
  
    [image: Heidi]
  


  
    
      HEIDI

      A PUPPY'S PROGRESS

      
        FAMILY OF RESCUE DOGS

        BOOK 11

      

    

    
      
        BRIAN L. PORTER

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 Brian L. Porter

      Layout design and Copyright © 2024 by Next Chapter

      Published 2024 by Next Chapter

      Edited by Diana Rubino

      Cover art by Jaylord Bonnit

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author's permission.

    

  


  
    
      Heidi’s story is dedicated to the memory of all the dogs my wife and I have loved and said tearful goodbyes to over the years. Every one of them was a true member of our family and we will never forget them and our loving memories of them have ensured that they’ve all left their pawprints on our hearts.
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        Remembering them all

        Sasha, Penny, Sheba, Dexter, Muttley and Dylan

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the eleventh book in my Family of Rescue Dogs Series. For those of you who have read the previous books in the series, you will notice a big difference in this latest book. Heidi is not strictly speaking a rescue dog, though rescue plays a big part in the beginning of this little dog’s life, as you’ll soon find out in the opening chapter of her story. Those of you who know me and my work will doubtless be aware that little Heidi is only just over one year old, and this of course, is where her story differs from all the earlier books in the series. It was a friend who suggested to me that I ought to write a book based solely on the first year of the puppy’s life. Surely, my friend said, you have enough information about bringing up the puppy to fill a book. When I thought about it, I had to admit they were quite right, and so Heidi, (A Puppy’s Progress) began to take shape.

      

      I hope you enjoy reading about the first year in the life of our beautiful little dachshund puppy. If you’ve already read my recent book, Sophie and Candy, A Tale of Two Dachshunds, you’ll already be aware of my love for this unique breed and how much my two previous dachshund best friends meant to me and how they influenced my life, especially when it came to rescuing and adopting unwanted and abandoned dogs.

      

      So, without further ado, please come and join me in celebrating the first year in the life of our gorgeous little Heidi. I’m sure you’ll manage a few laughs and smiles along the way!
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        Heidi at 9 weeks old
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            A NEW YEAR

          

        

      

    

    
      The year 2023 began much as any year would for Juliet, me, and our happy little family of dogs. We hoped that this would be a good year for us, with no further heartbreaking losses after we’d been forced to say a tearful goodbye to our beautiful Sheba, at the age of fifteen, in April of 2022. Her osteoarthritis had finally taken its tragic toll on our little staffy girl who had sadly crossed the Rainbow Bridge, joining her best friend Sasha in doggy heaven. This new year saw us with six dogs in our home, little Cassie, still going strong at the age of seventeen, (now eighteen), Muttley, coming up to his thirteenth birthday, Muffin, Digby and Petal who were all ten years old, and our youngest bundle of joy, Honey, the baby of the family, at five years old.

      Everyone was fit and happy and we had no idea that another tragedy was lurking around the corner, waiting to strike at our happiness yet again. It was a very mild weathered winter, no snow, little in the way of freezing temperatures and most days were quite warm for the time of year. Every morning, Muttley would join me and Petal on our morning walk and as always, we’d meet people during our walk, who’d invariably make a fuss of both dogs, especially Muttley, who had, over time built up his own little ‘fan club’ of people who’d grown to know him over the years. He loved the fuss they’d make of him, which was so nice, bearing in mind the fact that he’d struggled with agoraphobia throughout his life. In the afternoon, he’d come with me again, usually with little Cassie and again he’d lap up the attention he received from so many people. He’d really become quite a well-known character around the village.
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        Handsome Muttley

      

      Muttley’s birthday was on the 28th of February, and we duly celebrated it as he turned 13 years old. We made sure he enjoyed his special day, with extra treats and lots of love and cuddles. At the time we had no hint that there might be anything wrong with our little boy. Two weeks after his birthday, we noticed a change in Muttley. He’d always had a terrific appetite, and never left a scrap when it was feeding time. Over a period of about one week, we noticed that he was rather reluctant to clear his bowl in an evening, and when he was on his walks with me, he’d begun to refuse his treats during the walks. That was simply unheard of. What convinced me that he was definitely not himself was that in an evening, after Juliet and I had eaten our evening meal, Muttley would always stay close to me while I cleared the plates away, looking for any last-minute scraps he could scrounge from me. I never minded him doing that as I didn’t object to him ‘helping’ me to clear everything up in the kitchen. Now, he stopped doing his little ‘job’ and I knew it was time to make an appointment to see the vet.

