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            THE RAINBOW BRIDGE

         

         There is a bridge connecting Heaven and Earth. It is called The Rainbow Bridge because of its many colours. Just this side of the bridge there is a land of meadows, hills and valleys with lush green grass.

         When a beloved pet dies it goes to this place. There is always food and water and warm spring weather. The old and frail animals are made young again, those who are maimed are made whole again. They play all day with each other. There is only one thing missing – their special guardians who loved them on Earth.

         Each day they run and play until finally the day comes when one pet suddenly stops playing and looks up. The nose twitches. The ears come up and it suddenly breaks away from the group. You have been seen and when you and your beloved friend meet, you take them into your arms and embrace. Your face is kissed again and again and again and you look once more into the eyes of your pet.

         Then you cross the bridge together, never again to be apart.
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            JUNE 1986 – THE BEGINNING

         

         What was happening to me? I felt myself being pushed along in a steady rhythm, unsure whether I liked this feeling. I was moist and warm and suddenly I was ejected from my comfort zone and found myself lying among other bodies making lots of high pitched squeaking. Strange smells all around me, I had a rough tongue rapidly pushing my body about, licking and licking me clean and dry. I too emitted the same squeaking; it was bedlam, my eyes were tight shut and I had to feel my way around knocking into other little warm bodies, seven of them. The big body with the rough tongue was moving about sorting us out. I then heard a new noise, which I found out later was a human telling the big body (Mother) to lie down. A large hand picked us up one by one and we were put against our Mother’s teats, snuggling amongst the long hair trying to latch on for our first feed.

         Several weeks have passed and we were plump and very furry, two were brown and the rest of us were slate. Our eyes were now open and we were now able to walk. Whenever our Mother settled down amongst us it was a mad fight to find the best teat to suck the most delicious milk and my larger siblings could actually latch on when our milk bar was standing.

         We all enjoyed finding the brightest parts in our outside pen basking in the sunlight, although sometimes, looking up, there were blobs of white moving across the blue sky. Usually we huddled together during our sleep time to keep warm. During this time we were visited by large faces staring down at us and smaller faces with tender smiles, laughing at our antics as we played together. Each face gave out a different sound as their mouths moved. One larger face came often and I started to recognise the sound and looked forward to her coming and giving me extra cuddles, burying her face in my fur. I think she is going to call me Kizzy.

         At seven weeks old I was the first to leave my birth Mother when the same lady came and carried me away. I felt a pang of regret leaving my brothers and sisters – we had had such fun together – now I was on my own for the first time. Everything smelt so different, although I recognised that distinctive smell of my new Mother. It was the first time I had travelled in a moving noisy box which had round wheels, not paws like mine, and I was held close by someone I now know was Nanny, to make me feel safe. I licked her hands in gratitude and Mum smiled down at me. After what seemed like a long journey I was carried into a building which was to be my new home and then straight out into the garden. Trembling, I hid behind the flower pots and refused to go into the big house as I was a bit frightened. A large man came out to see me; I knew it was a man as he smelt totally different to Mum. He picked me up and in a deep booming voice said, “So this is Kizzy! What a beautiful Bearded Collie puppy.” He was to be my Dad. I was shown my new sleeping accommodation in the conservatory and immediately crawled into a comfy box under a bench which was nice and dark. Meanwhile, I found it rather strange as I watched Mum placing rustling white stuff with black patterns down on the concrete. During the night I used these to pee on, but was worried that Dad might be cross because I had seen him sitting quietly examining each sheet. Well, he would not be able to read them now. The next morning I was praised for not crying for my siblings.

         For the first week in my new home I was driven to Nanny’s. This involved sitting in my bean bag at the back of Mum’s car for a ten minute ride whilst Mum worked in the mornings to earn money to feed me. I decided I liked this new life with all the cuddles and attention. As I was so good at Nanny’s it was decided that I could stay at home with the garden to play in, but being young I spent most of my time sleeping while Mum was absent.

