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To Oscar, my inspiration.
Pigcasso, my equal.
And to the billions of invisible farmed
animals who live and die in darkness:
These pages are for you.





Art does not reproduce the visible;
rather it makes visible.


Paul Klee
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Foreword
by Dame Jane Goodall


I was born with a love of, and fascination for, all animals. I think my love of pigs began when I was eight years old and read The Story of Doctor Dolittle. In that book I was introduced to Gub-Gub the pig, an absolutely enchanting character. My first experience of habituating any animal just happened to be a pig. I met him when I was about ten, during a two-week holiday in the country with my mother and sister. I named him Grunter and he lived in a field with about nine other pigs, all Saddlebacks. I wanted to get closer, but they ran off when I climbed over the gate.


But I was determined, and every day I took my lunchtime apple to eat in the field and throw the core towards the pigs. Each day I went a little closer, and finally one of them – Grunter – lost his fear and let me approach. When he finally plucked up courage and took the offering from my hand, I was so very excited. And one day he let me rub his back. It was a moment I never forgot. I’m glad I had no idea, back then, that Grunter was destined to be slaughtered for food; it would have broken my heart.


In 1960, 16 years after meeting Grunter, I began my observation of the wild chimpanzees in Gombe Stream National Park in Tanzania. It was about four months before they began to lose their fear of me and I was able to know the different individuals: David Greybeard, who showed me that chimps could use and make tools, and old Flo, who taught me about motherhood, and all the rest.


After I’d been at Gombe for a year, I went to Cambridge University. I’d not gone to college when I left school (we couldn’t afford it), so I knew nothing about the reductionist way in which the scientific community thought about animals. I was horrified when I was criticized by the professors for naming my subjects instead of giving them numbers, and for talking about their different personalities, minds capable of solving problems and emotions similar to those we call happiness, sadness, anger, grief and so on. Those, I was told, were unique to humans. Luckily I’d had a wonderful teacher as a child, who had taught me that in this respect the professors were wrong: my dog Rusty. Anyone who has shared their life in a meaningful way with a dog, cat, horse, bird (or pig!) knows that we are not the only beings with personalities, minds and emotions.


Gradually, as my catalogue of detailed observations grew, substantiated by the film material shot by my then-husband Hugo van Lawick, scientists began to drop that way of thinking about other animals, and today it is widely recognized that mammals, birds, reptiles, amphibians and other animals are sentient. I’m sure many of you reading this have watched the Oscar-winning film My Octopus Teacher on Netflix. If not, I recommend you do so.


When I give lectures around the world, I take with me a collection of toys to act as props and sit them in a row on a table by the podium. I use Cow (hardly an imaginative name!) to illustrate to children how food goes in one end and gas comes out the other (which gets a giggle), explaining this is the greenhouse gas methane. I also talk about the horrendous way dairy cows are treated, bred for ever-larger udders. Cows are artificially inseminated. When the baby is born, the mother is allowed to lick her child to get her milk flowing and then, after all she has gone through and as she starts to bond with her little one, the calf is dragged away. The anguished way they call to each other is heart-breaking. And we drink the milk intended for the calf.


I use Ratty (named for the water rat in The Wind in the Willows) and Octavia the Octopus to talk about the extraordinary intelligence of both species. And Piglet (the name comes, of course, from Winnie-the-Pooh) helps me explain that pigs are as smart as dogs, that each one has his or her own personality.


There has been much written on the intelligence of pigs, ranging from articles in scientific journals to books about pigs who have been adopted as pets. I once met LiLou, a therapy pig. She is taken, regularly, by the couple who raised her, to San Francisco Airport. And I saw for myself how the sight of her causes stressed passengers to smile and relax, and tired, fretful children to light up with pleasure. She even plays a toy piano!


And then someone told me about an amazing pig who had been rescued on her way to slaughter by Joanne Lefson. I watched a video of this animal at work on one of her canvases and understood why she had been named after the famous artist Picasso, with a delightful play on words. As I watched the joy with which she painted I was moved to tears, to think she might have been killed to become pork chops and bacon. I at once wrote to Joanne and am now the proud owner of an original Pigcasso artwork.


