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      Chapter 1


      Trouble on a
frosty night


      

         

         I KNEW I loved the man, but could I ever learn to love his dog? This was just one of the negative thoughts running through my head

         at 3 am as I stood naked in his garden, acutely aware of the deep, rumbling growl of a dog somewhere very close by. I couldn’t

         see her in the gloom, but I knew she was near enough to do some serious damage if I continued to advance.

      


      I hadn’t expected to be outside when I had come downstairs or I would have put on some clothes. My dog Spider, a large and

         lovely Beauceron, needed to go out to the toilet and had woken me by resting his head gently beside me on the bed. So I had

         left Grant sleeping and had come downstairs, half asleep myself, and opened the back door. Spider trotted out and Chesil,

         the newly arrived Chesapeake Bay Retriever, seizing her opportunity, had bulldozed her way past me and disappeared into the

         garden with him. Spider quickly 

         returned and I waited patiently for Chesil to come back in. I called, and I waited, then I called again … and waited. Eventually,

         already a little chilled, I ventured out into the pitch black, freezing cold night air to see where she had got to.

      


      Although Chesil was new to us, Grant and I had been together for nine months and I knew he was the person I wanted to spend

         the rest of my life with. I have always had better relationships with dogs than humans, understanding them in a way that seemed

         second nature. Humans, on the other hand, with their power to deceive and be intentionally cruel, I was less comfortable with

         and I struggled with issues of trust and commitment. Grant had been different from the rest, soothing my worries and creating

         a place of safety where I wanted to stay. When we met, I knew that he had been what I was looking for. He was kind and communicative,

         with a strength of character that had matched mine, allowing us to form an equal partnership. He had a deep laugh that I could

         locate him by if I lost him in a building, and an easy smile that had me hooked from the first moment. We had been inseparable

         since that first meeting and there had been a nine-month window where everything had been tinged with the all-encompassing

         happiness that comes with new love.

      


      There were issues, of course, as there always had been for me. One was his house, which he had bought 

         soon after I met him. He had moved out of a delightful, old-stone rented cottage, which I loved and felt at home in, into

         what I labelled the ‘retirement home’. It was a large house, built for a retired couple, in its own plot of land in a lovely

         village, but the style was one I associated with old age and grandparents. Technically, there was nothing wrong with the house,

         but it didn’t seem to fit Grant or our future life together, and I felt uncomfortable and out of place there. Even a good

         makeover couldn’t save it and I resisted settling down there, despite Grant’s frequent invitations to move in. So I commuted

         every day, from my house where I worked, to his house where I lived and slept. I kept few possessions there and so every weekend

         packed up vast amounts of belongings that I might need, like a homeless person, together with Spider who always went everywhere

         with me.

      


      Another issue, of a more recent nature, was Chesil. Stinky, aggressive, bad-mannered, annoying Chesil, an unwelcome relic

         and reminder of Grant’s previous life, who had arrived into our relationship like a tornado. She was now somewhere out there

         in the darkness. I couldn’t just leave her as she couldn’t be trusted not to escape from the garden – I knew I had to brave

         the cold and dark to go and get her back in so we could all go back to bed.

      


      Outside the back door, the garden is lit by a warmth-activated light. When it sprang into life as my warm, 

         unclothed body, now rapidly losing heat, went past, I could see that Chesil was not in the main part of the garden, which

         meant that she had gone round the corner of the house where it is darker. Thinking that it would be a quick job to get her

         back in, I padded along the back of the house, my bare feet on freezing cold paving, hoping that the high fences would protect

         my modesty from any neighbours who happened to be awake and looking out of their windows at that time of the night.

      


      I discovered Chesil sitting beside the gate leading to the front garden. She was watching me with eyes that shone in the faint

         light from the main garden, and I could see from her huge pupils, glowing red in the dark, that she was already in an agitated

         state. I called her and she didn’t move, so I moved forward to take her collar to lead her gently back into the house. She

         gave a deep, thunderous growl. Reacting too slowly to heed her warning, my fingers closed around her collar, and I felt her

         teeth bite down on my wrist. She applied a strong, crushing pressure, not fast enough to break the skin but hard enough to

         cause steadily increasing pain until I was forced to let go. She was good at this – it was clearly a technique she had used

         before.