         As soon as my injections were completed, I was allowed out into the New World to face the hustle and bustle which I found very exciting. New smells, monster cars flashing by, and meeting other dogs who were also wearing collars attached to leads walking along with their owners. Mum had great delight in telling her friends I wasn’t pulling on my lead because we had practised in the garden.

         My next new frightening experience was Training School. The hall echoed with young barking puppies scrabbling their paws along the wooden floor in their enthusiasm to say hello to all their new friends. I was allowed to join in for a while before the teacher clapped her hands to begin our education to obey commands and learn how to behave. I was so good it wasn’t long before we moved into the Big Dogs’ Class.

         Time rolled by so happily. I eventually learned that I had to keep still when lifted onto an old kitchen table whilst Mum groomed me. She cleaned my ears and teeth once a week. I was a terrible fidget and tried Mum’s patience many times by jumping down with Mum in hot pursuit chasing me around the garden. Autumn arrived and it was great fun chasing falling leaves and experiencing for the first time the damp odour as we walked through the woods. Snow fell and I loved rolling in it, although I hated it when it turned into ice balls between my toes and I had difficulty walking. At night I snuggled lower in my bean bag as it got colder. One evening, while lying cosily on the lounge carpet, television broadcasts kept mentioning about not leaving animals out in the extreme cold, so I was surprised when I was left in the kitchen at night. That was real luxury for me!

         However, the weather soon warmed up again, although I did keep hearing, “When is summer coming?” 

         I found it quite hot some days and dug a nice big hole under a bush in the garden to lie and keep cool in. Mum muttered something about her not minding as long as this was the only one.

         One work day morning when instead of being told, “Be a good girl, Mummy won’t be long,” my Mum took me to her office. I soon got used to the noisy typewriter as I slept under her desk and loved the extra fuss I received from Mum’s work colleagues. In the lunch hour I was allowed to dash about in different woods and fields and even managed to catch a young squirrel under my paw and was a bit miffed when Mum made me let it go. This lovely new socialising experience only lasted two weeks as Mum was covering for someone who had gone on holiday.

         A month or so later, a visit to North Wales was mentioned and all of us going on holiday there. Mum had a friend who had set up a bed and breakfast and they were allowed to take me. What Mum said next had me sitting bolt upright. Was I hearing correctly? When we get back we would be having a new puppy! At last, I had got my way, because every time I was exercised in large park areas, I always rushed up to play with any dog that was about. Of course I soon tired them out, and I came back to Mum always telling her that I really needed a playmate of my own.

         We left for Wales and I had the longest car ride ever. We kept stopping for comfort breaks for me and of course them. Mum was pleased with me and kept telling Dad how laid back I was. Whatever that means.

         At our B & B I slept in Mum and Dad’s bedroom. Of course I was on my best behaviour; the owners had a farm dog called Fred, not a pedigree like me, he was half German Shepherd half Samoyed, and slept outside in a wooden kennel. I suppose he was used to it. He was such good fun and we shared my first experience of sand and sea, including chasing seagulls. I ate crab legs which was nice and salty but my stomach didn’t care for it! My week’s holiday was so exciting; car rides, mountain walks, waterfalls and streams, and don’t I love water. I must have been the cleanest dog in Wales that week. 

         Home again and after a good night’s sleep I woke up to find Mum bustling about making up my old box with new bedding and being told I was going to have a playmate called Emma. Later I sat up in amazement when this tiny fawn and white furry creature gambolled through the conservatory and out into MY garden. I was told she was a baby Beardie and that I was to be kind to her.

         Well, I did as I was told, as I am grown up now and have to set a good example at thirteen months old. I allowed her to sleep in my bean bag (I found her box rather small as my tail had to hang out), eat from my bowl as well as her own, and take toys from my mouth. She was reprimanded though when hanging onto my collar for grim death. When she pulls out mouthfuls of my fur, I thump her with my paw, but then I feel sorry as I don’t mean to hurt her and run guiltily to my Mum for sympathy.

