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An old, beat-up pickup truck raced down a dirt road in the far-off countryside of New Jersey. Inside, a life hangs in the balance...        

It is a delightful task for a creative person to provide some means of understanding or reason to an occurrence while taking artistic liberties to make synchronous a good telling of a story that, in the end, is gripping, piques the interest of the reader, offers character development, makes a connection with people, and contributes to humankind—and in the case of this collection—animal kind as well, as is narrated for you at this precise moment. 

However, the heart of this man-meets-dog story will not be understood—the supernatural relationship of men and dogs, the divine pairing of souls, human and animal—we must begin further back, before providence lent a hand, from the beginning, as all good stories should. 

Not far from a charmed 18th. century fieldstone farmhouse sits a dilapidated storehouse where creatures and animals of all kinds take refuge and rest after a long day out on the farm, or a place to go in times of inclement weather. Some animals take to the cool of the earthen floor to help reduce overheating, such as in the case of this very night, inside that dilapidated storehouse where the story’s genesis unravels and is about to set course. Though the farm is of little importance, it is necessary to begin the story there. Penny’s story pivots on it and is considered the most significant equation to a singular event that forever altered two lives, as providence would have it.  

An adult female beagle is about to give birth to a litter of puppies. Delivering puppies is a process that unfolds in stages and can strain the mother. It usually lasts 6 to 12 hours, during which the mother becomes restless, panting, shivering, pacing, nesting, and wanting to go to a quiet area. The mother, exhausted, lies still and gathers all the pups to herself. She embraces her children alike. However, one beagle among them will later be known to you as Bootsy the Big-Hearted Beagle.

She hadn’t started in life as Bootsy, the beagle. Instead, she started life as Penny, the beagle. It also may help you to know that Penny is a rare purebred beagle, a Blue Tick Beagle, to be exact. They share the usual beagle traits: intelligence, high energy, stamina, and deep affection; however, their tricolored fur has flecks or ticks of blue. Additionally, the Blue Tick Beagle descends from the hound breeds of royal lineage, bred for hunting, tracking, and scent detection. Though stubborn at times, they are disciplined and easy to train. They will quickly learn to follow orders and love to please their owner and satisfy their commands.

Little is known about Penny’s earlier life before our divine encounter. Nevertheless, what is known is that poor Penny suffered at the hands of terrible, uncaring people who mistreated her in ways that this story has not the heart to tell. And even though what the cruel owners did was evil, it would eventually be for the greatest good that a dog could ever hope for.

An old beat-up red pickup truck raced down a dirt road in the far-off countryside of New Jersey, a life hanging in the balance. She must have been terrified; an innocent beagle puppy, a little more than a year old, now being held out of the window of that pickup truck speeding down a deserted road. She was frozen in fear. Not knowing what would happen to her in the next few moments, she hung helplessly in the hands of those who would soon do a wicked act. It was nearly time.

The passenger’s arm extended farther out of the window. The dirt and dust flew into Penny’s face. She could see nothing. Her body was shaking uncontrollably, contorting, trying to release the farmer’s grip on her. She frantically swatted her paws in the air. Her owners were looking for their perfect chance. They turned to one another, looking in agreement, they found the right spot, and they did it. A terrible thing. An awful, terrible thing. Penny was tossed out of the moving truck with no regard, useless in someone’s eyes. She flew towards the side of the road, her body hung in mid-air, the wind pulled back her ears, and her eyes widened in terror as she fell. She tumbled and rolled, bounced, and spun uncontrollably before finally coming to rest. 

But—as providence would have it—Penny landed in a thicket of Indian grass, which was the best place to land. The thick brush that grew at the bottom cushioned her fall.

Nonetheless, Penny, the tiny pup she was, remained hidden in the middle of that thick grass. She was too short to see anything. Her heart beat rapidly from the adrenaline. Overcome by fear, abandonment, and afraid, she lay defeated, unwanted, confused, and heartbroken. Penny didn’t know what she had done to end up this way. It left her repeatedly confronting the desperate question, Why didn’t they want me anymore? She began to cry aloud with the distinct beagle howl. She kept howling desperately—a wooo, a wooo. Finally, expelling all the air from her lungs, she eventually passed out. 

Amidst the stormy trials of life, when all hope seems to disappear, and it looks as if there is no escape, it is at that exact moment when a miracle usually occurs. When bad things happen, they always seem to work out for our good. If you have a bit of faith and hope, anything is possible.

Penny regained consciousness. She stared at the same view she had last seen before passing out. Slowly, Penny came to all fours, still woozy from her incredible experience. Penny was walled in on all sides, uncertain of her bearings. Hopelessness and anxiety set in. She remained invisible to anyone who, perchance, could rescue her. However, the road was seldom traveled. That is, until, by grace, she heard a familiar sound approaching. Instinctively knowing that this might be her only chance to survive, Penny did the only thing she could. She started howling again, as loud and as long as she could—a wooooooo, a wooooooo.

The sound approached nearby. Her innate survival instinct took over. She haphazardly ran through the tall grass to find her way toward the oncoming sound. Dust clouded the air. The vehicle neared even closer. Only some locals still used the dirt road as a shortcut into town. Penny was still frantically trying to find a way out, dashing this way and that, to escape her imprisonment in Indian grass. The sound grew as if it were about to cross Penny’s path.

Finally, in one last desperate attempt, Penny ran straight ahead and leaped into the air as hard as she could. She landed on an open patch of gravel; the hard landing gave her a startle. Still, Penny breathed a sigh of relief and sat down momentarily to regain herself. But, just then, the noise had grown much louder; it was now on top of her. She looked to her right, but it was too late...

There was only silence. The dust lingered in the air. The distinct sound of wind-blown whooshing moved through the landscape. Thousands of stalks of Indian grass danced and sang in harmony—a droning of a machine overhead idled. Soon after, a pair
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