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Ruffin It....More Bloodhound Camping Adventures
By Karen Leshkivich, DVM

Another ‘relaxing’ camp-
ing adventure with my 
Bloodhounds began with 

attempting to leave work early on a 
Wednesday afternoon. Finishing up a 
few last appointments at the clinic and 
then running last minute errands: get-
ting gas for the boat and the car, pick-
ing up a few groceries, loading the van 
and the canoe, last minute instructions 
for my dog sitter, and then loading the 
dogs in the van. To get to my cabin 
in the little hamlet of Beaver River 
on the Stillwater Reservoir in the 
Adirondack Mountains, required tak-
ing a barge over the bay of the reser-
voir to reach the only road that led to 
the landlocked town of Beaver River. 
My reservation for the barge was at 6 
pm, it took me two and a half hours 
to get to the barge dock, and it was 
already 4 pm. I called the barge and 
let them know that I was running late; 
they said they would ‘try’ to wait. As 
I pulled out of the parking lot at the 
clinic, my engine light came on...now 
what. I gambled on whether to take a 
chance and drive anyways; deciding 

that I would chance it, I set 
out towards Stillwater.

As I drove, I tried to 
relax and turn off the high-
speed, cluttered life that I led 
every day. I was heading out 
on another adventure with 
my hounds. I looked forward 
to the quiet of the wilder-
ness and the new adventures 
that I was sure my hounds 
would weave. As I arrived at 
the parking lot of Stillwater, 
I could see the barge at the 
dock; they had waited for 
me after all. Soon I was at my cabin, 
a small two bedroom camp with a 
fenced yard for the dogs. Darkness 
was beginning to fall, so I decided 
to stay at the cabin for the night. In 
the morning, I could gather last min-
ute items and then head out to the 
island campsite and set up camp for 
the week. I opened up the van and 
let the dogs out. Usually, they would 
run to the gate to the cabin yard, but 
this time they all took off full speed 
towards the neighbors camp. Several 
families were up for the weekend, of 
course their dogs were with them. A 
melee ensued of 4 Bloodhounds, a 
Golden, a Dalmatian, an Aussie, and 
Dingo all running amuck in the woods 
of Beaver River. I ran after the pack 
of cavorting canines, trying to wrangle 
my four from the group. As I gathered 
them up, I apologized, and soon had 
them all back at my camp and safely in 
the fenced yard.

Early the next morning, I loaded 
all of my gear and four excited 
Bloodhounds onto the pontoon boat 
and headed out towards the island 
campsite that I had reserved for the 
week. My dogs snorted in the moun-
tain air, growing more excited, know-
ing where they were heading. They 

loved camping, loved the freedom of 
romping all day with no restrictions, 
swimming and chasing sticks, sunning 
themselves on the beach, and exploring 
every nook and cranny of the island. 
From the moment I set them on the 
island shore, I never saw them for 
hours as they explored the island. I set 
to the task of setting up the site: put-
ting up the tents and tarps, organizing 
the kitchen, getting ready for the week 
of ‘relaxation’ with Bloodhounds in 
the wild. When they finally returned 
to the campsite to check on me, they 
were all soaking wet, filthy muddy, and 
smiling form head to wagging tail.

The forecast was for very chilly 
temps that night, possibly into the 
30’s...’springtime’ in the Adirondacks. 
I had set up a tent for the dogs with 
crates as well as a few ‘doggie’ air 
mattresses in my tent. I let Kiss and 
Monty sleep in my tent; comfy on 
their air mattresses with their own 
sleeping bags. For the youngsters 
(Glory and Dreamer), I had put some 
rug remnants in the crates in the sepa-
rate tent and covered their crates with 
a blanket. As I drifted off to sleep, the 
dogs all seemed comfy in their vari-
ous beds, and they were quiet all night, 
quite warm in their accommodations. Monty And Kiss Surveying The 

Wilderness

So Much Fun Snuffling In The Mud
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As the sun rose around 5 AM, I woke 
to a strange noise. At first I couldn’t 
quite figure out what the noise was, 
then I realized that it was the sound of 
Glory and Dreamer methodically rip-
ping their rugs into shreds. It was time 
to get up...

