
MO, talks about wire hair terriers salvaged from
a puppy mill in northern Missouri. One dog’s
entire nasal channel was exposed where his
face had been torn away in a fight. A
Dachshund came with third degree heating
pad burns over 60% of her tiny body.

“It’s a miracle that dog lived,” Ives says. “Those
are the heartwarming cases — the ones who are
supposed to die, but insist on living instead.”

Puppy mills are profit-driven enterprises that typ-
ically fail to provide adequate veterinary care,
diet, exercise or shelter. Large sites house up to
1,000 dogs in rusted chicken wire cages heaped
three or four tiers high. Urine and feces seep into
lower cages. Dogs at the top swelter in the sum-
mer and freeze in the winter. Smaller facilities
board 50 or more dogs in squalid kennel runs.

The mass breeder’s bottom line is low overhead
and high return. So bulk food purchases are
often comprised of sweepings from the food
manufacturer’s floor. Dogs are so nutrition
deprived, their teeth rot as young as one or two
years of age. Sometimes their jaws dissolve.
Others lose their front teeth from gnawing on
the metal bars that contain them.

There are approximately 5,000 mill-style outfits
nationwide. Cruelty investigators have uncov-
ered parasite-infested dogs with oozing eyes,
ear infections, and fur so matted it forms a
cocoon over sores. Mange can transform a
puppy’s skin into a blanket of red scabs. Dogs in
congested quarters easily spread worms, upper
respiratory infections, coccidia, giardia, and
deadly parvovirus and distemper.

Dogs are found with gangrenous skin where
collars became embedded in flesh. Others are
balding, blind, emaciated. Some long-term mill
dogs have been debarked by shoving a steel
rod down their throats to mutilate vocal cords. 

by Brenda Shoss
She waddles over, a puffy “hair-do” perched upon stubby legs.
The four-pound pup nestles against my chest and gives me the
goofy sideways glance. I’m a goner. I’ll call her Mandy.

I first laid eyes upon this irresistible Lhasa Apso at Flawdogs
Adoption, a rescue dedicated to “little puppy mill leftovers”
about 45 minutes southwest of St. Louis in Morse Mill, Missouri. 

There are no kennels or cages at Flawdogs. A tree-lined bridge
leads to a canine Shangri-La where Silky Terriers, Corgis,
Chihuahuas and Yorkies frolic amid pools and sunbathing decks
in outdoor runs across eight yards. Inside, Shih Tzus, Poodles,
Bichon Frises, and Dachshunds tumble over toys and each
other. It’s Camp Cute, with an army of wide-eyed fluffballs audi-
tioning to steal your heart.

But Mandy’s doubtful peer recalls another setting. During her
first week home, direct eye contact threatens her. Reaching
hands remind her of harsh hands that once threw her from cage
to cage. She pauses before open doors, remembering other
dogs smashed in gates when they tried to flee. She freezes on a
leash. My gentle tug reminds her of a yank by the head or neck. 

Love and a loose leash soon erase Mandy’s memories of birth
inside a Missouri puppy mill. Yet though Flawdogs had tested
and vaccinated her for ailments commonly spread inside breed-
ing mills, Mandy grows anorexic and lethargic. She is treated for
coccidia and giardia parasites. Her back legs cave in as she walks.
An x-ray reveals the head of femur bone is missing in her left leg.
The same bone in her right leg is porous, ragged and dying.

Still, Mandy is one lucky dog. Flawdogs founder Sally Ives, for-
mer director of Open Door Animal Sanctuary in House Springs, 
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