The Daisy Diaries

Wednesday, April 23

The Aurora Animal Shelter called; a pregnant bully and her bully “boyfriend” arrived as
strays yesterday, they told me. At first | thought they said that a pregnant girl and her
boyfriend dropped off their two dogs, then | realized the real issue! No one has called to
claim them. The mama is due any minute. They have to stay on stray-hold until
Monday. The shelter vet is concerned that the mama dog will go into labor very, very
soon. | let them know that bullies are not typically good moms and that they often eat
their babies and asked if anyone would be attending her in the shelter. No one would be
with her at night in the shelter and even during the day it is a hectic environment. Also,
the chances of diseases make it a difficult place to whelp pups. Since we recently had a
rescue bully that had a very bad ordeal with whelping in a shelter (the pups died and
mom was near death too) | offered to foster her for the shelter immediately. Response -
“When can you be here?”

Thursday, April 24

The mama dog arrived last night and is extremely pregnant. The shelter x-ray showed 8
to 11 babies! This girl is so skinny, every rib, vertebra and even her hipbones stick out.
The only big part of her is her tummy full of pups. Good dog food and meat is what this
mama dog needs. There is little room in her belly for food, but she enjoys a few small
meals throughout the day. This calls for a quick rearranging of the downstairs where |
whelped a litter of my own pups last fall; encasing the floor in plastic, a mad search for
the whelping supplies, lots of washing of towels and blankets. My friend, Sandy, dug
through her garage for a plastic wading pool. | need to keep an eye on this pregnant dog,
so she is a co-pilot for the day as | try to maintain a regular work schedule. She attends
business outings and meetings with me and seems to enjoy the ride in the car.

Dais te ay of arrival



Friday, April 25

The shelter called, the owner has surfaced. They have taken papa dog, “Chico”, home.
They will return at 10am for mama dog, “Daisy”. The dogs had torn a hole in the
owner’s fence and escaped. | have to take her back to the shelter. What a concern, as she
seems to be showing early labor signs and in her poor condition, how will she make it
through labor? And the babies; could there even be a chance for them? The owner has
the right to have her own dog, so | have to pack her up to go. Perhaps if she can go with
a big bag of quality dog food, it would at least be something...

Daisy and | arrive at the shelter at 10am. | plan to talk with this owner before | leave
Daisy. | just have to prepare them for what they are in for and ensure that Daisy and
perhaps even the babies have a chance. Since no owner is there when we arrive, | will
just have to set up camp and wait. A quick call into work to take the day off and Daisy
and | wait. The shelter has provided us with a great little room, away from the main
kennel. The wait is awful and | am starting to feel like one of the shelter dogs. Every
time | hear footsteps coming my way, my ears perk up to see if they are coming for me.
A pregnant cat has arrived and is also in labor. Oh please let me get out of this place
before | take home that cat home too! What a great job these folks do at the shelter.
How can they take this day after day?

3pm. The owner finally calls and | am able to speak with her. She is understandably
conflicted about Daisy. She is a young lady, with 2 small children, one of which is sick
and is very busy with them. | explain about “bull terrier moms” and the expected
difficulties and the expected expenses. Daisy may need a c-section; she is pretty weak
from poor nutrition. Someone will need to be with her 24 hours a day. The owner knows
that she does not have time to provide the level of care | have described to her. She has
been unable to pay the county fines for the dogs running at large, intact dog permits,
shelter stay and litter permit. She has incurred hundreds of dollars in fines and fees. She
wants time to work it out and says she will call back. We wait again.

4pm. After several attempts to find help, the owner realized she cannot care for the
puppies or afford to risk the expense of a litter. She has had Daisy since she was a
puppy and does not want to loose her. | had already thought about this and | offer a deal.
MHBTC Rescue will whelp the litter, care for them and place them in rescue homes and
spay Daisy, all at our expense and then Daisy can be returned. At least Daisy will live
through the delivery and maybe even the pups will live too. There will be no more pups
in the future to endanger Daisy. The owner reveals that she does not want to keep
Chico, the father of the pups. She says he belonged to a friend of the family that left him
with her 5 months ago and never came back. Can we take him too? The deal is written
up and an animal control officer will have her sign it when they pick up Chico. MHBTC
Rescue now has the whole family. We can save them all.



