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DVGRR STAFF 
SPOTLIGhT:

Cindy and zach Morgan

We consider our teammates at DVGRR “family,” 
but there are two members who really are family. 
Cindy and her son, Zach, have worked together at 
Golden Gateway for several years and complete 
what we like to call our “go-to team” because 
they’re always there when you need them. 

Cindy started in 2007 and Zach a year later, and 
in that time they have rescued more pets from 
DVGRR than many of our longtime supporters! 
Their four-legged family consists of Golden 
Retrievers Lady (with a cancer prognosis of a few 
months and still a vibrant family member) and 
Crystal (a puppy surrendered at six weeks because 
of illness). Both have blossomed at “Camp Morgan.”

Oddly, Francis (a cat) and Matilda (a Boston terrier) 
round out their rescues. Francis was a tiny kitten 
who showed up one day, and Matilda was with a 
family that surrendered its Golden and well, Cindy 
just couldn’t resist! Other pets include Spunk, the 
Jug (Jack Russell and Pug) and Jerry, the cat.

The rest of the family includes Cindy’s husband 
(and Zach’s dad), Tracy, and children, Cody, 
Brady and Molly. Together the Morgan family is 
a wonderfully crazy and delightful support to 
DVGRR. Everyone in the family supports us, right 
down to the two youngest who were the Golden 
Doodles’ unofficial “socializing team.”

The “go-to team” of Cindy and Zach are top notch 
caregivers, rising to any challenge presented. 
Cindy’s favorite is working with the under 
socialized dogs like our puppy mill survivors, and 
Zach (who’s also attending Millersville University 
studying marine biology while working for DVGRR) 
loves the wild crazies. There’s nothing that they 
won’t do; they rise to any challenge, have a keen 
sense of canine behavior and are a huge help to 
Dennis with matching and assisting with training. 
These two are a valuable part of DVGRR, and we 
are fortunate to have them.  

Lessons on Living:  
Taught by a 
Dying Dog
by Sara Braverman

I had four cats, three dogs, and two kids. I 
had control of my urges to scan the DVGRR 
Available Dogs page daily, opting for a few 
times weekly.

Then I saw Rusty and Chloe. They were a 
tightly bonded pair of seniors, needing a 
home together. Chloe had a nasal tumor and 
poor prognosis.

My children immediately said, “Bring them 
home, Mom, they need us.” I worried that my 
habit of adopting special needs animals would 
cause them too much pain. They assured me 
that they could handle it and encouraged me 
to get the dogs here quickly, so Rusty could 
bond with our family and other dogs before 
losing Chloe. I headed to Golden Gateway. 

Chloe had limited time, according to the 
statistics. We thought we were adopting a 
dying dog. How wrong we were. Anyone who 
knew Chloe knew perfectly well that she was 
alive and living each day to the fullest.

I had a plan. When you foster hospice dogs 
and have children sharing the experience, you 
make a plan. A PLAN. You try to think of a 
logical, rational, calm and cool way to love 
the new dog, but not suffer a broken heart 
when the end comes. Ahhh, The Plan. It 
lasted about 24 hours. Our hearts 
soon belonged to Chloe, without 
reservation.

Chloe loved her ball. Despite 
the fact that she could not fully 
breathe out of one nostril, she 
begged everyone to throw her ball. 
If you didn’t, she spoke her mind. 
WOOF!

Winter came and went, then 
spring, then summer. So much for 
cancer statistics. She loved to go on 
walks, sniffing everything along the way. She 
was a waddling busybody bustling around the 
block. 

Ignoring the drooly mess on her chin each 
morning, she would start the day wagging her 
tail at me, grabbing her ball, saying, “ROO 
ROO! Let’s go, let’s play, let’s celebrate  
the day.”

There were some bad days. Not many, but a 
few. There were some tough nights. Chloe 
knew when to ask for help. She gently nudged 
me awake and told me of her need to be 
stroked. I would lay on the floor next to her, 
doing TTouches as best I could, in an attempt 
to calm her and ease her breathing. 

Her last day began normally. We played fetch, 
and then she jumped in the fish pond (no 
fish), and happily wallowed in the cool mud. 
That afternoon, she went rapidly downhill. 
There was no doubt that she was asking me 
to be brave for her and to make that decision 
that we all dread so much. A quick trip to the 
vet confirmed that it was time for us to say 
good-bye, and as I held her, kissing her and 
thanking her, she took her last breath and 
moved on to a place where she felt no pain, 
had no struggles to breathe. 

We shared life with her for one year, and 
during that time, my sweet old girl who was 
dying of cancer taught us how to live. She 
reminded me that plans are all well and 
good, but it’s better to live day-by-day and 
treasure each moment. She proved that the 
Internet doesn’t have all the answers about 
life expectancies; that veterinary medicine 
statistics are sometimes wrong. She reminded 
me that it truly is better to have loved and lost, 
than to never have loved at all. 

Saying good-bye to a dog is never easy, whether 
he or she has shared your life for a short time 
or many years. The tears and sadness happen 
every time. There is no way to avoid the pain, 
and yet, as I grieved her passing, I also smiled, 
knowing that she wouldn’t want me to be 

paralyzed by grief. She would tell me 
to take the other dogs out and throw 
the ball, to go for a walk and sniff the 
neighborhood news. She would tell me 
to bring home another old dog and 
learn the lessons offered. She would 
tell me to celebrate life.

Follow-up note: To honor Chloe’s memory, 
we brought home another hospice dog. 
JayJay (pictured at left) alternates between 
being a sock-stealing, paper-shredding wild 
man and a master of long naps. JayJay also 

has cancer and has a very short time (expected) left 
with us. He doesn’t know that, so please don’t tell 
him. We will love him and celebrate life together for 
as much time as he has, and then when it’s time to 
say good-bye, we will kiss him and thank him and 
then honor his passing by bringing home another 
old dog. 