      The following day, I phoned the vet’s surgery and duly made an appointment which would take place within 24 hours. Muttley and I were at the surgery the following morning, and as always, the girls in reception made a big fuss of him. They’d always had a ‘thing’ about Muttley, and he was used to receiving lots of cuddles and fuss from the staff. After I’d explained the problem to the vet, she decided to carry out some blood tests on Muttley to help her in reaching a diagnosis.

      Later that day, the vet called me with the results of the tests. It appeared Muttley had a problem with his liver function, and she asked me to bring him in again the next day so she could do further tests. Eventually she was able to inform me that Muttley was in the early stages of liver failure, but that there were various things we could do to alleviate the symptoms. Perhaps the most important thing was a change of diet, and she gave me the name of a proprietary dog food especially formulated for dogs with liver problems, together with a supply of medications.

      Over the next few weeks, Muttley seemed to be doing well, and definitely enjoyed the new food. At the time, looking back, we recalled our gorgeous boy Dexter, who had also had liver problems, but who’d survived for over a year after being diagnosed before finally succumbing to the disease. About a month later, we sadly noticed a deterioration in Muttley’s condition, and I made an appointment for him to see the vet. After an examination the vet recommended that I leave Muttley with them for the day, so they could put him on fluids, as he seemed to be rather dehydrated. When I received a phone call later in the day, saying Muttley was ready, I immediately set off, thinking I’d be bringing him home quite soon. I was devastated however, when the vet brought him out to me, with his tail wagging, obviously expecting to be coming home with me. Sadly, she told me that Muttley’s liver had ceased to function, and he was in a lot of pain, which in typical Staffy fashion, he hadn’t let on that anything was wrong. I asked her if she was saying that we should let him go and she nodded. My heart seemed to leap into my throat, and I couldn’t believe what she was telling me.

      I had the awful job of phoning Juliet to tell her that Muttley wouldn’t be coming home with me. Poor Juliet was in tears on the phone as I explained what the vet had told me, and she was clearly upset that she hadn’t even had the chance to give him a final hug, and a love. I felt even worse for my poor Muttley who was standing beside me with his tail wagging, obviously excited at the thought of going home with me to see his mum and all his doggy friends. I held him close to me, giving him all the love I could as the vet administered the injection that would end his pain and carry him over the Rainbow Bridge. The tears were running down my face as the vet gently touched my arm and said, “He’s gone, Mr. Porter.”

      I just couldn’t let him go, and continued to hold and hug him for a few minutes, talking to him, saying I was sorry, and though he couldn’t hear me any longer, I hoped that somehow my little boy knew how much I’d loved him and eventually, I was able to let him go and laid him down gently and left him with the nurse, as I walked from the room to the reception desk. The girls behind the desk could see that I was visibly upset, and they told me to go home, and we could settle Muttley’s final bill in a few days when I was feeling better.

      Muttley was gone and for the next few days I felt a great depression hanging over me. If you’ve read Muttley’s Tale, you’ll know about Muttley’s problems with agoraphobia and how I spent so much time with him, helping him to live a normal life, despite his fears of open spaces and he became very special to me.
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        Goodbye Muttley

      

      What I didn’t know was that Juliet was already planning something that might help me to cope with the loss of my special boy. It was over week later that I first learned of her secret plan, though at first, I was totally against it.
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            A DACHSHUND?

          

        

      

    

    
      To be honest, it was taking me a long time to get over the sudden loss of my beautiful Muttley. Once he’d been diagnosed, I really did think we’d have more time with him than we ended up with. In fact, just before he’d died, we’d bought a new bag of his special food and he’d only had one meal from it. That food was very expensive, almost £50 for the size we’d purchased from Amazon so recently.

      I couldn’t bear looking at it every time I went into the cupboard when it was feeding time for the dogs. I talked it over with Juliet and we agreed to advertise the food on the local Facebook page.

      “How much will we ask for?” Juliet asked me.

