grow to about one foot, start harvesting the catnip.  You donõt have 

to dry the catnip for your pet to enjoy it.  Cats also like to eat the leaves off the 

fresh plants.  

4. To dry the catnip, cut the stems and find an airy, shaded place in which you can 

hang the stems upside-down.  

5. After the stems are dried and crunchy, crumble the leaves into a plastic or paper 

bag and throw away the stems.  

6. Store the catnip in a place that your cat can't access.  Cats are pretty good at 

getting into places.  Store the catnip in a ziplock bag in an area that is out of 

reach or can be locked.  
Source:  http://www.ehow.com/how_2203597_grow-catnip-indoors-cat.html 

 

 

 

 

 

Pit Bulls: 

Menace 

Unleashed  

I recently discovered this 

website that was a special 

project by The Commercial 

Appeal a few years ago and 

wanted to share it with others.  

The websiteõs purpose is to shed 

light on the culture of Pit Bull 

ownership in the Memphis area.  

Although difficult to see at times, 

there are videos, articles, and 

slideshows that will give you a 

better understanding of the 

breed and the misconceptions 

that many have as well as the 

uphill battle this breed faces.    
http://pitbull.commercialappeal-

web.com/  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bye, MemphiséHello Beach! 

We are very sorry to report that one of our beloved volunteers is moving away to sunny 

Florida.  Holly Zygelman has been a wonderful volunteer and we want to thank her for the 

countless hours that she donated to MAS.  Holly says, òOne of the best things we got out of 

Memphis is our 4 pets- we moved to Memphis with no pets and ended up with 4!ó  We wish 

her well and know she will continue her great work for the animals in Florida. 

Tribute to 

MAS  

Ariel Dagastino created a 

wonderful slideshow 

demonstrating the compassion of 

the incredible MAS volunteers & 

staff! 

Click here to view the video. 

 

 

 òFriends of Memphis Animal 

Servicesó is now on Facebook!  

Click the here to read the latest 

information and how you can 

help the animals at MAS. 

http://www.ehow.com/how_2203597_grow-catnip-indoors-cat.html
http://pitbull.commercialappeal-web.com/
http://pitbull.commercialappeal-web.com/
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x43LUniet6I
http://www.facebook.com/home.php?#/pages/Friends-of-Memphis-Animal-Services/73650772780?ref=mf


 
 

Black Dog Syndrome  

Did you know that Black Dogs are generally the last to be adopted and are euthanized in shelters in much larger numbers? 

People may consider them too òplainó, think they are menacing, or simply donõt notice them because their dark color makes them 

disappear in their kennels.  Those involved in animal welfare have dubbed these phenomena "Black Dog Syndrome." 

It appears that throughout the country big, black dogs are euthanized at a higher rate than their lighter counterparts.  If not 

euthanized, they spend a longer time in the shelters than paler peers.  While scientific evidence of this malady is scarce, the 

phenomenon is real and also applies to black cats, those working in shelters say.  No one is sure why the big, black dogs linger 

the longest at shelters but there are many theories:   

 ʾHistorically black dogs have been portrayed as fearsome and evil.  In ancient lore they are  

symbols of death and often cohort with the devil. 

 ʾBlack dogs are viewed as plain or uninteresting.  They blend into drab kennel walls.  A single  

black dog is not easily differentiated amongst the many other dark dogs found at a shelter. 

 ʾGrey hair starts to show early on their glistening black coats, often making the dog appear  

older that their actual age. 

 ʾThe contrast of white teeth smiling out of the face of a dark, black dog can appear menacing  

and easily be misunderstood as aggressive. 

 ʾFeatures do not "pop" at first glance on a dark dog.  Eyes may appear hidden and hard to read. 

 ʾBlack dogs are hard to photograph and therefore they do not show as well on dog adoption websites. 

Source: www.blackpearldogs.com  www.startseeingblackdogs.com 

Hail a hero!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thirty-two humans and one K-9 officer were honored April 7th 

at the Memphis Police Department's annual commendation 

ceremony.  K-9 Gunner and his handler, Officer Roosevelt 

Twilley, responded to a call January 21 to search for an armed 

burglar in Overton Park.  The team spotted the suspect, who 

ran away.  Gunner chased the man and knocked him down.  

The suspect stabbed Gunner 10 times, but the 5-year-old 

German Shepherd continued to hold him until Twilley arrived.  

Even with his injuries, Gunner went after the suspect a second 

time when he resisted arrest. 

Click here to read the full story.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

MAS staff member, Glenn Lanton passes out milkbones that 

were donated to the Shelter to the dogs as they are waiting 

on their owners to come take them home or to be adopted. 

 

A heartfelt must -

read article from the 

Commercial Appeal  

Kindness of Memphis stranger keeps dogs safe 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Glenn Lanton passes out milkbones that were donated to the 

Shelter to the dogs as they are waiting on their owners to 

come take them home. 