      


      I was really annoyed by her reaction. I’m used to dogs that I live with being willing to cooperate and work with me, in the

         same way that I work to make them feel 

         happy and comfortable. Chesil had scared me with her unreasonable reaction and I resented such an unjust response to my simple

         request. On top of that, she was very lucky that we had taken her on in the first place and had no right to be making life

         difficult for me when I was only trying to help. I felt she should, at the very least, be trying to control herself as she

         was a guest in our house. As a dog, she had no sense of guilt about putting people out. I knew that, of course, but it wasn’t

         easy to be professional at that time in the morning.

      


      I was losing heat fast and the prospect of getting back inside seemed very appealing, not least because I was concerned that

         the commotion would attract amused viewers to a show I had not intended to put on. I knew Chesil was worried about being shut

         in the kitchen alone, so worried that she would prefer to curl up in a freezing garden for the night. Although part of me

         felt it would serve her right, I knew I wouldn’t be able to sleep if I left her to spend the rest of the night on the cold

         concrete. Besides, she may decide to break out of the garden when it got light and go on a rampage through the village, so

         I felt I had no choice but to get her in by some means.

      


      I began telling her off in a cross, but not-too-loud voice, more of an angry stage-whisper, hoping it was enough to persuade

         her to see the error of her ways and not wake Grant or the neighbours. It was then that the 

         heat-sensor light went out. Not being able to see me in the total darkness, she started a low, rumbling growl. With jaws that

         I had seen breaking bone, I didn’t want to be too close, so I retreated a little. Frustration and temper then took over –

         ‘How dare you be so naughty,’ I shrieked as loudly as I dared, going round behind her with the intention of shooing her forwards

         towards the door.

      


      If I had been thinking straight at that time in the morning, I would have known better than to leave the house to retrieve

         an untrained, unpredictable dog without taking a lead. I could have clipped on the lead without her getting agitated and quietly

         led her back to the kitchen. To fetch a lead now would require another journey across the back of the house on cold concrete

         in bare feet in full view of the neighbours, and so shooing seemed a more favourable option, albeit an unprofessional one.

      


      Chesil responded to my anger by moving away swiftly, knowing from the tone of my voice that I meant business. As she shot

         round the corner of the house and passed by the back door, she triggered the light. I got to the corner of the house just

         in time to be fully bathed in its glow and to see her tail disappearing underneath the garden table in between the chair legs.

         She could have gone back into the kitchen. That would have been an easier option as the door was still wide open and closer

         but, no, she decided that squeezing under the table was 

         preferable. Chesil had only been with us for a few months. Before that, because of her difficult and unruly behaviour, she

         had spent her time in a small kitchen, getting very little exercise, going for every scrap of food she could find. As a result

         of this lifestyle, she was grossly overweight and only fractionally smaller than the table she was attempting to hide under.

      


      In her previous home, Chesil had been known to terrorize the women of the household. In fact, there were only women in the

         household so they were both terrorized. I felt she needed to learn that it was possible for a woman to get the upper hand,

         even a naked one in the middle of the night, and I knew it was important to not allow her to ‘win’ when she resorted to aggression

         as she had done in the past. For this reason, and partly because I was naked and freezing cold, I decided that the only way

         to get her out from under the table was to get the broad-headed mop from the house and push her until she was forced out into

         the open, from which I could herd her back into the kitchen. This wasn’t very professional, but I really wanted to be back

         in a warm bed now and my tired brain could not think of another way to get her out. So I fetched the mop and attempted to

         push her big, heavy body out from its hiding place. The prodding brought much angry resistance in the form of growls initially,

         escalating to high-pitched yelps and squeaks as she realized that she might actually lose the battle and have 

         to come out from under the table. She was furiously attacking the mop and making a terrible racket.

      


      At this point, the window opened above us and Grant’s sleepy face appeared. I really wanted to speed this up now as I knew

         he would come down and try to take charge of the situation. Dogs were my business, not his. I was the one who was supposed

         to be the dog expert and I wanted to be seen to behave competently with dogs at all times, even at 3 am. I wanted to prove

         to Grant that I could cope with his unruly mutt, so I became more frantic with the prodding to try to get her out until I

         heard a snap, which was the sound of the head breaking off the pole of his plastic mop.

      


      A few seconds later, he appeared in the kitchen doorway and shouted at the top of his voice, ‘Chesil! Get inside!’ Grant has

         an incredibly loud voice and when he shouts, he can be heard over long distances. Close up, it was like thunder. Chesil stopped

         growling and squeaking immediately, and obediently trotted inside. Head down, tail lowered, but doing exactly what he had

         ordered. ‘Dammit,’ I thought, ‘one to him and the “shouting at your dog” technique,’ and zero to me with all my knowledge

         and desire to practise kind methods,’ even though I was too tired, cold and agitated to think of them while naked in a frosty

         garden in the middle of the night.