Saturday, April 26

Animal Control confirms that they have Chico and the contract signed. It is a huge relief
to know that Daisy will be safe with us through this delivery. Before Chico enters his
new foster home with Dean and his family, he will need to be boarded at the vet for a
few days. He most certainly will have kennel cough and has been exposed to dog flu.
And, since all white male bull terriers seem to be named Chico these days (this would
be our 4™ Chico — they’re commonly named after the dog in the street-wise, stoner
movie “Next Friday”) he is renamed “Rico”.

Papa dog “RICO”

Sunday, April 27

The howling started at 2pm. Daisy begs, “Don’t leave me alone.” She is a dear little
dog. Don’t worry, | promised to be here for you and I will. The Lamaze breathing, and
digging take up the entire afternoon. | should take a nap to prepare for the night ahead,
but Daisy will not permit it.

5pm. We are getting close; | can see the membranes of the first pup, but no progress.
The standard rules of labor state “two hours with no progress is trouble.” It’s 7pm and



she is working hard and looking stressed. Now | am stressed, as she is pretty weak from
malnutrition. A quick call to the emergency vet and we’re off.

9pm. Daisy weighs 42 pounds while full of pups. This dog should weigh 45 pounds with
no pups. The emergency vet is patient and careful. A quick injection to help things
along and just as an x-ray is finished the first pup arrives on the floor. It’s a white boy
(later named Fritz) and Daisy has no clue that she just had a puppy. Well, good chance
that Rico is actually the father! White-to-white BTs make white BTs. Since she has
started things along, we are off for home to await the rest of the litter. $400 for the vet
and a quick call to my friend Sandy, “please come and help!”

10pm. Puppy number two is dropped in the landscaping rocks in my backyard as Daisy
went out to relieve. It’s a girl, the name Pebbles seems appropriate.

10:30pm. Puppy number three arrives; Daisy tries to swallow this one. Half way down
her gullet before | knew it. Okay, this is a typical BT delivery for sure! I make her drop
the puppy, and before we know it, number four pops out.

By the 4" puppy, Daisy is starting to look around and seems to say “Okay, what the hell
is happening here?” and gets with the program. She is becoming more aware of the
pups, the births, and while it took all night, she got down to business. Sandy, bless her
heart, held each pup onto one of Daisy’s nipples and got them nursing...all night long
(and then went to work in the morning). One pup (we name him Elroy) won’t stop
bleeding from the umbilical cord. Three attempts to tie it off with dental floss finally
help, but he lost a lot of blood.

By 5am, we have nine pups. Yes, nine white bully babies, small, but amazingly not tiny,
and all looking stronger than | ever thought they could. Daisy, on the other hand, looked
like she just came out of a concentration camp. Her tummy deflated and EVERY bone
in her was showing. Five pure white boys (should we name them all Chico?); one boy
with an ear-mark, and three girls. With so many all white pups, | will have to put drops
of nail polish on them to tell them apart - dot on the right shoulder, dot on the left
shoulder, right hip, left hip, both shoulders and so on. We have survived the whelping.
There is no doubt that these pups would have died at birth if they had been at their “old
home.” Near death experience number one.



You’d think that was enough torture for one soul, but | had to see the dentist at 10am for
a very bad tooth. They pulled it. Labor is every bit like pulling teeth, just plain awful!
Thank heaven for rescue volunteer, Amanda, as she sat with the new family while | was
tormented at the dentist and even when | can home, Amanda was there taking care of
Daisy and nine little ones while 1 fell into a short Vicodin™ induced nap.

Monday-Sunday, April 28-May 4.

I make a quick email to the MHBTC members and plea for more volunteers. Puppy
sitters please, any time day or night. Previous rescue adopters and club members alike
have all stepped up to the plate and helped! Shannon, Jan, Eileen, Sandy P and her girls,
Sandy B, Angelina and Jody all came for shifts.

