






From across the Rainbow Bridge

Dear Mom and Dad,

I know most people don’t get letters from Heaven. But Aunt Martha made arrangements so I could be in touch with you one last time, just to let you know how much I loved you and how thankful I was to spend my senior years with the two of you.

As you know, I was born on July 1, 2001, in southern Virginia. I was aware my first Mom and Dad were growing older and was very sad when my Dad died, and then a time when Mom could no longer care for me. Almost too soon, in the spring of 2010, some folks from NVSR came with the promise they would find me a new family where I could live for the rest of my life.

And so, in April, I found myself in northern Virginia, living with Anya and her family and all of their Sheltie children. I was told I was being “fostered,” awaiting a time when they could find a forever home for me.  

Little did I know Anya already had a family in mind for me. Six years earlier she had permitted one of her Sheltie girls, Cini, to live with you in suburban Washington. (Cub Hill Cinnamon Street, CD, CGC, AKC DL757997 was her full name, but she was very modest and only wanted to be known as “Cini.”)  And so, when you contacted Anya, she sent my picture to you in Pennsylvania where you had recently moved.  Almost immediately you drove to Anya’s house, I met Cini, and before I knew it, I was in my travel crate next to Cini’s, and we were on our way to what became my forever home.

Do you remember how quiet I was on that trip home? I guess I was afraid if I barked as much as I would eventually, you would take me back! But very shortly I was back in full form, barking at every car, every runner, every bicycle – anything that moved! Do you also remember the next month when, I guess, overcome by all of the changes in my life, I had what appeared to be a small seizure? You took me to see Dr. Douple, who then suggested a CAT scan (. . . did you really think I had swallowed the neighbor’s cat?!). And so off we went to Washington DC for a CAT scan!  And two thousand bucks later, everything was fine (. . . except maybe your check book).

Very soon you explained to me I really had two forever homes. One in Pennsylvania and another in Michigan, on a beautiful, beautiful lake. We would spend winters in PA and summers in Michigan.  

How great is that?

Remember too the first summer when I escaped from doggy day care and disappeared into the Pere Marquette National Forest for five days? I had a blast but I know now how much you worried about me and how much time and effort you spent in finding me. Remember how at the NVSR picnic all the folks prayed for me? I must have heard them because that very evening I turned myself in at doggy day care and fortunately came back to live with you.  

There are so many happy memories of my 8 years with you. Who would have thought I would live until I was almost 17! Trips back and forth from Pennsylvania to Michigan. Barking at the deer and turkeys in the orchard to scare them away. Treeing that raccoon on top of our shed. “Watering” my own special tree you planted for me in my fenced yard. Barking at the fish along the breakwater at the marina. Walks in the National Park. Time with all my buddies – Cini, Kacey, Mercedes, Jessie, Cody, Madison, and Scout! How lucky could a guy get?

I know the last year has been hard on you as you cared for me when I was diagnosed with cancer, but with the help of Dr. Clifford we beat that sucker! And then my liver problems. In the end I knew it was time to cross the Rainbow Bridge but I never wanted to give up, wanting to live with you for the rest of your lives. But in the end that was not possible. My very special thanks for helping me to cross the Rainbow Bridge, knowing how difficult and painful that was for both of you, yet somehow knowing when it was no longer fun for me to be a dog.

See you both when you come across the Bridge.








All My Love,








Dusty 

