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GAF Open House & Spring Villages Events

And again this year the rain held off for the
April Open House! We had a fun group,
good food, exciting raffles and a stirring
Memorial Ceremony plus we introduced the
newly and beautifully refurbished Auxiliary
Kennel Building. Thanks, Sam Bellavia,
for taking and pictures and more...

Bingo with Sam Bellavia and Ralph Gingery calling and the Night Golf Crowd.

The stage is set! Beautiful entrance for the beautifully
redone Auxiliary Kennel.

The crowd assembles.

Carol Bellavia tells us about
events in the Villages.

Russ hangs tags in the
Chimes Ceremony.

Sam, well, you know...
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Well, here we are again in a position we know all
too well...so close, but...

For those of you not avid followers of the drama
spectacle that is Florida politics you may not have heard
that this year's Session was abruptly cut short. The
House and the Senate, being unable to resolve
differences on the State Budget were so out of whack
that the House essentially took all its marbles, declared
“We're Done” and went home. 3-1/2 days early.
Among the many bills (only 128 passed out of some
1500 proposed) that promptly died were the two
important ones for the greyhounds. So another year
passes without a mandate to report injuries and with
dogs still chasing around tracks devoid of spectators so
that inside patrons can play poker.

My summary statement for this year's Session will
be much like last year's: our cause cemented more
important legislative friendships, we received an
inordinate amount of public relations supporting the
dogs, and the issue has grown. Now very few informed
Floridians have not heard about the evils and
devastation of dog racing. And for all of us who've
been working for many years to build this solid
foundation, while we didn't get what we wanted, we
made our State even more greyhound-attuned. And,
we get to do this all over again but sooner next
year...Florida is back to Tallahassee business on 12
January 2016.

So, we can get frustrated but we can never get
discouraged. Greyhound Racing, no matter what the
FL legislature decides to do, will not...can not...be
around for many more years. Like washboards or 8-
Tracks, it's far outlived its time. It's economically non-
viable and there are few outside the racing industry who
wouldn't call this outright animal abuse. And as I'm
drafting this letter, the Change.org petition to
“Decouple” the dogs from the card rooms jointly
launched by Greyhound Adoptions of Florida and
Grey2K USA Worldwide has picked up 200,000

signatures. To put our number in perspective, it only
took 99,000 signatures for the HSUS petition to get
the U.S. Congress to increase regulation and inspection
on puppy mills. We'll get there.

Our contributors this issue have everything to do
with why we will never stop fighting for racing's end.
Because it's always about these dogs who can succeed in
so much more than just running fast. They can be best
buddies, they can belong to a family, they can bring and
share joy. They can cuddle and snuggle and entertain
with supreme goofiness and end up being one of the
best decisions...and best friends...a human ever makes.
We strive to be the kind of people our dogs know we can
be. Thank you all for sharing your stories and pictures!

Joyce

Liz Lynch's Willow caught red-pawed
stealing the bathroom rug again. She can't

help it if it looks like a stuffie.
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Joey...worth waiting for. By Shirley Decker

Editor's Note: Shirley and Bob Decker have been
friends and supporters of GAF for at least 2 decades.
It's been a voyage of discovery and an amazement that
so many dogs of the same breed and background can
find their individuality. “Joey” is the latest of their
additions, little broken leg Joey whose leg healed just in
time to find where in this world he was supposed to be.
And the Deckers now have both representatives of the
“Official Florida Rescue Breeds” – a greyhound and a
pit bull terrier. How's that working out? Just see the
picture.

How do you top the previous acts?

When you have had five wonderful and unique
greyhounds come in and out of your lives, you really
do think you’ve seen it all – each one has a unique
personality, and believe me, they are very different –
from the class clown who is distracted by butterflies
and pink hibiscus; to shy and reticent who just wanted
her own special place; to zany and needy for attention
24/7; to the all-time worrier with the weight of the
world on her shoulders; and to a big girl who just
needs space and lots of comfortable cushions in her
senior years – what’s next? Well, along comes Joey, a
beautiful and loveable boy – all he wants to do is hug
you and be in your exact space! We never realized we
could still go about our chores with a long black nose
plastered against our side.