I almost always talk about this wonderful pig in my lectures, and show a short video of her at work. And so many people tell me, afterwards, that they can never eat pork or bacon or sausages again. You cannot watch her without being impressed by the obvious satisfaction she derives from executing a painting. Joanne tells me how Pigcasso inspires and impresses all those who meet her. She is a true ambassador for her species, for all those factory-farmed pigs who are forced to lie on bare floors and never know the joy of rootling in the ground, wallowing in the mud, breathing fresh air.


For just as Pigcasso has her own special personality, so too do all those others: billions of intelligent individuals incarcerated in the living hell of animal concentration camps, and treated as living pork and bacon and sausages. It is my hope that if you eat meat, this book will help you to understand the secret suffering of the animals whose life was taken to put the food on your plate. That you will refuse to buy meat from intensively farmed animals and pay a little more for free-range produce. And, perhaps, you will be inspired to move towards a healthy, plant-based diet. Let us work together to create a better world for the animals with whom we share the planet.


Dame Jane Goodall, primatologist


and United Nations Messenger of Peace, 2021





Preface


Before we begin . . .


There are two things we need to know before heading down the farm road. Firstly, sport, and golf in particular, has played a big part in my journey, even though these days my clubs gather more dust than grass. So if you come across the occasional birdie, hole-in-one or other obscure sporting term, I hope you’ll forgive me. I’m not trying to be clever or cryptic, it’s just deeply ingrained in my DNA. A quick Google search will sort out any confusion. Secondly, I am the sort of person who is likely to break the ice at a dinner party with something like, ‘What’s the difference between a hippo and a Zippo? One is really heavy and the other is a little lighter.’ I have always enjoyed a good pun. I like the good ones and the bad ones, and the ones in between. From ‘Time flies like an arrow, fruit flies like a banana’ all the way to the idea that becoming a vegetarian might just be a massive missed steak, I can’t help myself. Never have, never will. They make me smile. If I’d had my way, this book would be a few thousand words longer to accommodate as many puns as I could get away with, but the editors won. Sad face. Even so, you’ll see more plays on words in the pages that follow than Shakespeare ever dreamed of, and as with the shanks and duffs mentioned above, I do hope you’ll take them in your stride. Who knows, you may even grow to enjoy them when you realize that if one goes seven days without a pun, it’ll make one week.





1.
Pigtails & Pork


[image: image]


It was viciously hot. A gang of seagulls squabbled over French fries squashed on the cobblestones, and a subtle blend of seaweed and marine fuel hung heavy in the foreshore air. None of which mattered to the assembled guests, whose eyes were fixed on the customized chauffeur-driven vehicle that had just pulled up on the quayside. The doors were flung open to a collective gasp as the young artist stumbled out, brimming with self-confidence, oblivious to the applause and naked as the day she was born.


She charged down the red carpet, barged her way through the guests, collided with the champagne table, knocked over the ice box and sent VIPs scrambling for cover for fear of having their Pradas flattened or their Guccis gouged. Complete and utter chaos. But it wasn’t our first rodeo, and I’d made sure she had a minder on hand to put an arm around her shoulder and calm her down enough to get the formalities under way.


I tried to make a speech but the South Easter was howling, as it often does in the harbour, and the wind blew the words away. Worst of all, I had brought a van-load of friends who absolutely loved the show and got totally into it. And then we all went for dinner and everyone ordered pork belly, which was mildly inappropriate, considering that the star of the show was a 300kg pig.


When Pigcasso’s OINK! exhibition opened in 2018 at the Victoria & Albert Waterfront in Cape Town, South Africa, it was the first time in history that art painted by an animal went on show in a solo exhibition. I’d been toying with the idea of a pop-up gallery for ages and already had a connection at the Waterfront through some work we’d done with Oscars Arc, the non-profit organization I’d set up to inspire people to adopt dogs. My inside man gave us the thumbs up without me needing to twist his arm – and just like that, Pigcasso’s work was showcased in a bright pink shipping container set up for all to see near the swing bridge that carries visitors to the Robben Island ferry.


In the three months that it ran, the show totally overachieved. It was a roaring success in every possible way, including a rush of sales, both locally and abroad. But what mattered most was that the intrigue and interest centred equally around the art and the artist. It wasn’t just a champagne moment; it was an undeniable turning point.


We were the headline act at a destination that claims to be one of Africa’s biggest tourist attractions, pulling in more than 20 million visitors a year, so it was no surprise the international press went wild. Even German public powerhouse TV broadcaster ZDF picked it up, together with Der Spiegel, the largest weekly magazine in Europe. These were serious media channels with an audience of millions. The incoming emails nearly crashed our server and the phone rang off the hook.


