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NEW ADDITIONS AND OLD SCARS
Buster, a two-year old Saint Bernard and Daisy, an approximately ten-year old Great Pyrenees, Casper, a day-old dairy
calf, Tiny, a seven-month old beef calf and the unnamed La Conner turkeys, are new 2009 rescues at the Sanctuary.
They are all prime examples of the lifelong effects of early imprinting and life experiences that shape one’s life
whether human or non-human animal.
Many by now have seen the Oscar-nominated movie, The Blind Side, which is a true story of a male teenager living in
an environment of neglect, abandonment and hopelessness with a crack-head mother. Just by chance, a stranger enters his life, frees him from poverty, provides a stable home and helps him develop self-worth. He becomes a good
student, an outstanding college football player and a top draft choice in the National Football League.
In the heart-wrenching movie, Precious, a young female teenager living in the ghetto faces almost daily human cruelty,
neglect and rejection. A mentor takes an interest in her and provides her hope from a life of utter hopelessness.
While these movies are spiritually inspiring. the sad fact is that most anyone of us living a life of poverty, despair, and
lack of support would fare no better in making it out and succumb to the tried and true paths of destruction. After
one has been physically and psychologically traumatized repeatedly it makes no difference if one has two legs or four
legs, one’s spirit becomes broken and Humpty Dumpty can’t be put together again.

DAISY

Daisy is such a victim with a broken spirit and lifeless eyes that reflect
nothing but blank stares. A backyard breeder/hoarder kept her on a chain
next to a chained male Pyrenees strictly to produce litters for profit. Malnourished and exposed to the contrasting freezing and hot temperatures of
eastern Washington was her existence for years.
The Adams County Sheriff’s Department raided the breeder’s location.
What they found was appalling. One dog had strangled itself on its collar,
four adult dog carcasses were found and one hundred eleven Australian
Shepherds were seized. Many were in pens that measured 3 by 4 feet by 4
feet high, filled with a foot of dog feces and no food or water.
Daisy was taken to a veterinarian and found to have round worms, whip
worms, tape worms, and sucking lice and also suffered from acute Pyometra
that required emergency surgery to save her life. Daisy then received foster care and Precious Life Animal Sanctuary was contacted. We took ownership and are making her last years as comfortable as possible.

“As you look in those eyes, the immense
moral value of the breed pierces your soul.”
Ch. Quibbletown Boleros Ravel

Daisy is content to sleep almost all day and night inside our home which is
rare for her breed. She has no desire to bark or roam. She has a deeprooted fear of being taken outside and not being let in the house again.
When the door opens to let her in, she enters at a gallop with as much an
expression of emotion as she can muster. She quickly lies down and sleeps
until she is either fed or forced to go out again to do her business.
It will take years if she lives long enough to somehow grasp this is not another step along the way. She is home to stay and to be loved and cared for
the rest of her life.
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BUSTER
The young Saint Bernard was taken to a shelter in Yakima by his owner who gave him up by
simply stating, “we're moving”. To translate this common given reason, a more honest answer
would be something on the order of….”He was an adorable puppy, but now he eats a lot, needs
veterinary care, has become a nuisance and we don’t want him anymore.”
After being discarded, lonely and depressed. this dog we later named Buster was placed in a
cell block with nothing to look forward to as the weeks passed by. Buster was finally picked
up by a local rescue organization and was being fostered out when PLAS became aware of him.
The rescue group drove him to the Bellevue Humane Society in an unrelated dog exchange
where we agreed to take ownership of him. He required veterinary care and was treated for
a serious ear infection that has caused a partial hearing loss.
It was apparent that Buster had never received much attention and is terribly insecure. He
craves constant attention, displays compulsive licking and has extreme separation anxiety. If
we leave to work outside the dog enclosure, he will watch us all day, rain or shine, constantly
whining until we return. He is easily intimidated by the other dogs even though he is much
bigger and stronger than most of them. One of us has to be present with him while he is fed
or he won’t eat and it has taken a year and one month until he finally had the courage to bark
and make eye contact. Every night he waits by our bedside to be petted and, once he’s satisfied, he falls asleep.
Buster is making slow progress to becoming more independent and sure of himself. He looks
forward to being let in with the calves and Lucky, the pig, and wants to be everyone’s friend.
Even now, Buster does not realize he never will be given up and he can enjoy his life to the
fullest as part of a family that loves him dearly.
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CASPER