         Walks now include the three of us, with Emma inside a shoulder bag zipped up with just her head out so she gets used to traffic whizzing by and is safe. When we get back I am not happy having my face and paws washed in disinfectant, though I am told it will not last forever – until Emma has had her vaccinations.

         When Emma is asleep, Mum plays with me, but I often lie down thoughtfully wondering how next year will pan out as Emma grows up and we do more and more things together. We shall have to wait and see.
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            1988 – LIFE WITH EMMA

         

         I have decided to keep a diary so that in my veteran years with the help of Mum I can look back on all the adventures and trials and tribulations that Emma and me, Kizzy, have experienced together, and whoever reads this will enter into our Canine World.

         Some eighteen months have now passed and a lot has happened since my little fawn sister joined our family. Emma is still quite a handful and Mum said she is a typical Beardie, so what does that make me? I am really proud to write our journal, this is the difference between Emma and me. Emma couldn’t write a journal; she can’t keep still for more than five minutes, although, upon reflection, she is quite vocal!

         To continue… Just before she was allowed down on the ground, we were out on one of our lovely walks. I was rushing on ahead across the fields and Mum was staggering along with Emma as she was now quite heavy, when to my great surprise my little playmate shot passed me. Oh great joy! Emma had wriggled out of Mum’s shoulder bag. With the wind blowing through our coats, we flew happily across the first field like a couple of tornadoes. I did hear hysterical screaming which quickly faded, and all we could hear was each other panting as we reached the third field. I turned and remembered Mum, I could see an outline of her way up on the hill; no way! She was running away from us, not chasing us, so I led the way this time and hi-tailed it back with Emma in hot pursuit. Mum was really pleased to see us, Emma was whisked up and popped back into the shoulder bag and I was given a titbit for being such a good girl! This was a taste of things to come.

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

         At the beginning of 1988, Mum decided that our sleeping accommodation needed to be more comfortable and luxurious, to be in keeping with Beardies like us. She persuaded Dad to have our house all knocked down. At the time we were not at all happy our home had gone and we had to sleep indoors, but when we saw our new surroundings, well we felt like a couple of toffs. Double glazed roof, windows and door. Tiled floor – not concrete – and a radiator for the really cold weather. We shared it with a few plants and our two tortoises who rarely speak to us – not at all in the winter as they are tucked up in a big box of straw. In the summer they are just a couple of meat pies on legs but not at all tasty. Anyway, our conservatory home is brilliant, even if we did hear Dad grumble to Mum that, “Those two dogs are costing more than I expected.”

         Summer was very memorable. Emma helped me dig an even larger hole under my favourite bush, and even helped Mum dig holes for the bedding plants. I taught her how to drink out of the bird bath, but, being the madcap she is (she goes overboard in everything she does), she managed to knock the water bowl off and break the stone base. We also turned the garden, which is Mum’s favourite hobby (second to us of course), into a race track; there was no lawn left to mow and the mature azaleas were just stumps sticking out of the ground which made good chewing sticks for us. The neighbours shook their heads in disbelief when looking over the fence and said that the garden couldn’t be entered into the local competition for ‘Prettiest Garden’ anymore.

         
            
[image: ]
               AFTER PLAYING CHASE IN THE GARDEN

            

         

         A great heated discussion ensued between Mum and Dad about how one Beardie was fine, but two were a disaster. At this point we got really worried and kept trying to climb on their laps telling them that we wouldn’t put so much effort in trying to race one another and maybe the grass would start to grow again and of course they could buy some new plants, couldn’t they?