      “I think we should advertise it for free,” I replied. “Obviously, whoever will need it will have a sick dog and perhaps this will help them keep their costs down a bit.”

      “That’s a thoughtful gesture,” she agreed, and I put a post on the relevant local Facebook page and soon had a message from a lady asking if the food was still available. I gave her the details and she drove to our house within an hour. What a nice lady. She expressed her sorrow at our loss of Muttley and even offered to pay me for the food, as she knew how expensive it was. I appreciated the gesture but insisted she take the food and just hoped it would help her dog. She was extremely grateful and soon loaded the bag of food into her car and set off for her home. Being honest, I was glad to see it gone, as it reminded me so much of our special boy. Muttley, every time I saw it.

      Of course, with Muttley gone, it meant I had one less dog to walk, and so I started taking Petal with me and Cassie on my early morning walk and alternated between Petal and Muffin on my afternoon walk. Lots of people who were used to seeing me out with Muttley would stop me to ask where he was and I would get quite upset as I explained to them, exactly what had happened. This meant that I found myself unable to shake off a lot of my own sadness and depression at Muttley’s loss.

      One afternoon I came home from walking Cassie and Petal and Juliet suddenly announced, completely out of the blue, “I’m going to buy you a dachshund puppy.”

      “You’re what?” I replied.

      “I’m going to buy you a dachshund puppy,” she repeated.

      “Why on earth would you want to do that?”

      “Because with Muttley gone, who was your special little boy, you need another dog to focus on, and you had dachshunds before we met,” Juliet said, referring to the two beautiful dachshunds I’d owned when she and I first met.

      Anyone who’s read my previous book, Sophie and Candy, A Tale of Two Dachshunds will know all about the two dachsies who were my constant companions before I met Juliet. If you haven’t read the book, all I can say is that Sophie and Candy were two gorgeous dogs, a long-haired dachshund, Sophie, and a smooth-haired beauty, Candy, who eventually became the impetus behind Juliet and I becoming involved in dog rescue. It was a lovely thought of course, but I really didn’t think we were ready to bring a new puppy into our home yet, so I continued to say no to Juliet’s idea of a dachshund puppy.

      Juliet is of course, very difficult to say ‘no’ to when she gets an idea in her head, so over the next couple of weeks, she kept repeating her desire to find a suitable puppy to bring into our family. I kept saying no, but she continued to look for, and then show me numerous photos of dachshund puppies being offered for sale in our area.
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        Candy and Sophie

      

      I thought I was doing ok in staying strong with my resistance to her puppy campaign, but as I’ve said, Juliet is a very determined lady when she sets her mind on something. So, she kept up the pressure, showing me more and more photos of dachshunds for sale, until one day, she showed me an advertisement for a litter of puppies and for some reason, this time, I found myself becoming interested in these particular puppies, especially when one photo showed a little tiny pup, whose photo had the words ‘Girl, still available’ printed across it. Something about that little face seemed to reach out to me and I found my resolve weakening. Eventually, after staring at that photo for about ten minutes, I turned to Juliet and said, “What do you think of this little one?”

      “She’s beautiful,” she replied. “We should phone up and get the details.” So, we did just that, and the next thing I knew, I was setting off in the car for the three-mile drive to the home of the lady who was advertising the puppies. I actually phoned a friend of mine who agreed to come with me to look at the puppies.
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        Puppy for sale

      

      On arriving at the house, the lady was standing in her doorway, anticipating our arrival, and she greeted us with a smile and showed us into her home. The puppies were running free in her lounge, and it was fantastic to see all those gorgeous little souls running and playing together. The lady, who introduced herself as Julie, explained that all the puppies with the exception of the one I’d phoned about, were sold and were being collected by their new owners in a week, by which time they would have received their first vaccinations, and would be ready to leave home.

      I must admit that I fell in love with the little girl puppy as soon as I saw her. She was much smaller than the other puppies and Julie explained the reason for this. When the puppies were born, the last one out, who I’ll call Heidi from now on was stuck in the birth canal and Julie literally had to help Hazel, the puppies mum, to expel the puppy. From the start, Julie knew the tiny little baby was having problems breathing and she sat gently helping the puppy to breathe. She was so small that she couldn’t even grip her mother’s teats to feed so Julie had to buy puppy milk and used a little syringe to slowly feed the baby. She knew it was touch and go as to whether the runt of the litter would survive, but Julie refused to give up on her. She took her to bed with her, wrapped in a blanket and kept her close to keep the baby’s body heat up, as she explained that tiny puppies won’t feed if their body heat drops too low. She’d wake up in the morning to find the puppy fast asleep by her feet.

