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It has been over a year since the first edition of this newsletter was sent out. This 
has been a long and difficult time in many ways, primarily due to the closing of 
Alexandra Morgan's Animal School, which had been the home for the 
Colleen's Fund stray animals. 

During the years Animal School operated in East Providence we had three 
different landlords. The first one secretly pocketed the rent money for himself 
instead of paying the mortgage, and finally the property went up for auction due 
to foreclosure! Luckily for us, the person who held the mortgage bought the 
building back and agreed to rent to me for one year before putting the building 
up for sale. 

At the end of the year, he offered to sell the property to me for $10,000  less than 
the asking price. He did this because he felt badly about the troubles I had with 
the first landlord. My business had already outgrown the size of the building, 
however, and I decided I did not want to buy but would prefer to continue to 
rent for a few years and then plan to move to a much larger location. The man 
who owned the property next door had previously expressed an interest in 
owning our building to expand his own business, and so I made him a 
proposition - I suggested that my landlord might be willing to sell him the 
building at the reduced price if he gave me a 5 year lease. He readily accepted my 
idea, but refused to sign a contract. 

"I do all my business on a handshake," he said with a smile, "and though you are 
a woman, I think we can have a gentlemens' agreement."

My landlord sold him the building, and told me how pleased he was that I would 
be protected, and not need to worry about a new owner raising my rent or telling 
me to move out. Unfortunately, things did not go smoothly. My new landlord 
first reduced the amount of space I could use by almost a third, then raised my 
rent and finally told me I was only renting the four walls and the roof. If 
anything went wrong with the plumbing, ancient electrical system or ancient, 
unreliable and frequently broken heating system, then it was up to me to pay for 
the repairs or replacements. I called the heating company and asked how much 
it would cost to replace the system - the answer was $8000 or more. 



For me, that was the last straw. I could not afford to stay. I considered 
relocating, but in the end, for various reasons, I decided to close. It was quite a 
rush, trying to move out all of the furniture and find foster homes for all of the 
strays within a matter of weeks. Somehow, we managed to do it and got 
everything settled by the last minute.

Because of this, I am no longer offering daycare, boarding or group classes. I am 
still doing private lessons in clients' homes, and can be reached at the same 
phone numbers - (401) 434-3687 and (508) 336-4854, and I am still running 
colleen's fund and continuing to rescue, train and rehome animals in need, but I 
am doing it primarily from my own home.

And now to some news about the animals we work so hard for! Many of you may 
remember "Jade," a young Pit Bull found stray in East Providence. She 
originally stayed at the E.P. Animal Shelter where the V.S.A. people took her to 
the vet several times to work on curing a severe and bloody case of mange. Just 
as she was recovering, the word came down from above to clear out the "vicious" 
dogs in the shelter, and sweet, goofy Jade was one of them! I took her in, along 
with a huge Rottweiler named "Cookie." Jade had the worst sort of 
uncontrollable puppy bounce, and would leap at people in a frenzy of licking, 
mouthing and pawing, all the while wagging her whole hind end and whining 
with joy. The entire staff helped to train her to sit for attention, and to walk on a 
leash in a Gentle Leader without pulling. We finished clearing up the mange, and 
got her tested for heartworm, vaccinated, wormed and spayed. Just when we 
thought she was ready for a new home, she began to have bouts of diarrhea, 
refusal to eat and weight loss. The problem would come and go every few weeks, 
sometimes worse than others. Despite numerous vet visits and a variety of tests 
we could not discover what was wrong. We were able to tempt her to eat and 
reduce her diarrhea by cooking for her, but it was clear that Jade was dying. 
After all she'd been through, it was heart breaking to watch her fade away. 

Finally we took her to Dr Patricia Ader, who diagnosed her with a rare intestinal 
bacteria condition, and got her onto the right medicine. Within days Jade began 
to enjoy eating, gain weight and recover ! We were so excited and very relieved! 
After having lost “Coco Chanel” (whose story is told in the first newsletter) we 
had all been feeling depressed about our inability to help Jade. Thanks to Dr. 
Ader, Jade recovered fully. When Animal School closed, I boarded Jade at a 
kennel for a few weeks until I found her a good home with a young couple  who 
found her sweet, cuddly, bouncy personality to be just what they wanted.