If you had told me before this all started – that I would move to the Western Cape winelands of South Africa when I don’t like wine, build a monstrous barn and end up being personal assistant, creativity mentor and curator to a 300kg-plus painting pig – I would have squealed, ‘WTF!’ But Pigcasso’s journey from slaughterhouse to sanctuary is extraordinary, rather than surprising.


Long before she became the world’s biggest artist, I had developed a great love for animals, including pigs. Pork chops, pork belly, pancetta, leg of lamb, Boston butt, you name it: meat protein and I hit it off from the very beginning. There wasn’t a school lunch box without a cold cut, nor a breakfast without bacon bits. I sat, I ate, and life was good: I did exactly as my parents had done. We all loved animals, and we all ate them without a second thought.


And when I say we all loved animals, it wasn’t just in theory. Growing up, my best friend was always a dog adopted from the local shelter. I was a member of every animal rights group on the planet, I spent every weekend minute volunteering or raising money for the local dog shelter, and my dream was to join Greenpeace and patrol the seven seas on Rainbow Warrior. And yet somehow I’d never realized I was having lunch on the hoof. I loved pigs, but still served them up and ate them. End of story. Then one day, it all changed.


High school in the late 1980s was not an easy place. I went to a very conservative all-girls institution in the shadow of Cape Town’s famous Table Mountain, where we wore ties, thick black stockings an inch above the knee and heavy, formal blazers. If it wasn’t for the skirts and pigtails, you’d be forgiven for thinking we were boys. Movies like Dirty Dancing were banned, the Lord’s Prayer was sung in the hall every morning, and if you stepped out of line, best you watch The Shawshank Redemption and pick up some tips on how to survive solitary. Lunch break was signalled by a loud siren and was probably the reason I’d never dropped out of high school. It was the highlight of my day.


The tuck shop was everything you’d expect from a crazy-strict, self-contradictory establishment. There were no green beans, roast carrots or Brussels sprouts that had to be consumed before getting your scoop of ice cream. Rather, it was my hog heaven. Chips, Cokes, chocolates, and the absolute best: the ham and cheese sandwich. I’d grab my grub, find an inviting spot on the rolling grass and sit and chat with a group of friends. We’d poke fun at the teachers, talk about boys and discuss in detail how to ‘use tongue’ on that first kiss, whenever that moment would arrive. (Not that the crew-cut tomboy in me was particularly interested in such topics. When I wasn’t pulling the nylon hair from every Barbie within arm’s reach, my spare time was mostly taken up by exercise, thanks to an athletic father and a golf-obsessed family.)


On one particular day, much like any other, it was just my friend, Evelyn, and I sitting together, when the conversation took a life-changing turn. My fundraising efforts for the local animal shelter had been mentioned in assembly that morning and Evelyn was noting how proud she was. As I dug into my pork bestie, she casually passed a comment: ‘You raise so much money to save these dogs, Jo, but isn’t it a bit weird that you eat pigs for lunch? Aren’t they animals too?’


Huh? What did she just say? My mouth froze. I looked at her, looked back at my sandwich, looked back at her. Then, in that school playground, I took what would be my last ever bite of dead pig, and lunch as I knew it never looked the same again. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that Evelyn had asked me a simple but deeply profound question. How could I eat pigs, save dogs and claim to love animals? Both pigs and dogs are intelligent creatures that possess a sophisticated nervous system, exhibit kind, nurturing qualities and, by all logical means, want to live. The only difference was my cultural conditioning towards them. It may not have been the Damascene conversion the school priest had hoped for, but there was no denying that the scales had fallen from my eyes. And it turned out that life without pork stuffing was surprisingly easy. I loved animals, the ham had been an animal, and I wasn’t eating the love of my life anymore. How had I never considered this?


Fast-forward a few years and I’d finished high school, kissed a boy, grown my hair and, following a few trips abroad (which we’ll discuss more in Chapter Two), moved into an apartment annexed to my father’s house on an exclusive golf estate. I’d just turned pro at the game, so it was a perfect set-up. Since I also needed my own space and I’d always had a fantasy about living in the countryside, I purchased a modest cottage on the outskirts of a town two hours out of Cape Town. I fixed it up, painted the walls, added my artistic touches. And then I went in search of the local animal shelter.