As I was preparing breakfast, I 
heard all the dogs barking and pounc-
ing at something on the far end of the 
campsite. I went over to investigate 
and saw that they had a toad sur-
rounded. The poor thing was already 
covered with slobber, since several 
of the dogs had already tried to lick 
it. They all pawed and barked, none 
of them wanting to approach closer. 

Suddenly, Kiss dove in, 
grabbed the toad and ran; 
wanting to keep the new 
toy for herself. Within a 
few minutes, Kiss returned 
to the campsite, frothing 
and drooling; the toad was 
not such a great a ‘prize’ 
after all.

My sister was to arrive 
this morning with her 4 
Field Spaniels, more dogs 
the merrier? As I waited, 
the clouds thickened and I 
heard the rumble of thun-
der in the distance; a storm 
was moving in quickly. I 
decided that the best option was to 
head back to the cabin to wait for her, 
not knowing how long the bad weather 
would stay. I left the canoes on the 
island, and took the dogs with me on 
the pontoon boat, making it back to 
the docks just as the rain began.

 My sister arrived with her crew, 
yet the rain had not stopped. All 
the dogs greeted each other like old 
friends and resigned themselves to 
playing in the cramped cabin for the 
day. The wind howled all night, and 
finally by the morning the storm had 
passed. We loaded eight dogs onto the 
pontoon boat and my sister’s gear and 
headed back to the island campsite. As 
we approached shore, I did not see my 
canoe anywhere; it had been tied to 
the tree on shore. We pulled up to the 
island, and the dogs all bailed off the 
boat and ran with abandon into the 
woods, chasing, barking, and explor-
ing all over again. My dogs had to 
show the Field Spaniels what they had 
found, and all go for a swim. 

 I scanned the shoreline of the lake, 
hoping to spot my canoe. The storm 
had been so fierce that it had ripped 
my canoe off the shore and thrown 

it somewhere on the lake. On the far 
shore, I saw a tan sliver of color, not 
matching the colors of the shoreline...
it was my canoe. Almost all of the 
canoe was submerged, and just a tiny 
bit of the sidewall was visible above 
water. I paddled over to it in my sisters 
canoe and my heart sank. This was my 
favorite canoe, a great dog canoe, very 
maneuverable; I’d had it for 10 years. It 
was under water, filled with rocks and 
debris, and the waves had been pound-
ing on it all night through the storm. I 
pulled it out of the lake, emptied it out, 
and inspected it . There were no gross 
holes in it, although it looked like it 
had been through a war. I set it in the 
water and it looked like it was still 
intact and usable. I soon had it back 
to the island and took Kiss out for a 
short paddle to test it, and all went 
well. Thank goodness, my dog canoe 
was still OK.

 The skies stayed overcast, and 
the temps were chilly, but no further 
rain ensued. The dogs were tired from 
their day long exploration and swim-
ming, and every time we got up from 
our chairs by the fire, the dogs would 
get up and head for the tent. It was 

Camping Adventures (Continued from page 43)

My Stick

Proud To Have Retrieved A Stick No Place To Sleep Except The Firepit
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bedtime for the ‘kids’. With eight 
dogs on the island, I hadn’t noticed 
that Glory was not in the ‘herd’ wait-
ing to go to bed. The wind began to 
pick up and a light rain started to fall. 
I checked the tent again: Dreamer was 
asleep in her crate, Kiss was waiting 
by the door and Monty was loung-
ing on his air mattress by the fire, no 
sign of Glory anywhere in the tent or 
in the campsite. I called for her, the 
wind blew harder and drowned out 
my calls, still no sign of Glory. Earlier 
in the day, I had come across the foun-
dation of an old schoolhouse from the 
1900’s, the stone walls still stood with 
a six foot drop into the gaping hole of 
the basement that remained. My first 
thought was that she had fallen into 
the hole and was injured or trapped. I 
continued to call for her, fighting the 
wind and rain as I searched through 
the dense woods for the old founda-
tion. When I reached the site, it was 
empty, no Glory, no signs that she had 
been there recently. I circled back to 
the campsite, and then my sister and 
I headed along the shoreline on oppo-
site sides of the island, hoping that we 
would come across her. We met up on 
the far end of the island, neither one 
of us had seen any signs of Glory. We 
made it back to the campsite, and I 
decided to check the tent again. There 
she was, curled up behind the other 
dog crates, sound asleep. She was safe 
and sound and my sister and I were 
soaked and tired.

