Part I

Rage and Her Puppies

            Have you ever pondered the unexplained and really thought about all of the events that had to take place before a certain miracle happened? I’m going to take you on the interesting journey of Snowman’s Winter Rage and her seven wonderful puppies that beat the odds. 

            With beagles, like any other thing that holds my interest, I have a need to learn and strive to be the best. I tend to fly by the seat of my pants, all the while learning as I go. One such lesson was Rage’s sire, Muskie Lake Eli. You see, Eli was a half brother to my old Cotton female. Cotton was an outstanding gun dog. She had a powerful nose, and simply put, was rabbit wise. So when I wanted to bring those traits into my breeding program, I called Jimmy Davis to see if he still had Eli and how he was doing. 

            Jimmy said that Eli was a little heavy but otherwise in good physical condition for an old dog. I then asked if Eli was able to stand stud, and Jimmy’s reply was, “I don’t know, but we sure can try.” So when my female Misty became ready, I took her over to meet Eli. The reason I used Eli was for the fact that he was every day a rabbit dog. In good weather or on bad scenting days, he could still produce a rabbit or hare and run it when most dogs couldn’t. In 1999, Eli took first place at the Michigan state hunt in the champion class at the age of 10 1/2 years old. That is an incredible feat for any dog, especially at that age – and in the ARHA Michigan state hunt to boot! I was very lucky to have used Eli twice before he passed on, once in 2000 and again in 2001 and was blessed with nice, healthy puppies both times.

            When I decided to breed Rage’s daughter, Snowman’s Northern Dancer, to Bob and Donna King’s Darwin dog, it was because this dog shared common ancestors with Dancer, and he ran a great close track with speed just the way I want all my dogs to run. I saw puppies out of Darwin run incredibly clean and fast. Darwin himself was no stranger to running a rabbit or hare. In 1999, Darwin placed second at the AKC National Large Pack on Hare along with twelve other wins or places in large pack and small pack option trials.

            You see, Dancer was my first choice to breed Darwin, but when she came into heat, Darwin was in Wisconsin and then Iowa only to arrive home four days past the time to breed Dancer, so I went ahead and booked Rage to breed to Darwin instead. When Rage started her heat cycle, I called Bob to let him know that Darwin was going to be needed. Bob told me to come over and pick his dog up and keep him as long as I needed. That was great, because after I got Rage bred, I kept Darwin a couple more weeks just to run him. He is such a joy to watch while running a rabbit. Darwin has a good, clean mouth, no extra barks and near perfect conformation.

            With about three weeks left of her pregnancy, something happened. I got home from work and went out to start feeding and clean-up of my dogs. When I got to the third dog run where Rage was, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. There was Rage, barely alive, with a nine inch gash from her chest down nearly to her crotch, blood spurting from a vessel with every beat of her heart. I quickly called the veterinary clinic and rushed Rage in with the help of a good friend, Tryce Warner.

It was after-hours, so we got to help with the exam and the surgery. The veterinarian, whose name is Tammy Brodie, gave us the news that she could save Rage, but there was a ninety percent chance of losing the puppies inside her. I told Tammy to just do the best for Rage and hope for the best. Still to this day, we don’t know what caused the accident with Rage. It didn’t look like a dog bite; it looked more in the way of a rip, which leads me to believe that Rage, in her last weeks of pregnancy, still tried to jump on top of her dog house and probably tore herself open on a sharp corner of drip edge. It took thirty stitches on the inside and thirty staples on the outside to put Rage back together. When I took her back to the vet’s to have her drain tube taken out, Tammy was surprised that Rage still had pups inside her, and the odds were getting better with now a forty percent chance of losing her pups. There were other concerns also, like the fact that Rage lost one of her faucets during surgery, because it just wasn’t repairable. Would she be able to produce milk after such a trauma? 

            I took Rage back to the vet’s for her last check-up and to remove her staples and that goofy, plastic doughnut from around her neck.  Tammy checked her over from head to tail and said that she still had puppies inside her and how amazing it was that through it all, Rage’s body still developed properly. 

            Well, six days after her last check-up Rage gave birth to seven beautiful, healthy puppies, against all odds. Rage and the events leading up to the birth of her puppies leave me quite a bit to ponder. It amazes me just how tough a breed the beagle really is. Until next time, keep ‘em healthy and keep ‘em running. 
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