Pebbles Story

By Linda Promaulayko

It was the winter of 1980 and all was well in our house.  We had recently moved to a country setting and the dogs had a great place to stretch their leg and run everyday. On weekends, they were bird hunting and weekday evenings were spent on long walks in the woods. What could be more perfect?

We had planned for Pebbles’ second breeding to take place in a few weeks. The breeding was uneventful and now we were in the count down to that wonderful day when puppies would fill our home. Along about 5 weeks into the pregnancy we were walking in the woods when our male accidentally bumped into Pebbie. She winced but seemed to be fine. We had a confirmed pregnancy with a possibility of 5 puppies felt at 28 days.  As time went on, she did not seem nearly as big as with the first litter. She had all the normal signs but lacked the rib spring she had before. On week 7, she was passing a clear sticky liquid but otherwise seemed healthy, appetite good and no discomfort noticed.  We went right to the vet who felt things were fine.

 On day 63 after the second breeding, we marched off to the vet to get checked out, She showed no signs of whelping, no discharge, no nesting, no temp drop, nothing but a happy, fat bitch.  X-ray showed 2 possible puppies. I asked where the other 3 went and the vet thought she had probably reabsorbed them. Her cervix was soft but no signs of labor starting any time soon. What the x ray also reveled was at least one big puppy.  Since her cervix was soft, the vet gave her a pit shot and we sat and waited, and waited and waited for about 1 1/2 hours…. no progress so a second pit shot was given and after an hour we made the decision to do a C section. She delivered one 23-ounce puppy! A male who later became known as Brylynns Solitary Mac Shane. She came out of the surgery slightly confused, panting from the after effects of the pit. When we got home, she fussed and fussed looking for more puppies. This went on for 2 days.

I made some phone calls and on day 3 after the pup single was born, we took in 5 Belgian Sheep Dog day old puppy bitches whose mom died during a C section. Pebble’s removed the cover of the box the owner brought them in and growled at her. She was now in charge of the new additions to her brood. Mac was raised with other puppies and she could be the mom she needed to be. I thought everything was now going to be just fine.

To make a long story short, about 4 weeks after whelp, she started to drool. She seemed tired and she could not drink water or eat without lots of it coming out the sides of her mouth. She seemed stiff and uncoordinated. I took her to the vet who told me I was over reacting. I keep insisting there was something wrong but he did not believe me. After blood work and many more arguments and a beautiful bitch wasting away before my eyes, I forced the vet to give me a referral to a new vet in the area who was an ortho and nuero specialist. 

Dr. Greg Zolton did NOT think I was making things up; he sat on the floor that first day when we met and held her in his arms with tears in his eyes. He immediately did more blood work and X rays. By now my beautiful bitch was a mere 30 pounds, skin and bones and so sad it tore me up.

We did a test for Myasthenia Grava that was negative so the only other possibility was Myositis. She was put on huge doses of steroids and for PT we swam 3 times a day 65 laps at a time to rebuild her muscle mass back to normal. By month 12, she looked pretty good and I felt we had crossed the bridge to recovery.

The part of this story that is even now hard for me to write is that we could never lower the steroid doses. She experienced severe hair loss and blew up like a balloon. She became incontinent and so depressed. X rays revealed a bladder tumor that was quite large. I made the decision after much emotional pain to not do surgery. Her recovery chances where grim and how could I put her through that for me to have her a little longer.

 I went off to a show for the weekend and when I came home she did not meet me at the door. For 5 1/2 years she was never more than an arm’s length way from me. We shared so many experiences, so many happy times together. She was my heart dog, my soul mate.

She was put to sleep held by me on 8/18/81 by Dr. Greg Zolton who came to the house and helped her cross over the bridge to a pain free warm, sunny place. He cried and told me he was sorry he could not save her. He, Dr. Greg Zolton, to this day for me walks on water; he gave her a chance, he listened to what I had to say when no other vets would and he respected her right to pass over that bridge with the dignity she deserved, at home with her family around her.

If nothing else I hope this story saves another dog from this horrible tragic disease called Myositis. Never give up, as an owner if you feel there is something wrong with your dog. Fight for the answers and keep going to different vets until one listens to what you have to say. 

Written with love and memories too dear to describe of a great dog. …. My Pebbles

Linda P.