(Day-Old Holstein Calf)

For many years, we have taken side trips to Skagit and Snohomish Counties to purchase corn and other vegetables. We always passed a number of dairy operations and spoke in particular to one dairy operator who had 500 milking cows. We
asked about his male dairy calves and he replied they were born every day and picked up three times a week. He didn’t
seem to know or care what happened to them as they were an inconvenience and there was little return on investment. He
asked if we wanted one and mentioned Saturday mornings would be a good time to purchase one ($20).
On a cold Saturday morning in April, 2009, I called the dairy. The owner informed me that several good calves had been
born that morning. He further stated his person-in-charge would show me the calves as he was leaving to go out of town.
I arrived at the dairy and attempted to speak to the Hispanic milking crew who spoke little English. The person-in-charge
spotted me, said he would be with me shortly and disappeared. The herd was in the process of being milked and afterward
the scrawny mother cows filed by me as I stood along the side of a narrow wooden corridor. Each female was identified by
pierced ear tags in each ear. The commonly referred to “production units” continued to file by with their heads down as if
on an automated treadmill. I could see the end led into a crowded dirt lot without cover where they would wait for hours
until the next milking to relieve their abnormal loads of milk. Many had oversized udders and some were grotesque as the
cows strained to keep them from hitting the ground.
I began to talk in a soft tone to many of the passing females who would stop and glance up with a depressed stare as they
listened to the individual attention that was foreign to their existence. Some became nervous, picked up the pace and
moved on. Others stopped, came closer and listened intently to every word. As our eyes met, they refused to move and, for
a few seconds, there was a mutual connection and closeness. I believe they sensed I cared about them and their plight.
The person-in-charge appeared and I gave a last look at the long black and white line of gentle, enslaved captives, living
such short lives of uncaring misery and total exploitation. At least now, I could focus on my intent of rescuing a newborn
calf and allowing it to live in a natural environment among stands of fir, creeks, hills, and pasture with other cows of all ages
and other species.
The person-in-charge took me to see three male calves born that morning that were only hours old. They lay on some straw
outside under the roof of a pole-constructed building. One was dead and one’s hindquarters was covered with diarrhea
which was a good indicator of impending death. The third calf looked sick, but its body was clean. The person-in-charge
tried to lift him and he couldn’t stand as both legs buckled underneath him. He could only crawl on his two front legs. The
person-in-charge said the crippled calf would be processed (slaughtered) on Monday.
I was upset and disgusted and knew the two living calves on the brink of death represented huge veterinary bills with little
chance of saving one or the other. I told the person-in-charge I wasn’t interested and entered my van to leave. It was
then I realized the cruel fate that awaited the crippled calf. Since he couldn’t stand, he would be dragged, head bobbing
off the ground, to be loaded on the large livestock carrier. The same situation would apply when he was unloaded and
pushed off the carrier. The use of an electric prod could not be ruled out to force him to speed up his crawl to the killing
floor.
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I again located the person-in-charge and told him I had changed my mind, paid for the calf and was given some