Cookie's story did not have such a happy ending. He had gone through 
heartworm treatment at the Shelter, and when he came to us we had to keep him 



confined for another two weeks until he recovered. As soon as possible we had 
him neutered, wormed and vaccinated, and began to get him ready to be 
adopted. His personality was very sweet and friendly, and we saw no problems 
in finding him a home. Suddenly, though, he began to show aggression towards 
people from time to time. It was always in connection with a hand reaching 
towards him, but often just moments before he had been enjoying being patted 
or fed by that same person. I was very puzzled by his behavior and did not want 
to give up on him, so I kept trying to figure out what was wrong. 

One morning, we found him in terrible pain, yelping, limping and hanging his 
head. The vet diagnosed him with Wobbler's Syndrome, a malformation of the 
cervical vertebrae which causes occasional pinching of the nerves in the neck. As 
time goes on the condition becomes more severe, until eventually it cripples the 
poor dog completely. Steroids were able to correct the problem in the short term, 
but long range there was no hope. Suddenly the whole picture came together - 
from time to time, when he extended his head towards someone, he would have 
a sudden, stabbing pain in his neck. Poor Cookie assumed the person had caused 
the terrible pain, and so he would try to chase them away. Since there was no 
way to help him, I sadly decided to have him put to sleep. He died peacefully in 
my arms with a mouthful of his favorite teriyaki steak. 

"Romeo" and "Juno" were found by a friend of mine roaming the streets of 
Boston, and despite advertising, their owner was never found. They were both 
Pit Bulls, and Boston has an "all kill" policy on Pits, so my friend brought them 
to me to place. We had them tested for heartworm, vaccinated, wormed, 
neutered/spayed and taught them both basic good manners. Juno is a super 
high energy girl, who wanted to wrestle in Daycare all day without stopping. We 
found her an excellent home with the owners of a big, bouncy American Bulldog 
mix who brought their dog to classes with me. They realized he needed his very 
own at-home wrestling buddy, and took Juno home. It was a perfect match, and 
everyone is very happy! I still hear from them from time to time, always with 
happy, funny stories about “the kids!”

Romeo is one of the most beautiful Pits I have ever seen - more of an American 
Staffordshire type. Glossy black with a white star on his chest, a solid, muscular 
body and a perfect head, he was really gorgeous. We named him Romeo because 
he was a complete love - wags and kisses and cuddles all day long. His favorite 
thing was to wrap his front legs around your neck and kiss you! When we closed, 
he was boarded at the same kennel with Jade, and went to his new home on the 
same day she did. His new family have a young daughter, and when Romeo met 
her the first thing he did was roll over to beg for a tummy scratch! 



We took in "Jester," a magnificent young male German Shepherd, from his 
family who were unable to deal with his high power, super energetic personality. 
I taught him some basic good manners and then placed him in a home that was 
familiar with German Shepherds, and had time to work with him.

Another dog turned in to us was "Lucy," an 8 year old mixed breed dog whose 
owners had simply decided they no longer wanted her. She was stressed and 
confused, and it took her awhile to settle in with us. A friend of one of our staff 
members came by to visit, felt sorry for Lucy and ended up adopting her. A 
happy ending to a sad story ! 

A few weeks before we closed I accepted another turn in, a 6 year old Lhasa Apso 
with a very nasty temperament. Her owners were tired of her biting people, and 
were not interested in putting any time or money into retraining her. They had 
created her bad behavior, but sadly did not feel responsible for helping her. 
Their solution to the problem was to tell me that if I did not take her in they 
would drop her off at the city animal shelter, where she would certainly be 
euthanized for aggression. I told them I might be forced to euthanize her myself, 
but I was willing to give her a chance at rehabilitation. She was so aggressive 
that I changed her name from "Snuggles" to "Cujo," and began training her.