      She even used to take the puppy out with her to the shops, wrapped up inside her coat, to maintain her body heat. Little Heidi went to the post office and the shops safely wrapped up, to ensure she retained her body heat. Julie really impressed me with the level of care and determination she’d lavished on the tiny little baby, and now I could see the result of her dedication running around on the floor at my feet. She’d been determined to save the life of the little runt of the litter and the results of that dedication were there for all to see.

      Before I go on, here’s some photos of Heidi’s mum and dad, Hazel and Albert.
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        Albert and Hazel
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        Hazel & Albert with new addition Twinkle

      

      Both parents were beautiful dogs, and Julie explained to me that Albert, Heidi’s father wasn’t usually very friendly towards strangers, particularly men, but Albert seemed to take to me immediately and within a minute he was happily sitting on my knee while I stroked and made a fuss of him. Julie was surprised and impressed, and I think she realised at that point that I had a natural affinity for dogs and that helped to put her mind at rest about me taking one of her puppies.

      I couldn’t stop smiling as I watched little Heidi interacting with her siblings and despite them all being much bigger than she was, she was definitely no weakling as she romped and played with them all. She had the most beautiful markings, and Julie explained to me that she was what’s known as a ‘silver merle’ dachshund. What was unusual was that the silver markings were all on one side of her body but were reversed when it came to her head. She was truly unique which made her even more desirable.

      Julie asked if I’d like to see her eating and when I said yes, she left the room for a minute and returned with a low tray filled with puppy food, which she placed on the floor in front of the puppies. Well, I was amazed to see little Heidi literally dive into the tray of food and she began eagerly eating it, virtually pushing her bigger brothers and sisters out of the way so she could devour it before they had a chance to join in.
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        Heidi in front
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        Tiny eating machine!

      

      I couldn’t help laughing as I watched that tiny puppy eating as much as she could, as fast as she could, ignoring her much larger siblings who just allowed her to take over that tray of tasty puppy food.

      “She’s certainly not afraid to dive in and take what she wants,” I said to Julie with a smile on my face.

      “I know,” she replied. “At first I was afraid that she’d get pushed out, but they all seem to know she’s got some catching up to do.”

      I didn’t need to see any more. My mind was already made up. I had to have that little puppy. I phoned Juliet as we sat watching the puppies interacting.

      “This puppy is just amazing,” I told her. “I know you’ll fall in love with her as soon as you meet her.”

      “I take it you’ve already made your mind up,” she replied, laughing as she spoke.

      “Definitely,” I replied.

      “I’ll let you make whatever arrangements you need to make then,” said Juliet, and I hung up and after taking a couple more photographs, I handed the deposit to Julie, who informed me that her daughter would be taking the puppies to the vet on the following Wednesday morning and that I could collect her any time after she’d returned.
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        My first photo with Heidi
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        So cute!

      

      In the following days, Juliet and I were so excited and began gathering the things we’d need to make our new puppy feel at home. We ordered her a nice new, cosy ‘donut’ bed from Amazon. It was nice and soft and fluffy and would be great for her to snuggle up in to keep warm. Next, we ordered some suitable toys for our little girl to play with, including soft toys and some puppy-sized chew bones. Back to Amazon again, and I ordered her a suitable crate which she could sleep in to begin with and hopefully use as a little ‘private sanctuary’ during the day.
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        Heidi’s first bed, baby sized Kong, puppy collar and chew bone

      

      Although we were excited at the prospect of bringing our new puppy home, we were of course aware that we had another five dogs at home, who were going to have to adjust their lives in order to accept our new ‘baby’. We had no worries about the majority of our dogs accepting little Heidi, but we were slightly apprehensive about how Honey would accept the puppy. If you’ve previously read Honey Unleashed, the 9th book in this series you’ll know what a wonderful, happy and friendly dog Honey is, so why, you might be asking, were we worried?