colostrum (first mother’s milk containing high concentrates of antibodies to protect newborns) that had been
taken from other cows that had presently given birth. I had him look up the calf’s mother’s number 530, which
showed this was her second calf. She will give birth to two more calves and bellow and mourn as each one is
taken from her. At five or six years old, this “spent” mother’s life will end as she will be slaughtered even
though her natural life would be 20-25 years of age.
We picked up the flailing, crippled calf and got him into my van to begin the trip to our sanctuary. When we
arrived, he was unloaded and placed in his own warm house under heat lamps. Later in the day, I made an attempt to force feed him life-saving colostrum. He was too sick to drink and the diarrhea began. The local vet
came on Monday and the sick calf was given a series of shots to stop the diarrhea. He was force fed some colostrum which loses its effectiveness after 24 hours of birth. Fortunately, the diarrhea lessened, but the calf
could still not stand. Despite his inability to walk, he displayed incredible energy and never stopped crawling on
his bed of straw.
The vet gave the calf powerful shots to loosen the tendons in both front legs which proved unsuccessful. I
contacted the dairy to gain some insight as to his condition. The assistant manager gave several possible reasons and told me to bring the calf back and pick out another one. He did, however, stipulate that if a vet had
given him shots, the residue would make it impossible to slaughter him for human consumption so they wouldn’t
take him back. I asked that, if he hadn’t been given the shots and due to his classification as a downer, would
the slaughter plant process him into pet food. The assistant laughed and stated he would be processed and
sold to some of Seattle’s finer restaurants (so much for the downer law to protect the consumer from Mad
Cow disease).
After repeated shots, the calf still couldn’t stand and the vet felt uncomfortable continuing the shots as they
could have already affected his kidneys. Several days later with no improvement, the vet and I made the decision to totally anesthetize him, straighten his legs by applying incredible pressure on them while casts were
made and put on both legs. After two weeks, they were removed and the calf painfully attempted to stand for
a few seconds and then fell as he felt more comfortable crawling. More weeks passed and gradually he began
to stand with his ankles and hooves abnormally turned outward. He slowly remained upright longer and began to
walk. What a relief and so close to being put to death.
We named the calf Casper due to his almost purely white coat at birth. Casper has a personality vastly different from any other calf we have rescued. He is very aggressive and not gentle like the others. For months he
was preoccupied with head butting which made it difficult to enter his enclosure.
Casper was moved in August to a large fenced area that contains numerous apple trees. He continued to head
butt those who would enter in addition to mounting anyone who turned their back on him. Casper had never
really seen another cow until October when we put a rescued beef calf near his age named Tiny in with him.
They became fast friends and the head butting has subsided. He enjoys being petted, but you still can’t turn
your back on him.
In April of this year, Casper and Tiny will be moved to their final location with the other cows, horses, burros
and mule. It will be a big adjustment for Casper who has received special treatment and continues to be bottle
fed. Somehow, against all odds, Casper was chosen to live and given the opportunity to experience a happy life
and a natural death.