To my surprise and delight she responded quickly, and the staff soon began to 
joke that all it took to change a dog from aggressive to friendly was to give them 
a "dangerous" name ! However, despite her tremendous improvement, she still 
took a long time to warm up to new people, and was therefore very difficult to 
place. Two adoptions fell through because she did not want to be friends with 
her new owners' visitors, and so when Animal School closed she was still with 
us. I took her home with me, and continued trying  to find her a permanent 
home. Finally, after 6 months, the right people were found - a retired couple who 
own three other small dogs, and were willing to take the time she needed to 
settle her in to their family. I still see her every few months when they bring her 
back to me for grooming, since she still doesn't like being groomed by anyone 
else. They call her "Pujo," and love her charming, funny, bossy personality as 
much as I do.

"Fenwick," a beautiful 5 year old Collie-Husky mix, came to us from Northwest 
Animal Protection League in October of 2000. We had him tested for 
heartworm, vaccinated, wormed, neutered and got him over a severe bout of 
upper respiratory infection. To my fascination, he did not ever sit! He would 
ease himself into a down without ever really sitting. I decided to clicker train 
him, and then slowly, slowly got him to lower his bottom into a sit. It was great 
fun watching his progress from a dog who never sat at all to a dog who sat 



happily on command. He also had some severe food guarding issues which took 
a long time to resolve, and so when we closed he came home to foster with me. I 
placed him in a good home with an older couple who had recently lost their 
elderly dog to cancer. For a while all went well, but then the husband's health 
took a turn for the worse and they felt unable to keep him. I took him back, and 
found him a new home with another older couple.

Shortly before closing Animal School, we had taken in three feral kittens, 
rescued by one of my staff from behind a garage. We quickly placed the two 
friendlier ones in a wonderful home with a woman whose two dogs were Animal 
School Daycare regulars. She reports that they have grown up to be happy and 
beautiful ! The third one was very spooky and despite our efforts refused to be 
tamed. When Animal School closed I took him home with me and he has joined 
my farm family. "Tarzan"  still prefers to keep his distance from people and 
likes my cat door leading in to the entryway. Another semi-feral cat, 
"Sabbath," has also taken up residence with me. She originally came to Animal 
School from Scituate via Northwest Animal Protection League, but did not really 
want to make friends with people. She and Tarzan have fit in well with the rest of 
my animals, and enjoy watching the rats who live in the barn !

Just last month, two more feral cats joined us, both vaccinated, tested and 
spayed. "Cow-Cat" looks like a white and black cow, and "Paisley" is a 
tortoiseshell…so my feral farm cat population is now four - more than enough !

Sadly, I have had to temporarily put off my plans to start a new breed of dog. I 
discovered that my beautiful pups, "Sabra" and "Zephyr" were carrying a rare 
genetic disorder that causes the internal organs to develop improperly. Although 
they were unaffected, they obviously could not be bred, and so I had them 
spayed and placed them together in a wonderful home. One day, I hope to try 
again! 

"Marco,” a stunningly beautiful black Mini Poodle, was turned in to me in by 
owners who were unable to keep him. They were heartbroken to give him up, but 
knew I would find him a good home. Luckily he didn't need any medical care as 
his owners had kept him well, but he needed a great deal of training to make him 
adoptable ! Countless hours went in to teaching him, as he was very smart but 
VERY stubborn, but it all paid off in the end. I recently got some Christmas 
pictures from his new owners - he looks extremely content !

In going through my old files, I realized that we had done some adoptions from 
Animal School that were never mentioned in the first newsletter ! "Bizkit," a 
beautiful and sweet American Staffordshire, was found on our steps one 