      If you know Honey’s story, you’ll know that Honey, who is now 6 years old, arrived in our home as an 8-week-old puppy one Christmas, as a surprise present from Victoria, my youngest stepdaughter. Honey had been quickly accepted into our family, with our wonderful Sasha immediately ‘adopting’ her like a surrogate mother, and as she had done with Muffin, Digby and Petal, Sasha basically helped to house-train the tiny puppy and Honey was soon fully integrated into our ‘doggy’ family.
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        Puppy Honey, 8 weeks old

      

      Of course, by the time little Heidi came along, Honey was a fully grown dog who, over time had grown unbelievable close to Juliet and was extremely protective of her ‘Mummy.’ While out for a walk, if Juliet stopped to talk to other dog owners, Honey would show her jealous streak if Juliet went to stroke or make a fuss of another dog. She wasn’t aggressive but would show her displeasure by turning her back and ignoring the other dog and owner. Juliet found it quite funny, because if she was running free Honey would quite happily play with other dogs, but to stop and talk and make a fuss of another dog, was a big No, No for Honey. She definitely didn’t like her Mum fussing other dogs.

      So, you can perhaps understand why we had some worries about her potential reaction to us bringing a new puppy into the house. We decided that we’d have to introduce them carefully and make sure we kept a very close watch on Honey’s reactions to the puppy. Apart from anything else we’d have to ensure that Honey, who weighed in at 22 kilograms, didn’t inadvertently squash our baby Heidi by jumping on her with too much exuberance.
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        Honey, fully grown

      

      So, the next few days quickly passed, and our excitement and anticipation grew. Juliet and I could hardly wait for the big day to arrive. In the meantime, I’d looked on the internet and found a suitable insurance policy for Heidi, so she’d be fully insured from the moment I collected her. The night before Heidi’s arrival, we hardly slept a wink. We could hardly wait for me to go and collect our new puppy the following day.

      Wednesday dawned and despite our excitement, we still had to carry on with our normal daily routine as far as our dogs were concerned. Juliet and I both washed and dressed as usual, before we set out on our usual morning dog walks. Julie, the puppy’s owner had arranged to ring me when her daughter returned from taking the puppies to the vet to receive their first vaccinations. When the call came, I was ready and waiting and Juliet helped me to put Heidi’s crate in the back of the car, ready for me to transport her home. I gave her a hug and told her to keep calm, and at last, the moment arrived, and I set off for the short journey to Julie’s house. I phoned Julie and told her I was setting off and when I arrived at her house around ten minutes later, I got out of the car and saw her standing in her front doorway, holding our little puppy in her arms.

      We went into the house and Julie placed little Heidi on the floor. The little puppy was excited when I went to her and made a big fuss of her. Julie’s daughter was there, and she handed over Heidi’s vaccination certificate and other paperwork from the vet. I spent a few minutes reacquainting myself with our new puppy, and I just knew how much Juliet was going to love this little baby dog. Julie walked me out to the car, wrapping little Heidi in her own pink blanket that she’d had since birth. She told me I could take the blanket, as it contained Heidi’s scent and might help her to settle into her new home, and she gave Heidi such a big love and cuddle before I placed her in the crate in the back of my car. Heidi didn’t seem to be afraid by being placed in this new, strange place and her tiny tail was wagging non-stop.

      I could tell that Julie was quite emotional at seeing the little puppy leaving for her new home. She’d worked so hard in the beginning to keep Heidi alive, even breathing air into her lungs when it looked as if she wasn’t going to make it. Her sheer dedication in doing everything she could to make sure that Heidi had a chance of life was just incredible and showed her love for dogs in general and this little runt of the litter in particular. Before setting off, I promised to keep her posted on Heidi’s progress, a promise I’ve kept by sending her regular photos of Heidi with our other dogs, and talking to her regularly, as she also followed me, and Heidi’s progress through my Facebook page. I thanked her again for everything she’d done already for Heidi, and I reached out and gave her a hug before getting into the car and setting off for home. As I reached the corner of the street, I looked in my rear-view mirror and Julie was still standing outside her home, waving as we disappeared from view. What a lovely lady, and a true dog lover.