Pets are part of the suburban package deal in South Africa, and dogs in particular, as much for protection as companionship. Wherever you have a lot of dogs, you’ll have a lot of unwanted dogs. That’s just the way things go. It explains the extraordinary number of shelters you’ll see all around the country. When you get out into the smaller towns in agricultural areas, the homeless menagerie can include just about anything, or so I’d been told, and I figured the only thing missing from my country garden was a friend for my dog Oscar (who you’ll hear a lot more about in Chapter Three).


As is almost always the case, the people working the local shelter were caring and kind and didn’t seem to think it strange that a city girl would leave her name and number on the adoption list with a note saying, ‘Open to suggestions.’ I guess they’d seen stranger things in their time. Oscar had hardly had time to mark his territory before the phone rang. Someone had handed in a (relatively) small pot-bellied pig: did I want to adopt it? A pig. Really? I’d kissed and cuddled a lot of pets in a lot of homes, and tickled my fair share of hairy beasts behind the ear, but had absolutely no experience with living pigs. How friendly were they? Did they play fetch? Could they be house-trained? Who the heck would I turn to for the answers? Then I looked out the window and I swear I could picture the scene: Oscar, me, a gin and tonic and a pot-bellied pig. And just like that, ‘Why?’ quickly turned into ‘Why not?’ We weren’t talking about raising a baby hippopotamus or giraffe here, for goodness sake, it was a little piglet. How difficult could that really be? Decision made: challenge accepted!


As I drove through the fields to collect my new best friend, I felt the emotions welling up. Rescuing animals and giving them a new lease on life was more than a passion – it was my self-diagnosed intrinsic purpose. Forget sweets and treats: in the great Black Forest cake of life, reaching out to an animal in need was my cherry on top. Despite all that, as I walked down the corridor towards a room full of yaps and growls, the nerves began to tingle. I had a last-minute thought that hadn’t yet occurred to me. I was totally resolved about the adoption, but what if things didn’t work out?


Typically, when you take on a rescue animal, if things go badly wrong for whatever reason, you can always ‘return to sender’. Rehoming a dog isn’t that hard, but a pig? That might be a stretch too far, unless the new home had a rotisserie oven – and ‘mom and dad’ had a hidden agenda. What was I getting myself into here, knowing I would never have it within me to return this animal to a shelter? I paused at the door and took a moment. Breathe and relax, Jo, breathe and relax. Then I strode inside, walked right up to the front of the cage and stared the pig straight in the eyes. Love would be pushing it, but I can certainly say it was ‘like’ at first sight. If you’ve never noticed it, pig eyes are eerily human and, as the saying goes, eyes are the windows to the soul. All I can say is this: we connected. I looked that pig in the eye and just knew we could make it work. No matter what. I almost, nearly, totally convinced myself of it.


With the paperwork done and the background checks complete, I collected her a few days later. In the interim, I’d made a crucial decision: her name. Apart from a small group of ‘I’m-so-creative’ outliers who feel comfortable sharing their homes with Darth Vader the dog or Khaleesi the cat, most pet owners go down predictable roads. There are clichés, like Rover or Nibbles or Lassie. There are human names, such as Oscar. And there are descriptors like Ginger, Fluffy, Tiger and Spot. And at the bottom of the name drawer are the desperation names like Kitty, Tomcat, Mutt and Dawg. The ones that first-time owners resort to. For a virgin pig parent, there was only one option: hello, Piggy.


I took her straight to the cottage and she immediately got to work. Unskilled work. She literally destroyed the place: the flowers, the grass, the cushions, the couch. Nothing could stand up to the snout of that pig. To make things worse, Oscar really didn’t appreciate the new kid on the block, preferring to hide in my shadow rather than risk being in the firing line of the curious hog with her penetrating eyes. I’d dealt with enough unruly puppies to know that we needed to nip the mayhem in the bud or risk a very rough ride. So the next few days and weeks were punctuated by plenty of stern words and gentle reminders that eating everything was not a balanced diet. Since I considered her as a companion like my trusty hound, she also had to get used to a collar and lead – and once we got there, the fun really started.


There are definitely a few townsfolk who still suffer from whiplash thanks to our daily walks around the block. And on the rare occasion that we went into the centre of the town for an evening stroll, I made sure to walk very slowly past the local pub and give a friendly wave to anyone leaning on the balcony railing. Nothing will sober you up faster than a dog that looks remarkably like a pig!