morning. We had him heartworm tested, vaccinated, wormed and neutered and 
then trained in some good manners to get him ready for a new home. I had a 
client who had brought his Am Staff to my classes and Daycare - and she looked 
exactly like Bizkit! On a hunch, I called and asked him if "M.J." would enjoy a 
look-alike brother…and it worked out beautifully! The two dogs look incredibly 
cute together, both black with the same white points. Next is "Chloe," a little 
blond Cocker Spaniel. She came to me for puppy classes at 10 weeks old, and 
had such a severe aggression problem that her owner decided to surrender her 
to me. I put months of hard work into raising Chloe ( and, of course, got her 
vaccinated, wormed and spayed), and finally she was placed in a good home. 
Little "Joe Cocker" was also a blond Cocker Spaniel, but his story did not end 
well…I took him in from the East  Providence Animal Shelter where he had been 
turned in by his owners for biting. As he was only 8 months old at the time, I 
hoped I could rehabilitate him, despite the severity of the problem. We had him 
heartworm tested, vaccinated, wormed and neutered, and put a great deal of 
effort into his training. Sadly, despite my very best efforts, and despite great 
improvement, Joe would still bite when he was angry or frightened. Since he was 
unadoptable but did well at Animal School, I simply kept him there. We all knew 
how to avoid getting bitten by him, and he was very happy, playing in Daycare. 
When I had to close, there was no other option but to have him put to sleep. At 
least he had a good 1 ½ years with us. "Ethel," or "Bonnie" as her new owner 
called her, had a very different story. She was an ancient, decrepit Sheltie found 
at a bus stop by one of my staff. He brought her in and I immediately took her to 
the vet. She was almost completely bald, partly deaf, very arthritic, and had a 
severe upper respiratory infection, but above all she was frightened and 
confused. We advertised for her owner, and also called vets, groomers and 
animal shelters, but no one knew who she was. My best guess is that she had 
belonged to an elderly person who loved her dearly but did not regularly take her 
to the vet, hence no vet records. I think something then happened to that person 
- perhaps he or she had a health crises and was rushed to the hospital and in the 
ensuing confusion Bonnie got lost, and no one knew to look for her. When we 
were unable to track down her owner, we put her up for adoption. She was taken 
home by a truly exceptional woman who has a special spot in her heart for 
Shelties. Every couple months I would get a wonderful letter "from Bonnie" 
detailing her current life and adventures. She slowly regained her confidence, 
slowly grew in a new coat of beautiful fur, and began to truly enjoy her new life. 
A few months ago, I got one last letter, this one from her new owner, not "from 
Bonnie". She had died peacefully, and left behind her a wealth of love and happy 
memories.

Many of you probably remember "Piccolo," the teacup Chihuahua who was 
turned in to me in the spring of 2001 by his previous owner. He was traumatized 



by his previous life and terrified of the world. He never played, never wagged, 
never smiled. Slowly, he began to bond with my own littlest dog "Moo," and 
take her lead in everything. Well, he still does. He lives with me now, and 
wherever Moo goes, Piccolo is sure to follow. He still gets scared easily, but he 
smiles and wags and frolics and is a happy and lovable little fellow.

"Jessie," the little Lab-Dachshund mix who came to us from Warwick Animal 
Shelter, had a terrible beginning in life, but is now living a fairy tale ending. She 
was part of a group of dogs who originally lived with a woman who "collected " 
animals. She never took her animals to the vet, and they interbred freely, 
increasing the population. Her house burned down, so she moved. That house 
caught on fire, too, and she moved to a boat…The police caught up with her 
there and impounded all the animals. Since it is illegal to own so many, the 
animals stayed in the shelter for months awaiting the owner's trial, until 
eventually they were legally surrendered to the city. Some of the youngest were 
adopted, but the oldest were so completely unsocialized that the shelter decided 
they were unadoptable and put them down. Somehow, Jessie managed to escape 
this fate. The volunteers managed to get her out and brought her to me because 
although she was terrified of people she got along great with other dogs. By 
allowing her to relax and play in Daycare, she was able to slowly create a 
relationship with the staff and begin to trust people. We had her heartworm 
tested, wormed, vaccinated and spayed. She lived happily at Animal School until 
we closed, when she came home with me. She became friends with my neighbors 
and to my delight they adopted her! She lives happily on their farm with two 
other dogs, a house pig and several cats. I still see her every day, and it always 
makes me happy to see how far she has come.

Although most of the animals I help are turned in to me or brought to me by 
other shelters, sometimes I find one myself in an unexpected way. Last winter, I 
was at a shelter evaluating a dog when I noticed a Scottish Deerhound mix pup 
all curled up in a ball in his cage, shivering. The dog officer told me he had been 
turned in by his owners for sudden aggression. I asked if he had been seen by the 
vet as he seemed sick - the answer was he would go to the vet on Monday. It was 
currently Friday. I checked him carefully, and found his body temperature was 
extremely low, he had bloody diarrhea and his gums were very pale from blood 
loss. He wasn't going to be alive to go to the vet on Monday, so I took him with 
me. The vet determined he was suffering from some sort of poisoning which was 
causing the lining of his stomach to shed. No wonder the poor dog had behaved 
oddly at his owners' - he was in terrible pain. We gave him IV fluids and a blood 
transfusion and antibiotics and pain killers and by the end of a long weekend of 
intensive nursing at my house he was feeling fine. The original owners called me 
to ask if they could have him back, and after I had heard the whole story I finally 



agreed, and so "Riley" went home. 

