
MBIS Am. Can. Ch. Jaegerhouse’s Jet
Age, shown by William Alexander,

judged by Dr. H. Smith

continued teaching obedience classes successfully for
many years. 

Showing Pebbles in conformation was a much more
arduous task. Although I had observed how good handler/
breeder/ owners such as Shirley DeBoer , Eve and Stan
Whitmore, Norah and Jim McGriskin, Scot McNair, Jack
Ireland, and many more handled their dogs, my handling
abilities left much to be desired. In spite of this, my perse-
verance paid off and Pebbles became Ch. Haviland’s Royal
Pebble CDX. Realizing the shortcomings of my handling
skills and seeking improvement, I organized handling
classes conducted by Shirley DeBoer for several years and
later by Eve Whitmore. The knowledge I gained from these
two “old timers,” affecting every aspect of the dog game,
was and is invaluable and extremely helpful. Try as they
might, however, they could not and did not make a handler
out of me.

Pebbles took a break from the ring when she was bred
to Am/Can.Ch. Haviland’s Count Royal and whelped 4
puppies that were raised at our house. As a reward, Eve let
me have the best puppy in the litter. Little did she know that
my enjoyment was having and raising the puppies, no
reward was necessary.  Norah McGriskin showed this
puppy for me, quickly succeeding to make Ch.
Jaegerhouse’s Tolle Bolle my first home bred champion.
Sadly, Pebbles’ ability to open any door and her brief, split
second moments of dangerous aggression, made living
with her unsafe. All our hearts were broken when the deci-

sion had to be made to lay her to rest. In Bolle, we discov-
ered a health problem that must not be passed on to future
generations. We had to spay her and she lived out her life
with a very nice family.

So here were the Jaegers, with an almost empty house
of Boxers and big heartaches, wanting no more Boxers for
show or breeding. Out of the blue a call came from Mrs.
Whitmore that someone had family trouble and needed to
place three puppies immediately, could we help?  Right
away Peter asked me to go and get the puppies. They were
an instant hit. I found out later that they were sired by Am.
Ch. Huffand’s Irish Rebel. We sold one puppy for the
breeder and bought the other two. One stayed at our house
and the other one with friends. The two puppies grew up to
be Ch. Holly Lane’s Irish Gold (Tammy), shown by Shirley
DeBoer and Ch. Holly Lane’s Irish Mist (Juno), also shown
by Shirley. Tammy was bred to the 1984 Grand Prize
Futurity Winner Am/Can. Ch. Donessles Cassino SOM ,
and later to Am/Can. Ch. Donessle’s Crusader SOM and
became a DOM. Juno followed in her sister’s footsteps and
became a DOM bred twice, once to Ch. Donessle’s Simon
Says and once to Am/Can. Ch. Quebos Enrique’s Mingo. 

Tammy was nursing her first litter when another call
came from Mrs. Whitmore. She had heard of a Boxer liv-
ing in a hellhole of a puppy farm, could I go with her to
check it out?  We went that evening. Raiko was a tall bitch,
weighing about 30 pounds and in horrible condition. The
owner of the puppy farm told us that if I would pay her

was much too strong and could give a draft horse competi-
tion. Wearing a prong collar (shudder), he could pull the
children on their wagons or toboggans, anywhere they
wanted to go. He and the children loved those outings.

A few days before his 12th birthday, life’s challenges
became too much for him. We knew we had to let Bento go,
but we could not do so unless we had another Boxer wait-
ing for us.  I was now aware of some of the mistakes I had
made with my first dog and started to look for a breeder.
Fortune was with me. I found my way to Haviland
Kennels. Eve Whitmore did not have any puppies, just a 6
months old male who was not a show dog, but was a son of
Am/Can. Ch. Haviland’s Jacks or Better.  Eve asked us
repeatedly if I wanted a pet or a show prospect. The answer
always was, a pet. Eve suggested her 6 months old male,
informed us about the use of a crate and gave us other help-
ful hints. We decided to purchase this puppy, provided Eve
would keep him until we had celebrated Bento’s 12th birth-
day and given ourselves some time to accept his loss.

When we brought this puppy home, we came up with
the original name Haviland’s Boomer. Acting like Scarlett
O’Hara,  “ As God is my witness, I will walk my dog, my
dog will not walk me.”   The search for obedience classes
began.  I joined a local obedience club and stayed on in
spite of all the negative remarks being made about Boxers
in obedience. Our moment of satisfaction came, when
Boomer graduated top of the class. 

Boomer and I went on to the next level when Genny

Naher, one of the obedience instructors, asked me to go to
a conformation show with her, where she was showing her
Sheltie. I was so impressed with all the beautiful dogs and
the dog show that I started thinking about acquiring a
Boxer show puppy. I mentioned it to Eve Whitmore but
also told her that Peter was not eager to have two Boxers in
the house. Boomer and I continued on with obedience
classes, seminars   and participated in obedience competi-
tions.  Boomer obtained his CDX title before the age of two
and was for two years running, Canada’s top obedience
Boxer. He did work well but hated being at the show and
would much rather have stayed home and played with the
children or visited schools and old age homes. I retired him
from official competition, but he continued to go visiting
and doing what he did best, bringing joy to young and old. 