      


      ‘I thought there was a fox or something under the table,’ Grant said as we headed for the stairs. ‘With all 

         that yelping, I thought it had got trapped and you were trying to set it free.’ Having heard how aggressive Chesil had been

         in the past and having been on the receiving end of her aggression a few times already, I have to say I would rather have

         faced a trapped fox than Chesil under the table. I decided to wait and tell him, in the morning, that I had broken his mop.

      


   

      Chapter 2


      Good credentials


      

         

         MY DEFINITION of a rescue dog is one that has had to live with more than one owner and, at some point, faced an uncertain future. There

         have been other rescue dogs in my life before Chesil, many thousands in fact. As well as taking on and rehabilitating problem

         dogs of my own, I worked for one of the UK’s biggest animal welfare charities for 12 years, helping other owners to understand

         their dog’s behavioural problems and put them right, and teaching staff how to rehabilitate rescue dogs. I’d been a consultant

         for many animal rescues centres around the country, dealing, eventually, with particularly problematic dogs where the choice

         was to rehome or euthanize. My worldwide courses and lectures helped rescue centres that were less experienced in behaviour

         knowledge to improve their procedures and place more dogs more successfully.

      


      Despite all my experience, no dog was as difficult for me as Chesil. She wasn’t technically difficult, in the sense 

         that I didn’t know why she behaved as she did or how to cure her, but she was emotionally difficult, arriving at a time in

         my life when I wasn’t ready to take her on. As well as bad timing, a bigger problem was that she really wasn’t a lovable dog.

         Her unique combination of genetics and past experiences had made her into something very rare – a dog I just didn’t like.

         She was pushy, aggressive, fat, rude and smelly, with a will of iron and absolutely no manners. Added to this, she was extremely

         aggressive over things she had taken or stolen, and, worst of all, had a nasty habit of rolling in her own urine, and anything

         else disgusting she could find on a walk – for Chesil, the stinkier it was, the better. When this was combined with her strong

         natural odour, it made her quite easily the most smelliest dog I have ever come across. Even when bathed, the sweet smell

         of the shampoo, together with the residual odour from her skin, created a sickly combination that was slightly worse than

         the original smell alone.

      


      Chesil was as wide as a house, which made her an unstoppable battering ram if she wanted to get past you. Due to her excess

         eating, she made a very unpleasant smelly mess right in front of you as soon as she went into the garden, no matter how often

         she was let out, and squatted down to urinate as soon as her paws hit the grass, not thinking to move away to a more remote

         part of the garden. I tried to keep an open mind, but she 

         simply wasn’t a dog you could feel sorry for. When I first met her, I was glad she wasn’t my dog. When I found out that there

         was a chance she would become mine by association, I knew it was going to take all my skill and knowledge to make her into

         something resembling a dog I could love and live with. She definitely wasn’t a project I wanted to take on.

      


      The negative feelings I had towards Chesil were alien to me as I could usually see the good in even the most unruly, aggressive

         dog and love it despite its behaviour. Dogs with a bad attitude are usually misunderstood, lovely creatures, just waiting

         for someone to understand and help, and I could always see through their bravado and glimpse the kind of dog they could be

         with a little work. I wondered if I was being influenced by the fact that Chesil was Grant’s ex-wife’s dog, with all the connotations

         that brought, but when I described Chesil’s personality to friends, they understood why I didn’t like her.

      


      My best friend Helen had met Chesil in person and, although she loves dogs, she also found it difficult to like her. As soon

         as I had brought Chesil in to where Helen was sitting, she had tried to push her stinky body onto her, pushing with all her

         strength and trying to force Helen backwards. When this had failed, she tried to rake at her with her claws, gaining attention

         from Helen in the form of wounded squeaks as she had intended. She tried to jealously push in between Helen and Spider as

         Helen 

         tried to greet her doggy friend, causing aggravation and upset to all. All in all, it hadn’t gone well and Helen was sympathetic

         when she heard that I was likely to have to live with Chesil permanently. I wondered just how I was going to help rehabilitate

         this dog when I knew from my many years of experience that you needed an open heart, and love and patience by the bucket load,

         in order to make progress.