About a month before closing Animal School, I was at the S.P.C.A. 
photographing large, white pitbull types for a dog bite case I was working on, 
when I saw a dog who looked exactly like my Colleen dogs, Sabra and Zephyr. 
He had been returned three times for puppy behaviors like chewing shoes and 
not being housetrained. I had a good feeling about him…and so I adopted him. 
“Caleb” turned out to be sweet and smart, and within a few weeks had learned 
good manners and was adopted by a young woman who works on a horsefarm. 
She reports him to be "the best dog ever!”

A few months ago I helped find a second dog for one of my clients. They own a 
beautiful, big, bouncy Pitbull who was driving them crazy with her energetic 
needs for play. I recommended getting her a wrestling buddy, and made several 
phone calls until I found a likely prospect in a shelter about an hour away. I went 
down and evaluated the dog, decided she was just what they needed and they 
adopted "Baba." Just yesterday I had a phone call from them telling me how 
perfectly the two dogs get along, and how happy they all are together. 

This summer I had a call from a friend to tell me that she had found some 
puppies living under a shed in South Providence. After asking around, I 
discovered that the mother of the pups was a feral dog who had grown up there 
with her littermates. There are 4 or 5 of them, the neighbors said, running 
around the neighborhood, eating out of the garbage. No one has been able to 
catch them yet. The puppies were under a very large garden shed, and it took us 
hours crawling on our bellies to finally get all 5 of them. Luckily, they were about 
6-7 weeks old when we found them and so it didn't take long to bring them 
around to being friendly and social. After vaccinations, deworming and getting 
them through a terrible bout of coccidia I placed four of them in new homes. 
Sadly, the fifth died of liver failure  a few days after we found her. I still hope to 
be able to capture the mother and her littermates. I recently got some pictures in 
the mail of one of the pups with her "brother," playing in a kiddie pool, and calls 
to the other owners confirm that they are doing well too.

Recently I took in a beautiful German Shepherd pup whose owner was unable to 
keep her, and rehomed her with a wonderful family. While "Amber" was with 
me she developed a very unusual and painful infection on her tongue which 
necessitated surgery, a biopsy, antibiotics and pain killers. Luckily, she 
recovered very well and is now happily settled into a great home with her new 
"brother," a Labrador mix who had been mourning the death of the dog he had 
grown up with. The owners report that the two are very bonded already, and 
spend hours wrestling!



My most recent rescue consists of two beautiful greyhound pups who needed 
homes. The sister, "Nika" is well settled in to her new home, but the brother, 
"Liam," is still with me. Two homes have fallen through because of his puppy 
naughtiness, and so I am keeping him for the time being for more training. 
Perhaps by the time I finally get this newsletter out he will be rehomed! 

As you can see, Colleen's Fund has not been idle! Although I can only take in a 
small number of animals at a time since I am doing this from my own home, I 
believe strongly in the principal of rescue-train-rehome and will continue to do 
all I can for animals in need. My greatest thanks to all of you who have 
continued to send in your donations to Colleen's Fund - every dollar helps! As 
you can imagine, the bills for food, supplies of various sorts, advertising to find 
homes and above all the veterinarian can really mount up ! Blessings on my vet, 
who is currently letting me run a $500 dollar balance !

Please do keep on sending  donations whenever you can to:

Colleen’s Fund
c/o Brickyard Farm
21 Willard Avenue
Rehoboth, MA 02769

Every penny goes to these bills- I do the care and training at no charge…it is a 
gift from my heart to what I believe in. A picture of Colleen O'Neill sits on my 
desk. I think she would be pleased with the work we continue to do in her name. 
I hope this letter finds all of you and your animal friends well and happy, and I 
send you my best wishes for 2003 !   

                      
Sincerely yours,

Alexandra Morgan