Photo Credit: The Commercial Appeal 

http://www.blackpearldogs.com/
http://www.startseeingblackdogs.com/
http://www.commercialappeal.com/news/2009/apr/08/badges-of-02/
http://www.commercialappeal.com/news/2009/apr/28/kindness-of-stranger-keeps-dogs-02/


 
 

The Old Man and the Dog  
 "Watch out!  You nearly broad sided that car!"  My father yelled at me.  "Can't you do anything right?"   Those words hurt worse than blows.  I turned 

my head toward the elderly man in the seat beside me, daring me to challenge him.  A lump rose in my throat as I averted my eyes.  I wasn't prepared for 
another battle.  "I saw the car, Dad.  Please don't yell at me when I'm driving."  My voice was measured and steady, sounding far calmer than I really felt.  Dad 

glared at me, then turned away and settled back.  
  At home I left Dad in front of the television and went outside to collect my thoughts.   Dark, heavy clouds hung in the air with a promise of rain.  The 

rumble of distant thunder seemed to echo my inner turmoil.  What could I do about him? Dad had been a lumberjack in Washington and Oregon.  He had enjoyed 

being outdoors and had reveled in pitting his strength against the forces of nature.  He had entered grueling lumberjack competitions, and had placed often.  The 
shelves in his house were filled with trophies that attested to his prowess.  The years marched on relentlessly.  The first time he couldn't lift a heavy log, he 

joked about it; but later that same day I saw him outside alone, straining to lift it.  He became irritable whenever anyone teased him about his advancing age, or 

when he couldn't do something he had done as a younger man.  
  Four days after his sixty-seventh birthday, he had a heart attack.  An ambulance sped him to the hospital while a paramedic administered CPR to 

keep blood and oxygen flowing.  At the hospital, Dad was rushed into an operating room.  He was lucky; he survived.  But something inside Dad died.  His zest for 
life was gone. He obstinately refused to follow doctor's orders.  Suggestions and offers of help were turned aside with sarcasm and insults.  The number of 

visitors thinned, then finally stopped altogether.  Dad was left alone.  

  My husband, Dick, and I asked Dad to come live with us on our small farm.  We hoped the fresh air and rustic atmosphere would help him adjust.  
Within a week after he moved in, I regretted the invitation.  It seemed nothing was satisfactory.  He criticized everything I did.  I became frustrated and moody.  

Soon I was taking my pent-up anger out on Dick.  We began to bicker and argue.  Alarmed, Dick sought out our pastor and explained the situation.  The clergyman 
set up weekly counseling appointments for us.  At the close of each session he prayed, asking God to soothe Dad's troubled mind.  But the months wore on and 

God was silent.  Something had to be done and it was up to me to do it.   

  The next day I sat down with the phone book and methodically called each of the mental health clinics listed in the Yellow Pages.  I explained my 
problem to each of the sympathetic voices that answered.  In vain, just when I was giving up hope, one of the voices suddenly exclaimed, "I just read something 

that might help you! Let me go get the article."  I listened as she read.  The article described a remarkable study done at a nursing home.  All of the patients 
were under treatment for chronic depression.  Yet their attitudes had improved dramatically when they were given responsibility for a dog.  

  I drove to the animal shelter that afternoon.  After I filled out a questionnaire, a uniformed officer led me to the kennels.  The odor of disinfectant 

stung my nostrils as I moved down the row of pens.  Each contained five to seven dogs.  Long-haired dogs, curly-haired dogs, black dogs, spotted dogs all 
jumped up, trying to reach me.  I studied each one but rejected one after the other for various reasons too big, too small, too much hair.  As I neared the last 

pen a dog in the shadows of the far corner struggled to his feet, walked to the front of the run and sat down.  It was a pointer, one of the dog world's 
aristocrats.  But this was a caricature of the breed.  Years had etched his face and muzzle with shades of gray.  His hipbones jutted out in lopsided triangles.  

But it was his eyes that caught and held my attention.  Calm and clear, they beheld me unwaveringly.  I pointed to the dog. "Can you tell me about him?"  The 

officer looked, then shook his head in puzzlement.  "He's a funny one.  Appeared out of nowhere and sat in front of the gate.  We brought him in, figuring someone 
would be right down to claim him.  That was two weeks ago and we've heard nothing.  His time is up tomorrow."  He gestured helplessly.  As the words sank in I 

turned to the man in horror. "You mean you're going to kill him?"  "Ma'am," he said gently, "that's our policy.  We don't have room for every unclaimed dog."  I 
looked at the pointer again.  The calm brown eyes awaited my decision.  "I'll take him," I said.   