      


      Throughout my life, I’ve been lucky enough to get on well with all animals. This isn’t magic or a special gift, but simply

         an aptitude for understanding what they might be thinking and being aware of what could alarm or upset them. This ability

         developed during my childhood years when I spent time with any animal I could find, preferring them to the rather unkind humans

         I often encountered. I also have a very visual brain, being interested in pictures more than words, and I’ve noticed that

         people that are good with animals have a similar capacity, perhaps finding it easier to read the subtle signs and clues animals

         give to help you gauge their thoughts and feelings. My parents had taught me compassion for animals from an early age, expressing

         disapproval if I was unkind to one of my many pets and asking me to consider what it must feel like to be on the receiving

         end of my actions.

      


      When I was very young, I remember the German Shepherd ‘guard dog’ from next-door squeezing through 

         a hole in the fence and rushing towards my little black mongrel and me as we sat in the garden. I’d heard terrible reports

         about this dog, how it had bitten its owner and was ‘dangerous’, and had often heard the owner raging and shouting at the

         dog while it barked ferociously. Fearing that the huge beast racing towards us might be about to eat my pet, I calmly got

         up in time to intercept him, blocked him with my body and took his collar. After an initial struggle, during which he realized

         I wasn’t going to let go (I’d have given my life to protect my little dog, and had no fear of being bitten at that age), he

         gave up and allowed me to lead him gently back to his very startled owner’s front door. I remember talking quietly to him

         as we walked, a little afraid now that the crisis had passed, but finding that this lovely gigantic dog – silky, soft and

         gentle – responded to my voice with a gently wagging tail. As I gave him back to his angry owner, I felt a wave of regret

         that I hadn’t allowed him his freedom for longer.

      


      I didn’t know it then but this natural affinity with animals would lead to a long and rewarding career working with dogs.

         As a teenager I worked tirelessly and happily in a local breeding and boarding kennels during weekends and holidays. Life

         at the kennels was an amazing education for me, teaching me the skills so necessary for my future work, like how to approach

         frightened dogs and gain their trust by keeping still and 

         not making eye contact. I learnt that frightened dogs don’t like to have your hands too near them and to only touch them when

         they ‘invite’ you to do so by making close contact and visibly relaxing. I became skilled in getting out of a door easily

         with a bucket and brush when a whole pack was trying to follow me. And, perhaps most importantly, I learnt that small sweet-looking

         terriers were much more likely to bite you than big scary-looking Dobermanns.

      


      After the kennels and when my school days were over, I went on to study Zoology at university, a subject I loved and which

         allowed me to study animal behaviour and psychology with great scientists, such as the compassionate Professor Donald Broom.

         After a very short career in publishing, I was lucky enough to work for one of England’s leading animal welfare charities,

         which had just moved its headquarters close to where I lived. It was there that my career in animal behaviour really started

         and took off. Eventually, I became Head of Animal Behaviour, the first of my kind in the rescue dog world.

      


      The acquisition of all this knowledge and dog experience stood me in good stead for taking on rescue dogs of my own at a later

         date. I’ve had several throughout my life but the most testing, until Chesil, was a black Labrador/Weimeraner mix called Beau.

         He had bitten at least ten people that we knew of before I took him on, and was quite a challenge. As well as Beau, 

         I owned a rescue Springer called Sammy who was a perfect angel of a dog, loving and sweet to all she encountered and a good

         contrast to the more powerful and damaged Beau.

      


      As well as these two, I raised a Rhodesian Ridgeback called Winnie from a puppy. Her only fault was that she chased cats –

         she no doubt found these a good substitute for the lions her ancestors were originally bred to chase. Although she never caught

         one, I didn’t like her to scare them and worried that chasing one into the road would cause an accident. I once queued up

         at Crufts to ask the famous Barbara Woodhouse for a solution. She glared at me over the top of her spectacles, and said, ‘Oh

         that’s easy, my dear, you keep her on a lead’! She was right, of course, but I needed more and, eventually, I found a behaviourist,

         John Rogerson, who seemed to have all the answers. He had asked me if Winnie played with toys. When I said no, he told me

         I must have another dog at home. How did he know?! I was fascinated. After a longer conversation with him, I was hooked and

         so began a long voyage of discovery into the realms of animal behaviour.

      


      My little pack taught me a lot as they grew and developed and I spent hours just watching them interact and play. After the

         last of my dogs died of old age and after 12 years of the exhausting fire-fighting work of rehabilitation, I left the charity.