“The thinking man must oppose all cruel customs no matter how deeply rooted in tradition and surrounded by a halo. When

we have a choice, we must avoid bringing torment and injury into the life of another, even the lowliest creature; to do so is to
renounce our manhood and shoulder a guilt which nothing justifies.”
Dr. Albert Schweitzer, Civilization and Ethics
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TINY
(Rescued Beef Calf)

During the summer of 2009, we responded to an ad for the sale of research beef calves from the Oregon
State University Beef Farm. The person in charge described three calves in particular that may be of interest.
One steer and a heifer had been underweight and started out not in the best of health. The two classified
as “thrifty” were selected to receive multiple injections in their necks and rump areas. The painful shots
were not given to benefit them but merely to show the veterinary students the damage they had caused to
the flesh of the various cuts of meat when they were slaughtered. This teaching tool was designed to increase the vet students’ knowledge which they could then pass on to livestock owners. This procedure is
certainly not unique to OSU but common throughout state agricultural universities. For some unexplained
reason, both calves who grew up together and were inseparable had not been slaughtered. However, we
learned their lives would soon end.
Upon further inquiry of the two in September, we were told they had reached slaughter weight with the
male weighing 1,000 pounds and the female 800 lbs. If we were to purchase either one or both we would be
given a slight discount since they couldn’t be sold at a livestock auction as an unsuspecting buyer could later
complain when he saw all the bruising to the meat when they were slaughtered. Oregon State believed it
could reflect poorly on the way they were vaccinated. The problem we faced was a big financial decision
since the cost with the discount would be around 97 cents a pound.
We deeply wanted to rescue both and thought how satisfying it would be to let them live out their individual
lives, free from the painful exploitation, free to be around those who cared and who would marvel at their
immense presence.
The third described candidate was a young steer born on February 3, 2009, that was slightly smaller than
the rest of the herd of 40. The calf’s mother had been slaughtered due to “bad udders” and at two months
vet students had performed a hernia operation on him as well as castration. The person-in-charge said if we
didn’t take him he would be a good project for a 4H student to “finish” and slaughter in late fall.
On October 1, 2009, Gordon Peterson, volunteer, and I headed for Corvallis, Oregon, pulling our small horse
trailer to rescue two of the above described individuals. Upon arrival, we viewed all three subjects. The
two were tall, beautiful large Black Angus cows standing in a pen as close as possible to each other.
The person-in-charge inspected our horse trailer and regrettably informed us it would be unsafe to haul either one of the Angus cows. She remarked that their size and weight could overturn the trailer. She further stated a private party who happened to be on site was interested in buying them for slaughter and was
aware of the bruising to the meat. From that point on, we never could look at them again, knowing we couldn’t save either one.
Now, we could only make a difference in the life of one small steer in an open field with forty others the
same age (9 months) and close in weight. As we observed the herd, each one had a coat of a beautiful
unique design of every shade of browns, blacks, interlaced with white. It was easy to see why their skins
were taken from them to make western garments, clothing and furniture.
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We kneeled down in the open field devoid of any trees or cover which was home to the herd.
All forty calves circled around us and continued to move closer as we talked to them in reassuring voices. The barrier between us and the herd broke and we could almost touch them. This
was unexpected given their almost total detachment from humans other than many negative experiences. They all had been herded into a squeeze chute to be weighed, re-weighed, vaccinated, dehorned, castrated, pierced for ear tags, along with incidental bruising from the procedures. Despite all of this, they remained innocently curious about our outpouring of affection
toward them which would never again be repeated.
The one steer we would be taking remained on the outer circle, identified only by his ear tag
number 9074. He had a deep brown, thick coat with white on all four legs. He was separated
and herded into a squeeze chute to be weighed (495 lbs.), paid for and loaded into our horse
trailer next to the opening of the chute.
We asked about the future of the herd and were saddened to learn the next day would be their
last at the beef farm. They were to receive shots to combat respiratory illnesses, loaded onto
cattle carriers and transported to a Moses Lake feed lot. There they will spend the rest of
their days exposed to all kinds of extreme weather without cover with thousands of cattle all
crowded together in ankle deep mud and manure. By April of this year, they will have reached
slaughter weight and face a terrifying young death.
We drove out and looked back at the herd for the last time knowing only one would live a life
free to roam, graze, seek out trees, creeks and be with other of their own species of all ages.
Upon arrival, 9074 was tired and stressed as we put him into a fenced apple orchard covered
with fallen apples. Casper, the dairy calf who had never seen another cow, was enclosed next to
him. After a night of sniffing noses through a fence, they were put in together and are now
inseparable. It has been difficult to name 9074, but we decided on Tiny since he is the smallest of all the livestock.
The acquisition of Tiny is no different than rescuing a homeless, unloved dog. Tiny is learning
that he is wanted and valued and continues to reveal more of his individuality. He now knows he
has a life of his own and eagerly shares it with Casper. Because of his past, he associates the
human hand with pain and will not allow anyone to touch him. He will, however, touch his wet
nose to the face of those he trusts. It is unlikely this will ever change.