He was certainly worth waiting for – he needed to
do some rehab at Grey Haven due to the nasty break
and major surgery to get his beautiful leg and running
form back in shape. It is love at first sight for
everyone that meets him - it was for us, and when
Marilyn and Russ finally brought him to our home to
see if the fit was right with Delta, our senior grey, and
a newly rescued American Pit Bull Terrier, Poppet,
we didn’t have to worry – he ingratiated himself with

humans and dogs alike. The hardest chore is keeping him
in check in the yard, so he doesn’t hurt himself, but the
greyhound soul wants to fly like the wind periodically and he
knows he can be very fast without that extra foot.

Everyone needs a little comic relief in life and our little
family is no exception. Picture two snuggle bunnies who
don’t really understand what all the breed discrimination is
about – they think every morning is Sunday morning so
getting up from a cozy bed is a struggle for both of them.
When we are out in the yard and have finally gotten the
youngsters to stay as calm as they can, the comedy starts up
again – Poppet decides to take shortcuts walking under Joey
– it’s not that she’s lazy but it is so much easier to “play
through” because he does have the longest legs in town!

It will be a wonderful journey with Joey – only thing we
may have to do is take him for counseling as he currently has
to deal with gender issues. We have had girl greys in the
family for so long that he will have to cope with being one
“of the girls” – no doubt he will handle it with extra treats!
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Hannah-Banana Finds Her Smile by Linda Bohling

Editor's Note: Talk about perfect
chemistry...Reinhard and Linda Bohling met shy
little Hannah at Grey Haven and that was that.
This little girl took some special handling, and
with their previous greyhound experience and
their special sensitivity, Hannah has blossomed.
A little patience and understanding lead to
another ideal match up!

Hannah-Banana ( as we lovingly call her)
has now been with us for 1 month! We continue
to feel blessed to have the opportunity to give
her a forever home! After we lost our second
greyhound my husband's heart had turned to
stone and he said "no more.” He couldn't bear
the pain of loosing a dear one. But, when he
read about Hannah and saw her picture his
heart melted. She came to us very scared of just
about everything and it has been wonderful
watching her discover new things and get past
the fear. She wasn't even sure of the dog beds
we put out for her to start with... she preferred
the slate floors! Now she has enjoyed all three
we have out!

We have 2 cats and any time she saw them she would
quietly walk the other way. Now... she sniffs them as she
walks by and even joins our 2 Italian Greyhounds in a short
chase now and then. She is a sweet girl who even gets so
excited that she actually smiles.
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Sometimes you have to go far away to put things back in
the proper perspective. And I did just that without realizing
that I needed to put my head back where it needs to be.

Working here at Grey Haven every day is not always easy. Dealing
with potential adopters takes time and careful thought. Dealing with the
routine of kennel life, vet appointments, ordering food, meds,
supplements, supplies etc. is time consuming and tedious. Watching the
dogs and how they interact is important...that takes time, too. Making
sure we have enough dogs and how we are going to get them from point
"A" to Grey Haven, often becomes more complicated that necessary.

The phone rings in the middle of some project. What if someone's
dog is ill? What if someone lost a beloved greyhound and needs to talk?
What if someone wants to adopt a dog? How can I not answer the
phone? And emails.....they just never stop. I can't ignore them. I'm
awake at 5 or 5:30 am and am out in the yard by 6:30. Last turnout is
at about 8:30 PM and then I have to be sure all medications are given
and the house dogs have gotten their share of attention. Maybe
somewhere I could fit in a nap?

The biggest issue is always fundraising. How can we take another
broken leg if it leaves us with nothing in the bank? How can we say no
to another frail farm dog who never ever had a chance to be loved by a
family? How do we ever say no and stay sane? It all can easily suck the
life out of you.

Marilyn's Thoughts

Marilyn Varnberg President and
Co-Founder of Greyhound
Adoptions of Florida, Inc.