      As I drove the few miles to our house, I kept talking to our new puppy so she wouldn’t feel too isolated in this new, strange place she’d suddenly found herself in.  On pulling up outside our house, I could see Juliet was waiting for us in our front garden, anxious to actually see Heidi ‘in person’ for the first time.

      It was definitely ‘love at first sight’ as I carried Heidi from the car, into the garden and placed her in Juliet’s waiting arms.
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        First meeting

      

      Juliet could hardly believe how small little Heidi was.

      “She’s so tiny,” was all she could say at first and then she began talking non-stop to our new baby. It was a lovely moment as she welcomed little Heidi into our home for the first time. It was a beautiful, sunny day and while Juliet made a big fuss of little Heidi, giving her lots of cuddles, kisses and gentle hugs. I went and removed the crate containing Heidi’s blanket from the car and took it through to our back garden, where we’d agreed we would introduce the puppy to the rest of our dogs when we decided the time was right to do so. I returned to the front garden to find Juliet had placed the puppy on the ground and was enjoying playing with her.

      Heidi really did look so incredibly tiny as she ran around, exploring our front garden, while not moving too far from Juliet. We could tell, even then that she wasn’t afraid or in any way put off by her new surroundings and was keen to explore this strange new world she’d arrived in.
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        So tiny

      

      After giving our beautiful new puppy a few minutes to run around in the front garden and for her to get used to the two of us, we decided it was time for her to meet the rest of our doggy family. Juliet picked Heidi up and carried her through to the back garden and placed her in her crate. Heidi laid down and seemed to feel at home in the crate so while Juliet sat beside her in a garden chair, I went and brought Muffin, Digby, Petal and Honey out to meet her. Cassie remained in the house, and I’ll explain more about that later.

      At first, we could hardly believe it, as all four dogs came outside and completely ignored the crate standing in the middle of the garden. We couldn’t help laughing at the fact that there was a new puppy in their midst and yet they hadn’t noticed it. At last, Digby made a move towards the crate.
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        What’s in the crate?

      

      He realised that there was something strange in the crate and when the puppy suddenly stood up to look at him, he almost ‘jumped’ in surprise and his tail began wagging with excitement. Digby has always loved puppies and whenever any of our friends has come on to the playing field with a new puppy, Digby has always been the first to make friends with, and play with the puppy, and people used to call him ‘Uncle Digby’ because of his affection for their puppies. Seeing Digby becoming excited, the rest of the dogs came up to the crate and also began investigating its occupant, through the bars.
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        It’s a puppy!

      

      All the dogs seemed to be extremely interested in the tiny little puppy in the crate and we decided to take a chance on taking Heidi out of her crate to allow the dogs to sniff the new addition to gauge their reaction. I called the dogs to me while Juliet carefully lifted little Heidi out of the crate and sat with her on her lap. I allowed the dogs to approach her, and they all arrived and gently sniffed at the tiny bundle sitting with her. There was no growling and no sign of any aggression, so we allowed Digby to get a little closer and with his tail wagging he gently sniffed at Heidi and then his tongue flicked out and he gave her a sloppy ‘doggy kiss.’

      We had an instinctive feeling that once Digby had accepted the puppy, our other dogs might just follow his example, and one by one we allowed the rest of the dogs to come and say hello to little Heidi. We saved Honey till last, hoping that she’d also be welcoming towards the puppy. Would she accept the tiny bundle, sitting on her Mum’s lap, or would she exhibit any form of jealousy?

      We both breathed a massive sigh of relief when Honey put her paws up on Juliet’s leg, her tail wagging as she also had a good sniff at Heidi, and then copied Digby by giving her a cute little dog kiss.

      Now came the real moment of truth. Dare we put Heidi down on the ground? Would the other dogs accept the puppy? There was only one way to find out. Once again, I removed some of the dogs and allowed Digby to approach Heidi. He instantly came to say hello, licking and kissing the puppy with his tail wagging with happiness. Heidi responded by trying to jump up and say hello back to him, her own little tail wagging happily. Over the next few minutes, we allowed the rest of the dogs to come and say hello to the latest addition to the family, which they all did quite happily, and little Heidi didn’t appear to be in any way overwhelmed at meeting so many larger dogs at once. It had been a very successful introduction.
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