 I drove home with the dog on the front seat beside me.  When I reached the house I honked the horn twice.  I was helping my prize out of the car when 

Dad shuffled onto the front porch.  "Look what I got for you, Dad!" I said excitedly.  Dad looked, then wrinkled his face in disgust.  "If I had wanted a dog I would 
have gotten one.  And I would have picked out a better specimen than that bag of bones.  òKeep it!  I don't want it" Dad waved his arm scornfully and turned back 

toward the house.  Anger rose inside me.  It squeezed together my throat muscles and pounded into my temples.  "You'd better get used to him, Dad.  He's 

staying!"  Dad ignored me. "Did you hear me, Dad?" I screamed.   At those words Dad whirled angrily, his hands clenched at his sides, his eyes narrowed and 
blazing with hate.  We stood glaring at each other like duelists, when suddenly the pointer pulled free from my grasp.  He wobbled toward my dad and sat down in 

front of him.  Then slowly, carefully, he raised his paw.  Dad's lower jaw trembled as he stared at the uplifted paw.  Confusion replaced the anger in his eyes.  The 
pointer waited patiently.  Then Dad was on his knees hugging the animal.  It was the beginning of a warm and intimate friendship.  

 Dad named the pointer Cheyenne. Together he and Cheyenne explored the community.  They spent long hours walking down dusty lanes.  They spent 

reflective moments on the banks of streams, angling for tasty trout.  They even started to attend Sunday services together, Dad sitting in a pew and Cheyenne 
lying quietly at his feet.  Dad and Cheyenne were inseparable throughout the next three years.  Dad's bitterness faded, and he and Cheyenne made many friends.   

 Then late one night I was startled to feel Cheyenne's cold nose burrowing through our bed covers.  He had never before come into our bedroom at 
night.  I woke Dick, put on my robe and ran into my father's room.  Dad lay in his bed, his face serene.  But his spirit had left quietly sometime during the night.  

  Two days later my shock and grief deepened when I discovered Cheyenne lying dead beside Dad's bed.  I wrapped his still form in the rag rug he had 

slept on.  As Dick and I buried him near a favorite fishing hole, I silently thanked the dog for the help he had given me in restoring Dad's peace of mind.  
  The morning of Dad's funeral dawned overcast and dreary.  This day looks like the way I feel, I thought, as I walked down the aisle to the pews 

reserved for family.  I was surprised to see the many friends Dad and Cheyenne had made filling the church.  The pastor began his eulogy. It was a tribute to 
both Dad and the dog who had changed his life.  And then the pastor turned to Hebrews 13:2.  "Be not forgetful to entertain strangers."  "I've often thanked God 

for sending that angel," he said.   

 For me, the past dropped into place, completing a puzzle that I had not seen before: the sympathetic voice that had just read the right article.  
Cheyenne's unexpected appearance at the animal shelter -- his calm acceptance and complete devotion to my father -- and the proximity of their deaths.  And 

suddenly I understood. I knew that God had answered my prayers after all. 



 
 

MAS Valuable Volunte er:  

Dana Davis  

Hometown:  Memphis, Tennessee 

Pets:  Molly T. Dog (a.k.a. Bonehead) and Roz T. Cat (òTó stands for òTheó!) 

Occupation:  Philanthropic Advisor with ALSAC/St. Jude Children's Research Hospital 

Favorite place you've traveled:  The Grand Canyon 

Favorite restaurant:  It's a tie - El Mezcal and India Palace 

Pet you've always wanted:  Got her now...Molly is my heart!  She can be bad and she's not real bright but we love her dearly!!! 

Why I began volunteering:  Molly was a shelter rescue.  She weighed 3 lbs and you could count her ribs.  She was being 

fostered by Jeanne Chancellor (another fabulous MAS volunteer) when we first saw her!  She's a great dog and I really wanted 

to do something to bring some love to the other fluffies in the shelter and ultimately find them their forever homes. 

What I would tell someone interested in volunteering:  Be prepared to be mad some days and cry some days.  But always 

remember why you're there - to bring a little bit of love and happiness to some well deserving animals!  Oh yeah, and be ready to 

clean up your share of pee and poop...I like to think it builds character! 

Favorite volunteer moments:  Bottle feeding Roe's (MAS ACO) òRiddickó when he was a teeny tiny thing!  It was awesome. 

Something people may not know about me:  I like to think of myself as an amateur photographer - I once shot a friend's 

wedding and I've also done various family sessions.  I also covet Jim Donahue's (MAS volunteer photographer) awesome camera!   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A PET'S TEN COMMANDMENTS  

1. My life is likely to last 10-15 years.  Any separation from you is likely to be painful. 

2. Give me time to understand what you want of me. 

3. Place your trust in me.  It is crucial for my well-being. 

4. Don't be angry with me for long and don't lock me up as punishment.  You have your work, your  

friends, your entertainment, but I have only you. 

5. Talk to me.  Even if I don't understand your words, I do understand your voice when speaking to me. 

6. Be aware that however you treat me, I will never forget it. 

7. Before you hit me, before you strike me, remember that I could hurt you, and yet, I choose not to bite you. 

8. Before you scold me for being lazy or uncooperative, ask yourself if something might be bothering me.  Perhaps I'm not 

getting the right food, I have been in the sun too long, or my heart might be getting old or weak. 

9. Please take care of me when I grow old.  You too, will grow old. 

10. On the ultimate difficult journey, go with me please.  Never say you can't bear to watch.  Don't make me face this alone. 

Everything is easier for me if you are there, because I love you so. 