“But for the sake of some little mouthful of flesh we deprive a soul of the sun and light,
and of that proportion of life and time it had been born into the world to enjoy.”
Plutarch
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TOWN OF LA CONNER TURKEY RESCUE
(August, 2009)

In early, 2005, a pair of wild turkeys descended from the sky and landed in the tourist town of La Conner,
next to Puget Sound. Where they came from, nobody knows for sure. They soon gave birth and, by 2007,
the flock had grown to eight.
They quickly became a tourist attraction with a large following. It was common to see them strutting down
main street past businesses, art galleries and museums occasionally holding up traffic. The turkeys were
good for business so they were protected and proclaimed the Town’s official bird.
By 2009, the flock had grown to eighteen. The once revered birds were now despised by a vocal minority
of townspeople who vowed to get rid of them. The complaints ranged from the turkeys wreaking havoc in
gardens, pecking at houses, leaving behind feathers and droppings, and being potential carriers of salmonella. The Fish and Wildlife alleged the birds could attack small animals and children.
In early August, at a Town Council meeting, the members decided the fate of the birds. Two Council members wanted the entire flock euthanized and one member suggested the flock be used as targets for a
youth fire arms safety course. At the next Town Council meeting (August 25, 2009), Mayor Hayes and a
citizens group voiced their outrage in deciding the fate of the birds without their knowledge and without
public input.
Many of the townspeople and the Mayor spoke passionately in support of the turkeys. The Mayor demanded that animal control pursue options to find a humane solution. It was further agreed that a few
turkeys would remain in La Conner. Precious Life Animal Sanctuary became aware of the La Conner turkey
controversy and became one of a number of options.
Animal Control investigated several interested farmers including an “adopt a turkey” program and it quickly
became evident that none of the choices were in the best interests of the turkeys (bred to slaughter,
hunting preserve, etc.). The Mayor and Animal Control selected PLAS as the only option that would provide
long-term care and allow the turkeys to live out their natural lives. However, it was stipulated that the excess turkeys had to be removed in the following weeks. PLAS had little time to prepare as Animal Control
immediately designed an enclosure to trap the birds to place them in transport cages.
In early September, 2009, the first birds were picked up at the Port Townsend Ferry and the rest were
driven to the sanctuary. A total of eleven turkeys were hauled by tractor to the top of the rabbit enclosure to a makeshift enclosure. It was small, less than ideal, and had little protection from the weather.
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An all-out effort was immediately undertaken to build a permanent enclosure that had to be
predator proof, high enough to allow the turkeys to fly and large enough to accommodate additional birds in the future. It was an expensive endeavor for the founders but fortunately constructed with the help of a loyal group of dedicated volunteers.
In November, the turkeys were trapped which was no easy task and transported by tractor to
their new enclosure. It was so gratifying to see that all the turkeys that had endured so much
had made it and could experience their natural instincts by finally exploring their new home.
(They are so comfortable, they have begun to lay eggs which we must gather to prevent reproduction.) A sign depicting their history hangs at the site complete with the names of all volunteers who were so instrumental in its completion.
The turkeys are fascinating and all members of the flock are loyal to one another. When
transporting the birds, several escaped and could have easily flown away. However, once they
heard and saw the others, it was relatively easy to capture them. Presently, the males are
strutting in their full-bloom of beautiful iridescent feathers to impress the females. The
sounds they emit are sometimes loud gobbles, but, for the most part, are a series of gentle,
soft chirps as they cover the ground searching for good things to eat. To augment their regular feed, they are treated to shelled peanuts, hulled sunflower seeds, cereal, grains and grapes
which are their favorite.
They are intelligent animals and easily recognize their caretakers and seem to enjoy when one
spends time with them. For these fortunate turkeys, there is a happy ending.

THE TURKEYS’ NEW DIGS!