Daisy is exhausted and unsettled. She keeps tying to pick them up and hide them. She is
too rough (this is her first — and only — litter) and on several occasions bit too hard and
then panics when they scream. Elroy is weak from blood loss and Daisy keeps tossing
him aside; that is never a good sign. We’ll have to keep an eye on that one. Bruiser is
the biggest guy, he pushes his way in past the others to nurse at every moment.
“Survival of the fittest,” he proclaims. Not in my house | remind him, and | push him
aside everytime he bullies his way around the rest. Everyone gets a chance here! Within
a few days, Elroy rallies and is fine. So far so good.

Thursday: volunteer Angelina’s generous offer to stay the night is well appreciated. She
has had a few bullies over the past few years, but never a litter. A whole night asleep in
my own bed (instead of in the basement with the dogs). What a gift! When she arrives
for the graveyard shift, Angelina states that she hopes someday to move to the country
and breed bull terriers. By morning, a blurry-eyed Angelina exclaims, “This is
ridiculous! One minute Daisy is sleeping, the next she is grabbing the babies and tossing
them in the corner, what’s up with that?” This followed by “I am never breeding these
dogs, anyone that thinks they want to should have to spend the night here!” | agree. It is
ridiculous, and bullies are awful mothers on whole. Anyone that thinks they will just



live under the porch and care for their babies is crazy. Anyone willing to let a stray dog
into his or her home to do this is even crazier. Wait, that’s me.

Tiny newborns Skinny mommy |

Tuesday, May 6.

With the twin bed mattress on the floor, some sleep right next to the puppy box is
possible, but not much. Last night was awful. Little Willow (smallest of the pups)
moaned all night. I thought she was hungry and kept making room for her to nurse. |
gave her bottles and nothing helped. By noon, I notice her eyes are swollen. When |
touch one, pus just poured out of a crack. Their eyes are still sealed shut, this is not
good. On closer inspection, Marigold and Pebbles have it too. Off to the vet with the
whole batch.

While waiting for our appointment at the vet, a little girl is waiting with her mom for
their cat. Everyone is anxious to peak in the box of sleeping pups. The little girl asks
“Are they polar bear babies?” Yes, | thought, a box of nine polar bears! This whole
experience could be worse if they were polar bears, | guess. Thank heavens they are
only bull terriers.

Dr. Mohapp, my vet, takes a look. He consults with an opthomologist on the phone.
Their eyes will have to be surgically opened, days earlier than they should, washed out
and eye ointment applied. This happens in litters to malnourished mothers, they are just
prone to infection. He does the procedure right then and there. It’s gross, but they seem
more comfortable already. Willow finally stops moaning. Poor thing has been suffering.
My hope is they will not be blind.



Wednesday, May 7

With such short notice of this litter, schedules have to be kept. One has to make a living
and | have a meeting in Oregon and fly out this afternoon. I’ll be gone until Saturday
night. Volunteers have filled a schedule with 24-hour-a-day coverage. My mom is
staying at the house to manage the comings and goings of the crowd. It takes a village,
and in this case, a small city. Jan, Shannon, Amanda, Dean and Marsha, Eileen, Sandy
B, Debbie, Anita, Linda, Jennifer, Dave and Jody, Andrea, Nikki and Ben, they all have
been here. The pups are doing just fine, eye infections and all. My mom commented that
she is glad to see that | am not the only crazy bull terrier person around, she realizes
now that there are a lot of us!

Monday, May 12
All of the pups have opened their eyes now. They look okay. I think we caught the

infections soon enough. No long-term affects are expected. Near death (or life altering)
experience number two.
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Daisy’s idea of motherhood



Monday, May 19

They are growing and doing well. People continue to come by to help. Daisy is not
really feeding them that much, but has settled as a mom to some degree. She will feed
them if you tell her to as long as you pet her the whole time. At least she no longer is
trying to eat them. Since they need to eat every two to three hours, this coaxing and
petting continues all day and all night. Daisy has put on a few pounds but needs a lot
more weight yet, so nursing a large litter is not really good for her. Bottle feedings have
relieved some of the pressure, at least off of her, but that means a lot of time with pups
in one hand and a bottle in the other. As they get bigger, | plan to move them out to the
garage.