         We were even more worried when we spent a couple of confusing weeks being kept out of the garden as we listened to cement mixers and squeaking wheelbarrows and observed from the dining room total disorder and chaos, which was far more than we had caused. Strange men extended the patio and erected wrought iron railings with a gate at the end of it. One of Mum’s Beardie friends was sure that it was not high enough and certainly wouldn’t contain her Beardies, but once we were allowed into our new ‘clean’ area, we never thought to jump the railings. No of course not, but Emma being Emma squeezed through the gaps. She wasn’t going to be stopped going under her favourite bush. The trouble was, she couldn’t get back, so was always barking for the gate to be opened. Another prevention job for Dad.
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               LET ME OUT I PROMISE TO BE GOOD

            

         

         Now she is more mature, she can’t get through, and quite honestly we all seem happy with the situation. Mum can dig her garden without Emma helping her, and Dad is pleased that in the past year the garden has returned to normal. What he wasn’t pleased about was the cost, but when he is asleep in the chair and we wake him up with a big slobbery kiss, we know he has forgiven us.

         Here is something else which will make you laugh; when it rains and is muddy my Mum puts me in a waterproof coat; Emma was told she had to finish growing before she could have one, so I always feel special when I wear it. Unfortunately one rainy day we both decided to jump in the river and I forgot I was special. Mum said I looked like the Michelin Man when I staggered out of the water. Needless to say, I’m not allowed to wear it when going on rainy river walks.

         As Emma got older Mum took on a new hobby called ‘showing’. On the day of Emma’s first show, Emma was allowed to wear MY coat on our early morning walk AND she wore BEARDIE BOOTS! I was so jealous. The coat was too big for her and she looked stupid, so I dived into her, rolled her over, cuffing her ears. After I had had my say, she picked herself up. One boot was off, she had a dirty head and one of her front paws was sticking through the neck piece. That taught her to be so high-and-mighty, and when they got back from the show Emma told me she hadn’t even been placed!

         She has of course since then been placed many times, including eight firsts, and also won a big cup for Best in Show at Wycombe. She strutted around showing off for days.

         We were very lucky this year, because Dad said we had cost him such a lot of money, he and Mum couldn’t have an expensive holiday, so they took us on two walking holidays. One in Yorkshire in July where we had a super time getting wet in the water and out as it rained all week. We didn’t mind a bit but I think Mum and Dad did. Thank goodness the accommodation had a tumble dryer for our towels.

         In October we spent the second week at the Braddabrooks’ house, a lady breeder who had lots and lots of Beardies. The weather was kind to us and we had even better walks. It helped being able to see where we were going. Mum and Dad kept dry, but we didn’t. Emma came into season and the breeder named her ‘the High Wycombe Harlot’; typical Emma, she is always so pushy. The poor rampant boy Beardies had to be shut out and Emma kept asking to join them. I thought she was MY friend. She has no finesse, not like me!

         Next year Mum and Dad are going abroad. Dad says he wants a ‘quiet’ holiday, sunshine and sand, so kennels have been mentioned. I have only stayed at that unmentionable place once and it was so long ago I can’t remember what it was like. Still, I’ll have my bouncy friend Emma with me this time and I am sure we will survive.

         I know it was good for Mum and Dad to get me a little sister. We get on very well together, but I do get fed up sometimes when she continually dive bombs me. Maybe Mum will get another Beardie puppy and perhaps the new one will dive bomb Emma and leave me in peace. Well that’s worth dreaming about!

      

   


   
      
         

            1989 – MORE ‘TAILS’ FROM KIZZY

         

         We are off on another trip today, but I understand this time it is to the Bankruptcy Court!

         Dad is muttering about how he had to double glaze the conservatory to provide us with extra warmth, extend and put railings up on the patio to keep us off the garden and now he sighs that Mum’s car isn’t big enough to take us both… Emma and I feel like princesses in our nearly new Nissan Prairie, quite a step up from the Ford Fiesta.

         Well, 1989 has proved quite a disastrous year for us and the year hasn’t ended yet! Both Emma and I are very well known at our vets and Mum is more than pleased with PetPlan Insurance.

         Towards the end of last year, I started to scratch and scratch and scratch. The visits to the vet went from once a week to every other day. It was my diet, they said. It was a food allergy. After weeks of being on boiled lamb and rice, I was so unhappy. I suffered pills, injections and creams. I had chewed my back legs until they were raw and Mum had to bandage them. My ears were constantly quivering and I felt so degraded when I had to wear a plastic lampshade to protect my head and ears. When Mum had spare moments, she sat on the floor to cuddle me trying to calm me down. I was so depressed; Emma wanted to play but I was too ill and crept away in a corner to get away from everybody. 