Kathy West
Collecting Eggs to
Prevent Reproduction
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MEMORABLE EVENTS
We were surprised this summer to receive a call from Mike
Weeks, a dedicated animal lover and master mechanic, who
works at an automotive shop where we have taken our cars
and trucks for repair for 40 years. Mike knew the sanctuary needed a horse trailer and took it upon himself to find
one, repair it at considerable expense and deliver it to us.
Thanks, Mike, for your support which made it possible to
rescue Tiny at the Oregon State University beef farm.
Mike and Pam Weeks

Sara and Candy

We get many calls from people who are looking for homes for their pets and
we answer them all and usually counsel the callers about what we think is best
for their animal. Normally, the reasons for giving them up do not fit our criteria for taking in pets. Our policy is only to accept cruelty cases. But this
call was different. Sara was calling from a homeless shelter and had been
forced to give up her dog as the shelter did not take pets. Candy, a 14-year
old dog described as a Shi-Tzu/Pekinese mix, had been taken to the local Humane Society and Sara was told she was not a good candidate for adoption as
she was old and had had a stroke. Sara was heartbroken and crying on the
phone. She obviously loved Candy and only wanted the best for her. As we
have six extra large rescue dogs, we felt adding Candy to the mix would be
very hard on her. We put out an APB to some of our animal rights friends and
Joan Delehanty responded and was willing to come right up and pick Candy up
from the Humane Society. Candy, aka Hazel, now has a new forever home and
will live out her last days in comfort.

Good friend and animal activist, Diane Venberg, had long been wanting to help us in
some way. Diane, who is a wonderful cook, joined with Jamie Moran, another animal
activist, and together they decided to host a fund raiser benefitting our sanctuary
at Jamie’s house with Diane preparing a gourmet sit-down vegan dinner.
On a beautiful Saturday night in July, we were thrilled to be the guests of honor at
the event put together by Diane and Jamie. It was a memorable evening and assisted
us greatly to rescue and maintain all the animals at PLAS. With such innovative, hard
core animal supporters as this Seattle group, who knows what 2010 will bring.

We want to extend our gratitude to Tracy Miller, the new owner of Scrub a Pup in Edmonds, WA, for her support in grooming our large dogs.
We also appreciate Cherie Myers, Public Relations Director of Safeway Stores, Seattle Division, who is another dedicated animal lover who believes in and supports us on many animal causes.
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Harley and Kaliska

Sally

Michelle and Casper

WEEKLY FEED COSTS

We appreciate every single donation as it is difficult to maintain the sanctuary with our limited retirement
funds.
6 Cows, 2 Horses, 1 Mule 4 Burros

100 Rabbits

Grain

16–50 lb. Bags ($15 ea.)

$240.00

Hay*

12 Bales ($12 ea.)

Salt or Molasses Block

1 ea. @ $3

3.00

Dewormer

Twice a year, $96/yr.

8.00

Grain

2–50 lb. Bags ($21.49 ea.)

Hay

¼ Bale @ $12 ea.

144.00

43.00
4.00

Free greens and produce supplied by local grocery.
1 Farm Pig

Grain

2 –50 lb. bags @ $15.99

32.00

11 Turkeys

Grain

1 –50 lb. bag @ $24.99

25.00

6 Dogs
8 Feral Cats

65.00
Feed

10.00

Litter

5.00
Weekly Total

$579.00

*Hay consumption May-August drops from 12 bales to 4 bales due to summer wild pasture grass. These figures are for feed alone
which is our largest expense, but we are not rescuing healthy animals so veterinary and farrier expenses are high as well as costs for
maintenance of farm equipment (tractor, buildings, mowers, chain saws, weed eaters) and shavings.

———————————————————————————————————

Yes, I want to support the Sanctuary! I am enclosing a donation in the amount of _____________. Precious
Life Animal Sanctuary is a 501©(3) non-profit organization and all donations are tax-deductible. Please make
check payable to: Precious Life Animal Sanctuary.

Name______________________________________________________________________
Address__________________________________________________________________
City_____________________________________ State______________Zip___________
Phone________________ Email________________________________________________
Checks should be mailed to: Precious Life Animal Sanctuary, P.O. Box 1209, Edmonds, WA 98020.
If you want to show your support by volunteering at the Sanctuary, please call us at 360 582-1437 or email us
at: carylturner@hotmail.com
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