So we decided it was time to leave the farm and take a
"vacation"....sort of a busman's holiday out to Kanab, Utah
to participate in Claudia Presto's annual Greyhound
Gathering. I hadn't been there in probably 12 years and I
love listening to Claudia who showed me how to do what's
right for our greyhounds without going bankrupt! If you've
never been to Kanab, go! It's a little bit of heaven right here
on earth A small town with a huge heart and a place to find
yourself again.

I had forgotten what it was like to be a part of a group of
greyhound lovers from all over the country and one who
came all the way from England. I watched as a huge and
amazing group of volunteers followed Claudia's instructions
and put together an event that surpassed all of them! There
was laughter, there were lots of tears (okay, most of themMarilyn with Linda Hendrix, a GAF fan from

Washington State.
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Marilyn's Thoughts, continued

watched what we have accomplished
and were there to say "thank
you".....thank you for a job we could
never turn our backs on. But they
remembered!!! How awesome is that?

We do tend to live in a Florida
vacuum. Granted we have the most
tracks, leading to the most need. We
work so very hard to be the tunnel's end
light for every dog who comes our way.
But this cause, Our Cause, belongs to
caring people all over this country, and a
lot of these wonderful people were in
Kanab.

People from different parts of our
country reminded me that we are doing
a good job, that we are needed and that
we continue to make a difference.
Wow....how heartwarming to be
reminded that we do make a difference,
that there are a lot of dogs who had a
chance because of us. And to remember
that all the frustrations that go along
with what we do are worth it. I just
needed to be reminded of that and these
wonderful people sent me back here with
a renewed sense of purpose. And, of
course, I could never forget that all of
you who walk with me have kept me
going.

From me and from all of the
greyhounds....thank you. We
won't stop.

probably came from me), there was the overwhelming feeling
that these were people who believed in what we do and wanted
to be sure we could continue to do what's right for our
greyhounds. People reached way down deep into their pockets
to help any and all of us continue our mission. I had people
come up to me who told me they met me years ago and have

Marilyn and Russ with a lovely Galga at the early
morning Pugh Canyon Walk.



Page 7
Mlle. Bree Dit!

Tawny nuzzling her feathery friend who's trying to
nest in a pair of running shoes. OK, Your Editor

admits to a real soft spot for Unlikely Animal
Friends and Tawny sets this bar high.

Editor's Note: Miss Bree has decided to
“speak” in a language a little more in
keeping with her Diva personality, and
quite frankly you can't beat French to
truly convey the nuances of politely
phrased demands. Mademoiselle Bree
is a young lady of many talents. And
yes, oui!, she would like you to take
note of this. Being Kelly Bateman's
petite fille, and, mais oui, Kelly is fluent
in French, Mlle. Bree comes by her
language proclivity naturally. Since she
has lost all her teeth, the tooth-free voice
she has found is so much better equipped
for biting self-expression (pun intended).

Ecoutez! Comme le brie est la reine
des fromages, moi, Mlle. Bree, je suis
la reine de la maison Bateman! Et
moi, la reine, je veut dormir sur le lit
moelleux en plein soleil. Donc, vous
allez tous faire de la place pour mon
confort. (Listen up! Just as brie is the
queen of cheeses, I, Mlle. Bree, I am
the queen of the Bateman Household.
And I, the queen, want to sleep on the
soft bed in the sun! So you will all
make way for my comfort.)

Regardez-moi ... Je m'habille pour le
printemps, mais cette tempête misérable
Juno ne veut pas nous quitter! (Look at
me, I dress for Spring but this miserable
storm Juno just will not leave.)

J'en ai marre maman! C'est fou.
Ou est le soleil? Je dois meme

faire mon propre soleil! (I am
sick and tired, Mom. It's crazy.

Where's the sun? I even have to
make my own sunlight!)