In time, though, I realized that Piggy was nothing at all like a dog. The relationship between (wo)man and dog is a special thing indeed, but there’s seldom any doubt about who’s in charge of the can opener. Piggy lived by a different set of rules. Dogs are mostly bundles of love and adoration. With Piggy, it often felt as if she was just tolerating her assigned human to buy time so she could achieve a higher goal. Like eating a chair leg.


Most of the time, I found her extremely hard to read. Yes, she wagged her tail, but she seemed to do it all the time, not only when I was rubbing her back or looking longingly into her eyes. And I always got the feeling that there was really a lot going on behind those eyes. I realized I couldn’t judge her by canine standards in any way, and the moment I did that, I began to appreciate Piggy in a completely different light.


She was a free spirit, a breath of fresh air, the star of her own show, and I felt privileged to have front-row seats. She was also a thorn in my side when she brought half the garden into the house precisely five minutes after I’d done a spring clean. Or managed to leave a neat line of hoofprints all through the house on the hottest, driest day of the year, as if she’d magically conjured up a mud puddle. And at the same time, the pure joy she extracted from life in everything she did was irresistible, inspirational, infectious. As the days became weeks and weeks turned to months, we slowly all got used to one another and learned how to co-exist in the same space. For me, a serial single mom, it was a real lesson in how to manage a ‘family’.


In reality, country life was a part-time pursuit and I regularly had to return to Cape Town to bash golf balls on the range. I felt increasingly guilty leaving the poor thing alone with a random caretaker I’d hired to ensure she was fed and happy. I made a decision: the pig would have to go to town.


Getting a pig of any size into the back seat of a Mini is probably the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but it was by far the easiest way to meet the local residents. From the mayor to the resident alcoholic, they all came out to help. A few hours (and beers) later, we were on our way. Dog in the front seat; pig snout out the back left window, curly little tail out the right. Pig shit everywhere.


With half an hour to go before landing back at my home course in Cape Town, I ran out of petrol at about the same time as realizing I’d left my wallet in the cottage. The thing is, I remember taking it all in my stride. By then, I’d already learned that when it comes to pigs, shit happens. Sometimes it’s divine shit, sometimes it’s real shit, and sometimes you land in shit. You just need to keep moving so the shit doesn’t stick!


I left the funny farm in the Mini, ran to the nearest petrol station, fell onto my knees and prayed before the manager. Having a kind heart and realizing that he wanted the farmyard-smelling gal out of his office sooner rather than later, he obliged . . . on one condition: ‘If you really have a dog in the front seat, a pig in the back, and no wallet in sight, the tank of petrol is on me!’ I was there in a tick.


Dad wasn’t home when we arrived, so I took Piggy around the side and into the front garden, her new playpen. She was very at home in the country and knew the rules, but I was a bit nervous that her bad habits would return in a new environment. It was my father’s house, after all, and while he had a heart of gold for animals, he still ate pork, so I wasn’t certain, or even convinced, that any defence of my porcine friend’s behaviour would stand up in a family court. She looked happy enough, snouting around curiously, so I went inside to clean up.


I clearly remember laughing out loud at the woman staring back at me from the bathroom mirror. Her blonde curls had transformed into freeform dreadlocks, her face was smeared with unidentified matter and her jeans were more brown than blue. The laundry room was on the side of the house, and as I stuffed my clothes into the washer and searched the shelves for detergent (extra-strength, hopefully), I was aware of happy snuffling noises coming from the garden. Nothing manic, nothing particularly ‘chewy’, just the sounds of a pig getting to know her space.


My turn next. As I squeezed out the shampoo, lowered the showerhead and rinsed off the craziness of the day, I smiled at the thought of my father strolling through his garden in dungarees, sunhat at a slightly jaunty angle, waving at passing golfers with his little pink bestie at his side. Everything was going to be just fine: fairy tales do come true. How was I to know that in this case, the princess would eat the frog?


I went back outside to assess how bad the damage to the car was and quickly realized it was not a job for Jo & Hoover Ltd. Professional help was needed, and that could wait for morning. In the meantime, I’d just keep an eye on things and help Piggy acclimatize to her new surroundings. By which I mean the lawn, the flower beds, the pool and, of course, Dad’s pride and joy, his rose garden. It was a thing of beauty, a carefully curated collection of Double Delights, Just Joeys and other spectacularly named specimens, pruned to perfection and resplendent in the summer sun. Until today.