         Three months passed with almost daily visits to the vets, we were told it wasn’t catching so Emma was still going to shows. After seeing five vets at our practice, no-one knew what was wrong with me. Mum almost in tears demanded to see a specialist and as the London Veterinary College was fully booked for two months we got an immediate appointment to see a skin specialist in Coventry. I slept on the back seat of Dad’s car (normally taboo) lying upside down with the horrible lampshade on. By this time, Emma had started to scratch too but our vet said Mum was getting neurotic and there was nothing wrong with her apart from her anal glands, which they emptied!

         Arriving at the specialist I weakly tried to climb up on the table I had climbed so many times, but the kind man wanted to interview Mum and Dad first asking them lots of questions about me and then the final question was asked: had THEY any bites or a rash? Mum’s mouth dropped open when Dad bared his chest revealing a rash which had only come up the night before. The specialist took a scraping of skin from inside my ear flap and disappeared into his laboratory reappearing five minutes later with a big smile and invited Mum and Dad to look down his microscope. SARCOPTIC MANGE – what a relief to get a diagnosis! Little did I realise what was ahead for Emma and I, and even Mum and Dad!

         We had to be bathed in Quellada every week, and it took nearly three months before we finally got rid of our terrible itching. We were so fed up and disappeared every time the bath was run, but Emma and I did get a laugh at the beginning of the treatment when Mum and Dad had to stand naked and shivering in the bathroom for five minutes before they could shower off the Quellada they had applied to each other’s bodies. They only had to have three applications and each time they were in the bathroom there were heated discussions on the ‘joys’ of owning dogs! They never discussed how we felt, we lost count how many times we were tempted into the bathroom with tasty snacks waved in front of our noses. At last we were cleared of carrying those microscopic mites – sighs of relief all round, now we could socialise with our Beardie friends again.
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         The next disaster was when Mum, Emma and I were saying goodbye to Adele (Mum and Dad’s daughter) at the front door. It was cold and snowing and Mum pulled the inner hall door closed to keep the heat in. Emma screamed and we all thought Mum had caught her paw, but as Emma moved away, blood shot around the walls of the porch and when Mum reopened the inner door, the end of Emma’s tail was stuck to the hinged side of the door!

         Panic reigned as Emma was quickly scooped up and with her tail hurriedly bandaged we raced off in the car to the vets. I assessed the stressful situation and quietly sniffed at Emma sitting on Adele’s lap to try and pacify her. Also looking over Mum’s shoulder as she was driving along, I saw the end of Emma’s tail laid across Mum’s legs. I leaned forward to lick Mum’s salty tears away so she could see where she was driving and we arrived at the vets without any more mishaps. Poor Emma, she was very nervous for quite a while whilst the vet examined her and said the end of her beautiful tail couldn’t be sewn back on. We picked her up later after the vet had to cut more of her tail off so he could pull the skin over the end of her injury. She cringed every time she wagged her tail and hit it against something until it had fully healed.

         The Kennel Club wrote to Mum saying that Emma can be shown and sent a letter that was to be handed to the steward before they went in the ring, so now the fur has regrown over the injured end of her tail Mum is going to try showing her again (good luck Emma).

         Other visits to the vets have been to have our badly cut paws stitched. We live in an area which is very flinty, and Mum tries to keep us away from these areas now. Vet fees since Mum joined PetPlan have been over £500 and that is only in the last eighteen months. I was back at the vets just recently and told I can’t have puppies. I would have liked to have a family but Mum said my mouth is overshot and I mustn’t pass the defect on. I had to be kept on my lead for ten days, which annoyed Emma who constantly barked at me to play and run with her. Mum got the worst of it because, when we were in the woods, I dragged her through the undergrowth to sniff at all the special smells. Not only did she have to pick the sweetheart burrs out of my coat but also needed to pick the broken branches out of her hair and clothes.