 It was a long night, the wind blow-
ing and the rain beating on the tent, but 
all the dogs were nestled comfy in their 
tent and slept soundly through the 
storm. Morning broke with bright sun-
shine and clear skies; it promised to be 
a pretty day. The dogs were anxious to 
go for a boat ride, every time we walked 
in the direction of the boat, they leapt 
up and ran to the boat, happily await-
ing a ride. My sister and I collected our 

fishing gear and opened the gate to the 
boat; all the dogs piled into the boat 
and chose a spot for their ‘ride’. As we 
tooled around the lake, I felt like a par-
ent with a fussy child, having to take 
them for a car ride to get them to settle 
down. The dogs were at the rail, sniffing 
the water, scanning the shoreline for 
anything of interest. One by one, the 
dogs chose a spot for a nap, and soon 
all of them were snoozing quietly as we 
boated around the lake. 

 Our success at fishing was slim, 
so we returned to the island to try our 
luck from shore. As we pulled up to 
shore, the dogs woke from their naps 
and tore off into the woods to explore 
all over again. My sister and I tossed in 
our lines, waiting for that big Bass to 
bite. I felt a tug on my line and began 
to reel in a moderate sized fish when, 
out of the blue, Monty appeared to 
assist me in landing the fish. He had 
developed a fishing technique all his 
own. He would watch the line and 
when he saw the tug of a fish, he’d 
swim out to the line, grab it and pull 
the line to shore. When he reached 
the shallow water, he’d drop the line 
and check to see if there was a fish 
there. This fish was sizable, and Monty 
knew it was there immediately. As he 
grabbed for the line, I tried to no avail 
to maneuver the line out of his reach 
He quickly pulled the fish closer to 
shore, and before I could reach the fish, 
Monty dove under water and grabbed 
the fish. In a flash, he turned and 
ran towards the shore with his prize. 
Within seconds, he ran out of line and 
the fish was snatched from his mouth. 
For a second, he was baffled, how did 
that fish get away. Monty jumped for 
the fish as I also dove for it. I won the 
battle although the fish was certainly 
worse for wear. It was a large Bass, cer-
tainly enough for our dinner. 

 As the day progressed, I watched 
as the puppies learned Monty’s fishing 

technique. Soon, Dreamer was swim-
ming out to the line and grabbing it in 
her mouth to bring it to shore. Having 
several ‘fishing’ dogs certainly made 
fishing much more of a challenge. It 
required much more skill, using eva-
sive maneuvers to cast out the line in 
a way that the dog could not see or 
retrieve the line. Then reeling in a fish 
was another story. Most of the time, I 
managed to get the fish to shore before 
any of the fishing dogs caught it. My 
sister, on the other hand, lost many a 
fish to the dogs.

 That evening, we all sat by the 
fire enjoying the sound of the Loons 
and the Geese. The stars were bril-
liant, with many a shooting star to 
wish upon. The dogs were lounging 
around the campsite, several days of 
romping with abandon and swimming 
had caught up with them; they were 
all tired, never having taken any naps 
during the day. Tomorrow we had to 
pack up and head back to civilization 
and the constant bustle of daily life. 
But now, we could enjoy the sounds of 
the wild, with a background of snor-
ing from the dogs. Hopefully, we could 
all soon return for another camp-
ing adventure with the dogs...fishing, 
boating, swimming, sniffing, playing, 
running....just being a dog.

Sunset On The Lake