What I’d heard as snuffling was nothing short of a floral massacre. The pristine patch was a battleground. A headless Ingrid Bergman lay lifeless alongside a bruised and battered Bushveld Dawn. Casanova was trampled, Fabulous Rita was anything but and Floribundas had been flung in all directions. And there was Piggy, lying stretched out on a bed of rose petals, fast asleep. It was one of those moments when something has gone so wrong that you actually feel quite calm. Which I did – for about an hour, until Dad arrived home. To his credit, he could have lost the plot completely, but he didn’t, and after a lot of promises (from me) to right the wrong and make compensation, we went about the business of working out how to try and stop something like this happening again.


Town-Piggy was obviously going to be hard to handle; the roses were just the appetiser. Next on the menu was a golf ball belonging to the club’s president, followed by the fairway, a bunker and the manicured surface of a newly sodded green. Had they just tasted a little better, the golf carts would have been next. It was immediately apparent that, although I could live with my apartment turning into a pigsty, it wasn’t a particularly good fit with the rules and regulations put in place to ensure that the fenced-off community got the peace and calm they’d paid for. When a letter from the homeowners’ association finally arrived, I knew the party was over. Pigs were not allowed on the estate. I had to remove the pig. And you have until the end of the month to sort it out, young lady!


Returning Piggy to the shelter was out of the question. It was difficult enough to rehome dogs, so what chance would a pig have? Besides, we’d already experienced three months together. We’d bonded, and broken bread (and a lot of other things) together. The pig had to stay, and I was determined to find a way. All that was needed was some outside-the-box thinking.


While art had been my most loved subject at school, philosophy was a close second. And, coming from a family where divorce and ongoing arguments were the natural order of things, challenging so-called authority and creative thinking were part of my genetic make-up. Within a day, I sent a reply that my co-defendant had signed with her hoof: ‘Pigs have existed on this estate since its inception. Most notably between two slices of bread or alongside two fried eggs. Why must this pig be removed simply because it moves? Yours sincerely, Piggy.’ The intent was serious; the argument was sound; the outcome? Surprisingly, yes – in our favour! So much so that we didn’t ever receive a reply and were left to our own devices, living happily ever after. Sure, my relationship with the estate committee was never quite the same, but the animal farm had won, and George Orwell was signalling his approval from the heavens above.


There are probably some committee members who still argue that we won the front nine, but they won the game. Keeping a pig wasn’t for the faint hearted, not even for the most fanatical animal lover, and I did eventually find a home for Piggy on the neighbouring property. They already had two pigs on their smallholding, and were happy to make it a threesome. I visited her often and, every time I did, gave thanks that I’d managed to find her another home. Life went back to something resembling normal, I adopted another dog and continued trying to break par. But my love affair with pigs was officially over. I’d never eat them again, and I’d never, ever, keep one again . . .





2.
Anarchy, Asses & Annie’s Song
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My father was born in India in the 1930s, when the British still had an empire, and he would speak of a childhood during which riding elephants, tracking tigers and chasing peacocks were all in a day’s play. His father owned all the sweet factories in the region, which explains my sugar addiction. Dad was nine years old when the Raj began to crumble, setting India on the path to independence and scattering the Poms who, to be fair, had overstayed their welcome by about 200 years. Still, for my young father and his sister, being packed up and shipped off to South Africa must have seemed anything but. The journey took months and when they finally landed, their world was upside down.


The contrast between a rich childhood in India and the suburbs of Johannesburg was stark. Even to this day, my father doesn’t talk much about it, his heart still heavy from having to leave the animals he’d so dearly loved. Clearly, a passion for animals was hard-wired into my DNA before I even took a breath – or perhaps that should be half-wired, as my mother didn’t care too much for animals. Not that she disliked them; it was just obvious from the get-go that she had other priorities in life. She was ambitious, dynamic, the perfect role model of a woman who worked tirelessly to make it in a man’s world, and did.


Given their obvious differences, conflict and separation were inevitable, but in retrospect, I can see the positives. Being caught in the middle of a lengthy divorce and ongoing custody battles made me a fighter, and a survivor. In a very real way, it shaped my future. Growing up, there was always an animal by my side. It was the dogs who came in and out of the family over those years who taught me about the things that are most important to me: stability, love and friendship.
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