Contributing to my decision to retire Boomer from
the obedience ring so early was a phone call from Mrs.
Whitmore that she had a show prospect puppy for us. Off I
went with the children to see her.  She gave us the puppy
for a litter back. We brought Haviland’s Royal Pebble
home. How could Peter say no to the children who already
loved this adorable puppy?  He didn’t, Pebbles was here to
stay. She was my start into the conformation show world
and widely helped me to broaden my experiences in the
obedience training field, as well as obedience competition.
Pebbles was outstanding in obedience and won many High
in Trials, scoring in the high 190’s, beating many of the top
obedience breeds. She was also the reason that I started and
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Ch. Jaegerhouse’s Greta Garbo,shown by
Norah McGriskin, judged by Mrs. Burleson

Ch. Jaegerhouse’s Junior ( TJ)
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heating, doors the dogs could use to go in
and out, guillotine doors we could use to
control their coming and going, 16 ft.
long individual outdoor runs and one acre
fenced in for playing. It also had a special whelping room
and a kitchen with grooming and bathing facilities. We
moved in with Tammy, GiGi, Doubloon and my daughter’s
two pugs.

I like and use many features of the kennel, but one
aspect I could not accept: The limited access the Boxers
in the kennel had to family life, although they were given
a great deal of attention and had many comforts.
Consequently the kennel is mostly empty or has two or
three inhabitants. The physical and mental health of my
Boxers and their contentment has always been the most
important part of my involvement with the breed.

Decisions I had to make were always based with
that in mind. Essentially with one or two exceptions, no
bitch has had more then two litters of puppies. More often
than not, one litter was all they had.  This guiding principle
still rewarded me with many Dams of Merit and several
Sires of Merit and Ch. Jaegerhouse’s Who Is that Girl
(Digit) who earned the Legion of Merit title.  When I need-
ed to home adults and/or puppies I did so to thoroughly
screened families. Fortunately numerous families return
after years for a second and some even a third time for a
puppy and/ or adult. A few families add a second or third
Boxer to their family. My aim has been to help these fami-
lies in every way possible, be it health, training, showing,
breeding etc. The more I help, the more the family knows,
the better “my Boxers” or for that matter any Boxer’s life
will be. Currently three Boxers are living with us, Ch.
Jaegerhouse’s U Crack Me Up  (Cracker), Ch.
Jaegerhouse’s Second to None (Uno) and Ch.
Jaegerhouse’s Waltzing Matilda (Silly Tily), but several
others are owned or co-owned by us, who live with friends.

As a consequence of my love for Boxers, my involve-
ment with the Boxer Club of Canada, and the American
Boxer Club, I have been privileged to be the recipient of
numerous achievement awards. I cherish most however,
the life long friendships I have developed with owners,
breeders, and handlers of Boxers.  My hope is to acquire

many more friends who
share my love for Boxers.
For old friends, and friends
yet to be made, I would
like to share the following
story: When Tammy had
her first litter, Shirley
DeBoer was visiting. She
advised me on how to help
the mother get the puppy
started. There was no prob-
lem with the delivery,
except for one puppy that
would not breathe in spite
of all my efforts. To my

horror, Shirley took this
puppy and placed him on the

very hot electric baseboard heater. I shrieked, “The puppy
is going to get burned!” Shirley in her polite and calm man-
ner turned to me, “What the f—- does it matter, if he is
dead he won’t feel it and if he is not, he’ll scream.” He
screamed and grew up to become Am/Ch. Jaegerhouse’s
Golden Glove. This lesson taught to me by Shirley, has
saved many a puppy’s life. Right Lou-Ann??

Subsequent to this story about my good friend
Shirley, I’d like to leave you all with a song made famous
by Frank Sinatra:

Ch. Jaegerhouse’s Waltzing Matilda shown
by Cindy Crawford-Gorath judged by Dr. D.
Buchwald Futurity chair Dr. B. Wyerman

I’ve lived a life that’s full 
I traveled each and ev’ry highway
And more, much more than this, I did it my way

Regrets, I’ve had a few
But then again, too few to mention
I did what I had to do and saw it through 
without exemption

I planned each charted course, 
each careful step along the byway

And more, much more than this, I did it my way

Yes, there were times, I’m sure you knew
When I bit off more than I could chew
But through it all, when there was doubt
I ate it up and spit it out
I faced it all and I stood tall and did it my way

Am. Can. Ch. Jaegerhouse’s Unique shown by
Richard Baum, judged by Dr. Buchwald