Wednesday, May 21

The pups have been coughing on and off for a few days now. They have runny noses
and more recently, snotty noses. Little Ricky sounds pretty bad and rattles when he
breathes. Back to the vet, with the whole crew. One by one, they are examined. Ricky
has pneumonia and needs fluids. The rest, have upper respiratory infections. Nine
different weights equals nine different dosages of medication. | bring home nine bottles
of Clavamox™ to be given twice a day. Glad they all have names and are marked to tell
them apart. They have out grown their nail polish marks and instead | shaved off little
areas of fur in the same places the nail polish once marked.

| think they heard me say they were moving to the garage. Cough, cough, sniff, sniff,
“We’re not moving to the garage! We like it in the house!” It’s funny how they can so
easily manipulate me with their antics, cries and cuteness. Okay, you can stay in the
house, for now.

Sunday, May 25
It’s a sunny day and the pups went outside for the first time today. A few minutes in the
grass and they were a little scared, but soon explored. Marigold, ever the brave one, is



off and running, checking out her new surroundings. They spent the day in the dog run
and dog house in the sun. Oh happy day, puppies peeing outside! Daisy was unsettled to
find them spreading all over the yard and wanted to herd them together. My own three
bullies had not met the pups yet. Kiwi sat by them and stared at them all day through the
dog run. She’s in heat and wants pups of her own. Bindi and Mango have both had
babies and can almost be heard to say sarcastically, “Oh great. Puppies.” They sit on the
far side of the yard in the sun ignoring the whole thing. The pups are exhausted and
happy to be back inside under the heat lamp at the end of the day. The dog run is pretty
nasty now so a quick spray with the hose and the it’s clean. So much easier than
cleaning an indoor pen; small miracles. I’m going to have to clean the garage, they are
moving out there, soon.

Monday, May 26

Pebbles is sick this morning. She looks awful and is obviously in pain - straining for a
bowel movement and trying to vomit. As Murphy’s Law would have it, today is
Memorial Day and all the regular vets are closed. Off to emergency we go.

Pain meds, fecal tests (thank heavens the Parvo test was negative), injectable
medications, x-rays and fluids and my Mastercard all played a role today. No formal
diagnosis, but treating symptoms. | was able to bring Pebbles home to puppy intensive
care; a box by my bed with a heating pad, fluids under the skin throughout the day and
nursing time alone with mommy. By nightfall she was anxious to nurse again and
looking a little better. Overnight | think | heard her say, “I am not moving to the
garage.” | think she saw me cleaning. Near death experience number three.



Tuesday, May 27

Pebbles is feeling better this morning, but still pretty down. She is hungry, always a
good sign, but still has diarrhea. I’ll keep her separate for a while longer. We visited the
regular vet just to be sure and got some new medications and since the respiratory
infections are not 100% gone yet, a refill of 9 little bottles of Clavamox™.

Pebbles in ICU with Mom Daisy .

Wednesday, May 28
Pebbles is 100% today and back with the group! | think she misses the special
treatment. Yes little one, you are moving to the garage soon!

Tuesday, June 03

The pups have been doing well in the dog run during the day. They even have moved to
the garage at night without another threat of illness or other drama. It has made life
much easier and they even seem to enjoy all of the free time they can get in the yard
now. | added up the receipts, the ones | can find anyway; food, whelping supplies, vet
visits, $1663.66 thus far!

How much is 2 weeks of sleepless nights worth??? Oh yes, dog breeding is a very
profitable business. Puppy placement day is just 2 2 weeks away. | am going to have a
party and do this all in one swift movement. So far Oliver, Ricky, Pebbles, Marigold &
Fritz are spoken for. | have several more people coming to visit this weekend. Okay, I’ll
miss the little buggers. More than | ever thought possible.



Almost 5 weeks