Denise Fish's Tawny with 9-day old
“Snowball.” A lick of love!.
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Editor's Note: Dear little Dove, who would have guessed she'd
turn out to be so opinionated? Darling little brindle girl who
velcroed herself to her new family, the clearly tolerant and
exceptionally forgiving Hendrickson's, is now doing “advanced
landscaping” not to mention “interior design.” Here's a
greyhound's view of what's greyt about being adopted!

I have been off the track and out of the kennel for a few
months now, and I have learned a lot about myself and my family.
Here are some of my thoughts.

Mornings – I like to get up between 4:30 and 5:00 a.m.,
and I feel that someone from my family should get up with me. I
usually stand beside my mother as she is sleeping and cry softly to wake her.
Sometimes she tells me to go back to bed, which I do – for about five
minutes. Then I go back to her and cry some more, a little louder this time.
If she doesn’t get up, I resort to Plan B, which involves squeaking my toys.
This always works. Once she is up, I’m content to go back to sleep for a
while.

Toys – I love my toys, and I play with all of them every single day. I
have figured out how to insure that I have an endless supply of new ones.
All I have to do is chew them up so badly that the stuffing comes out. When
that happens, my mother throws them away and gets me new ones. I got
three last week! This is great!

My Vets – I really enjoy going to see Dr. Joe and Dr. Sam. When I
walk into the clinic, everyone comes out to greet me. Even Joanne, the office
manager, comes out of her office to see me. I am treated like a celebrity, or
maybe even a princess.

Camping – I really don’t like camping. I let my family know this by
tearing the blinds and screens off the windows in the RV. I also chewed the
door handle. However, they have continued to make me go. I get them back
by stretching out on their bed at bedtime so they can’t get in. When they try
to move me, I growl at them. That usually sends them running, so I get the
bed all to myself for the night. They end up sleeping on the sofa bed.
(Hehe) After the blinds and screens incident, they went and bought a crate
just for the RV. See my section on crates below.

The Crate – I probably hate the crate more than anything. I absolutely
refuse to get in it. Their bribes of treats and lunch meat no longer work, so

Dove's Diary by Susan Hendrickson's Dove (with a little help, we're guessing)
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Dove's Diary, continued

they have had to pick me up and carry me to put me in. But
now I have figured out a way to stop them from doing that. All
I have to do is lay down. When they try to pick me up from my
reclining position, I just growl. That solves that problem!

The Leash – I don’t like the leash, either. When we go
camping, I have to be on it since I don’t have my fenced-in
yard. While on the leash I will walk to the spot where I do my
business but no further. Again, they have tried bribing me with
treats; I take the treat and move one or two steps. They finally
end up picking me up and carrying me back to the RV. Boy,
do they look funny! (Hehe)

Flowers – I don’t like flowers – real or artificial. When
my mother got flowers, I waited until she went somewhere and
knocked over the vase, spilling the water and flowers out. I was
then able to pick up each stem and shake it until all the petals
came off. When she came home, there were petals everywhere!
For outside flowers, biting the tops off seems to work. For
artificial flowers, I just chew them up. I guess they got the
message because they haven’t put out any new flower
arrangements!

The Yard – I have a yard that’s big enough for
me to run and do my figure 8’s. There’s a nice
fence that I can look through and see what’s going
on in the neighborhood. What I don’t like about my
yard is that it has grass. I hate that stuff! It’s wet
when I go out in the morning, and I don’t like how it
feels on my paws. If I’m running and the grass is
wet, it makes me slip and slide all over the place. I
have been working diligently to get rid of the grass
by digging it all up. In the process of doing this, I
have uncovered a hidden talent – finding water!
With each hole that I dig, I discover irrigation pipes.
My parents keep filling in the holes. They have even
had to buy bags of dirt from the store. But I will
continue in my quest for a grass-free yard.

All in all, my life is great. I have parents
who love me dearly, and they take great care
of me. I just have to keep working on their
issues. Gotta go now – I have yard work to
do. Newsletter Contact: Joyce Carta

Joyce@JoyceCarta.com
Production: Phil Carta
©2015 Greyhound Adoptions of Florida, Inc.

Time to relax, Dove...Job Well Done!