         I was tired of putting 

         emotionally broken dogs back together, which perhaps helps to explain why Chesil was such a difficult project for me to take

         on. Before I met Grant, I wanted to concentrate on a long-held dream of doing preventative work. My goal was to set up a network

         of puppy classes around the UK, and perhaps the world, so that everyone had somewhere to get good education to prevent their

         brand new puppy ‘going wrong’.

      


      I had recognized early on in my career that puppies didn’t come with a manual and so I decided to write one (The Perfect Puppy, now in its second edition, has sold many thousands of copies worldwide), based on all the knowledge I gained from working

         with dogs that had been ejected from their families for bad behaviour. This sold well, but only reached people who would sit

         down and read a book. Also, although a book can give you the knowledge you need, it’s not easy to learn the physical skills

         and techniques necessary for puppy training without a teacher, so puppy classes seemed the direction to head in.

      


      With a network of well-trained, professional tutors, I knew we would be able, collectively, to help owners go down the right

         path with their puppies from the outset. I’d been running puppy classes in my spare time while working full time, so I knew

         how much fun and how rewarding it could be. Owners just starting out with a new puppy are keen to learn and really want to

         get 

         it right. It made a refreshing change from the owners I worked with during the week who were already at the end of the line

         with their dogs. The young puppies that came to the classes were keen to learn and please their owners, so different from

         the untrained adolescent dogs I was used to dealing with at work. I thought that if I could reach people at the start of their

         relationship with a new pup, it would be so much easier to help them than to wait until they were already struggling and impatient

         with an older disobedient dog. So I started Puppy School, training tutors from around the country to run good-quality puppy

         classes using only positive, reward-based techniques. For the first few years, this took up every minute of the day and there

         was no spare time to have a dog in my life.

      


      Eventually, I began to win the battle of wrestling the Puppy School octopus and it became successful and more self-sufficient.

         Some free time began to emerge and my heart had healed after the loss of my lovely old dogs. At first, I wasn’t sure what

         to do but then the urge to get a puppy became almost overwhelming and Spider, my beautiful Beauceron, came into my life. I

         used all the knowledge I had gained over the years to raise him, dredging up all the ideas I frequently passed on to others,

         and knew the very best people to get advice from when things took small turns in the wrong direction during adolescence. Spider

         was raised only 

         with positives. He did have to learn boundaries and that he couldn’t have everything he wanted, but he was taught with love

         and kindness and a good deal of tasty treats. He had to grow up good as, after all, I was the founder of Puppy School, an

         organization set up to provide puppies with training for life-long good manners, and it would have looked very bad if I couldn’t

         get my own puppy to behave. So I put in the effort necessary to ensure he turned out well.

      


      Consequently, he was my perfect friend and accompanied me everywhere, showing off his favourite tricks and training skills

         with great enthusiasm. He even came with me to the board meetings when I became a Trustee of Battersea Dogs and Cats Home,

         running round the table, carrying his fluffy duck, looking for someone to take an interest in him whenever there was a break

         in proceedings. He was also my child substitute, receiving all the nurture and care that I would have given to children had

         my life taken a different turn and, dare I say, a bit of a mummy’s boy. It was when Spider was four years old that I met Grant.

      


      Grant is the antithesis of a mummy’s boy! He is tough, resolute and nobody’s fool. He believes dogs and men should go out

         together and hunt in the woods, not stay inside with your dog lying upside down on the sofa, head lolling. To be fair, Spider

         was very fit, running beside me when I rode my horse, keeping up at 

         full gallop until one of them gave in and slowed down. But he was used to responding to quiet whispers of requests, not loud

         demands for obedience.

      


      I made it clear from the outset that it was ‘love me, love my dog’ and, such was Grant’s love for me that he learned to adapt.

         Little did I know then how soon I would have to return the favour! From the beginning, Grant learned that Spider had to be

         carefully considered before I would agree to go away on holiday and that dog-sitters had to be found because I would never

         leave him languishing in kennels.

      


      Although there are reputable kennels, I knew that it was very difficult to find one. During my teenage years working in kennels

         I had witnessed, first hand, some very dodgy practice. The boarding dogs were housed in horse loose boxes, with four or five

         dogs spending their whole stay in one, sleeping in beds placed around the outside. They weren’t let out or taken for walks,

         but the owners never knew as they weren’t allowed down to visit. On the rare occasion they did make an appointment to see

         the kennels in advance of leaving their dogs, they were shown the top kennels, reserved for the breeding dogs, which had lovely

         runs and lots of room.