         At the time of writing this, our last visit to the vets was for our annual injections and Timmy tortoise came too as he had a cold and wasn’t well. He had to have two injections, antibiotics and multivitamins. He is a little better, but still a bit snuffly.

         What is happening to the Ives’ household? Even Dad ended up in hospital for three days on a drip. He had food poisoning. I tried to tell Mum that if he ate the same as us girls for dinner he wouldn’t have been ill.

         Mum and Dad had their sunshine and sea holiday. Why they had to go abroad when England was just as hot I don’t know, but we were duly packed off to the ‘dreaded kennels’. We had been given a trial run of two days to get us used to it. I thought, “I will teach Mum a lesson,” and held myself for two days. The trouble was, it was me who was uncomfortable. On staying there a fortnight, the nice kennel lady was asked to keep an eye on me. I held myself again: Emma told me not to be so silly, but I was surprised when I was taken out on my lead and still I wouldn’t perform. Then Emma was brought along for company, but still I refused to go. By the third day I was put in a paddock on my own, let off the lead and told to do my ‘two twos’. What on earth was that lady talking about? My Mum always said ‘hurry up’ or ‘quickly’ to me when she wanted me to function. I just stared at the lady and she stomped out mumbling to herself how stubborn Beardies can be. When I thought no one was watching me I relieved myself. I can’t help it if Mum abandons me, I’m more sensitive about these personal things than Emma.

         The Southern Counties Bearded Collie Club hold three fun events a year. The Spring Frolic, Strawberry Tea and the Tramps Tuck-In. It was September and we travelled to another breeder’s home; they kept greyhounds as well as Beardies, and there was a huge running track which we all charged around chasing one another. I have never seen so many Beardies together all enjoying themselves, I had fun flirting with the boy Beardies too. Of course the two legged owners were tucking into their tea, but all we managed to tuck into was the baked bean juice off the paper plates. I noticed some Beardies were given pieces of sausage but no such luck for us.

         We both failed our Junior Working Tests, but that was not our fault – Mum hadn’t trained us properly. I refused point blank to fetch the dumbbell. (It is a silly game anyway.) Emma showed willing but either spat the dumbbell out, or brought it back to Mum but hung onto it for grim death and wouldn’t let it go!

         I did win the Musical Sits. Emma went out in the last ten, because she lost her concentration. The most exciting part of the day was us actually meeting the Supreme Champion, Cassie, and seeing that enormous cup which she won at Crufts. 

         As this year hasn’t been a good year for the Ives Beardies and humans, we are hoping for a change in our fortunes. In late September we leave for an adventure holiday on Dartmoor with our doggy friend Noah. He is crossed between a little black poodle and a Wheaten Terrier. He has his dad’s golden colour and his mum’s curly coat. A very handsome lad, but not at all intelligent like us. It should be fun as there are going to be six human friends coming with us.

      

   


   
      
         

            1990 – KIZZY – THE TRUTH ‘PENNED’ BY EMMA

         

         Kizzy thinks she is so clever writing stories about our adventures and struts about with her nose in the air; she never lets me, Emma, forget how famous we are becoming, all because of her putting paw to paper. Well, enough is enough and I feel it’s about time I let you know a few home truths to put her in her place!

         What about the time when…

         She was a puppy and buried a bone with her nose and got an infection up her nasal passages and ended up at the vets having her nose irrigated and her head X-rayed to make sure a small stone hadn’t got stuck.

         What about the time when…

         She thought she was like the Labrador puppy on the television and enjoyed unravelling the toilet roll and happily trailed it around the house.

         What about the time when…

         She was naughty being groomed, and Dad had to sit by the grooming table to talk to her and hold her down if a knot was found while Mum worked on carefully removing it.

         What about the time when…

         A Rottweiler attacked her and knocked Mum over and I had to do my protection bit and chase it away.

         What about the time when…
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