      


      While appreciating that the loose box idea wasn’t a great way to keep dogs, I reasoned that they were only there for a few

         weeks and at least they were safe and well fed. As a teenager, I had no power to change things, 

         but I did my best to make the dogs as happy as possible whenever I was there.

      


      As well as being aware of my thoughts on kennels, Grant learnt that even though Spider had a dog flap to get in and out to

         the garden, I was only willing to leave him alone for an absolute maximum of five hours, but never on two consecutive days.

         In addition, Spider had to sleep in the bedroom on his bed next to me as he had done since a puppy. He was a pampered pooch

         indeed, and his welfare was my top priority at all times. Considering Grant’s rough-and-ready approach to dog ownership, this

         was quite a change for him. However, he coped well, managing to adapt his previously learnt behaviour around dogs remarkably

         quickly. Changing the rules he lived by, such as ‘no dogs allowed in the bedrooms’ must have been difficult for him but he

         didn’t whine about it, preferring instead to humour me and allow me to continue as I pleased. When he moved into his new house

         with its pale green pristine carpet, we had joked about Grant finding Spider socks to wear to prevent him walking mud through,

         but they never materialized. He treated Spider kindly, and rapidly learnt the request words and hand gestures that I used

         for communication and direction. Although we didn’t know it, these would be so useful at a later date when we acquired Chesil.

      


      Grant and I had met about nine months before Chesil moved into sharp focus and, until then, we had led the 

         idyllic existence of new love, all happy and exciting. I’ve always found it difficult to live in this world of humans and

         Grant somehow managed to calm my fears and give me the security and strength I needed to feel content. I was no longer awake

         at 4 am, worrying about anything and everything. If I woke up and started to fret, Grant would wake up too, talking to me

         and holding me tightly, soothing my concerns until I was calm enough to go back to sleep. After a while, I began to sleep

         soundly all night. I imagine the sense of safety that Grant gave me was similar to how I made my rescue dog Beau feel when

         he came to live with me, and I knew our relationship was likely to last forever. What I didn’t know was that Chesil was about

         to burst into our happy and carefree days and turn life upside-down.

      


   

      Chapter 3


      The dilemma


      

         

         GRANT and I had met at Easter and since that time he had frequently talked about ‘his’ dog, a dog he shared with his ex-wife but

         which, in reality, I never saw as he couldn’t have her at his house while he was busy working long hours. The fact that she

         didn’t travel well in the car was his reason for not inviting her over for the occasional weekend when his 16-year-old daughter,

         Holly, came to stay. So I heard a lot about Chesil but never saw her. In Grant’s eyes, she was the most wonderful Chesapeake

         that ever walked the earth. He talked of her in glowing terms and frequently told me how lovely she was.

      


      It was rare for someone to own a Chesapeake – I knew from my days working in rescue that they were not an easy dog for the

         average owner. I was impressed that Grant had sourced a good one and it had turned out well. Not only was he my perfect man,

         but he seemed to be some kind 

         of wizard when it came to dogs, too. I was expecting to meet the sweet-natured, good-looking, well-behaved angel that I had

         seen through Grant’s mind’s-eye when he talked about her, and so nothing had prepared me for what greeted me on our first

         meeting.

      


      It was late summer and Spider and I were enjoying the peace and quiet of the back garden of Grant’s house. Then in burst Chesil…

         His ex-wife Diane had brought her over for a two-week stay while she and Holly went on holiday. Fortunately, Diane and I were

         well acquainted, and we seemed to get on well. I liked to listen to stories of Grant’s past antics, told from a perspective

         that I would never, otherwise, have been privy to.

      


      So when Diane arrived that day, my full focus was on Chesil and I was curious to meet the dog I had heard so much about. My

         first glimpse of her was as she erupted through the back door and into the garden, muzzled and fighting her lead, towing Diane

         in her wake. Chesil was large, sandy-coloured and slightly fluffy, but her overriding feature was her excess weight, which

         resulted in her skin being pulled tightly over her very fat back and sides, and made it hard for her to waddle, let alone

         run. I could see Diane was struggling to control Chesil so, as the garden was enclosed, I suggested she let her go. I sensed

         they would both be better off if they weren’t tied to each other. Diane gave me a worried look and released her.
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