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To my father, who was the heart and soul of the sanctuary. May he rest in peace.


I’ll meet you again on Rainbow Bridge.


Love, Barby xx
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Introduction


Over the years, I have fostered thousands of animals, including hundreds of dogs. Many arrive at the door of the Barby Keel Animal Sanctuary in a terrible state ; beaten, neglected or abandoned by the humans who were meant to care for them. Some, like little pup Prince, come with terrible problems, some deliberately caused by their owners, some the result of unthinking neglect or dire poverty. Some are simply left because they are not wanted any more, or abandoned because of a change in their owner’s life circumstances.


Whatever the reason for the dog reaching my sanctuary, each canine that I take in is given a warm bed, whatever medical care they might require and the support they will invariably need to recover, if they can.


To us, each dog represents a little life, a precious creature, a soul as important as that of any human.


It is my life’s mission to give any animal that appears at my door a safe place to stay, food for their tummies and the love and attention they may never have received before.


I am fortunate that I don’t have to do this alone, and, actually, it would be impossible. I have a team of dedicated volunteers and staff, which, as anyone who knows me, is well aware I call my ‘motley crew’. They come from all walks of life, from the richest to the poorest, and everyone in between. What unites us, what drives us each and every day, is our desire to look after those animals that literally have no one, and nowhere else in this world to call home.


I didn’t set out to create my private sanctuary. Mine is only one of a handful operating in this country, and there’s a very good reason for this. Running an animal sanctuary, especially one like ours, which has a no-destroy policy except in cases of extreme pain or terminal illness, is extremely expensive, takes relentless hard work, and, at times, can feel utterly thankless. I would go as far as to say that it is a ridiculous thing to do. No right-minded person would ever attempt it.


However, when it comes to animals, I’ve never been in my right mind. My father, who died aged ninety-six after a lifetime of taking in strays and unwanted creatures, taught me how to love through his passion for animals. I inherited that passion.


I would sit on his knee as a child and drop milk into a tiny bird’s beak as he held it so very gently. He would have found the hatchling in a hedgerow perhaps, abandoned by its mother who may have fallen foul of a local cat. He would bring it home, trembling in his hands, which were red and scarred from working as a chef in a hotel kitchen. He was so caring, so doting towards any beast, big or small, scaly or fluffy, exotic or domesticated, that I couldn’t help but carry on his legacy as I grew up.


I don’t think either Dad or myself could’ve imagined where that legacy would take me. More than thirty years later, I have a menagerie of animals under my protection : from geese to hens, pigs to goats and sheep, wild horses to donkeys, peacocks, bushbabies, mice, ducks, dogs, rabbits, guinea pigs and hundreds of cats.


It didn’t start this way ; I didn’t ever set out to create what I have today. You have to give up everything else, devote your life to the creatures you care for. You have to find ever larger sums of money to be able to care for them, and to what end? Only the knowledge that you are doing something right, something noble even. Every now and then I am given awards and trophies for the work I do, and while I appreciate the recognition and the sensibility behind those awards, they aren’t the reason I do it.


When I was old enough to work and save money, I decided to buy land in Sussex. My idea was to keep a few horses, perhaps have lots of dogs, but I never for one moment thought of starting an animal rescue shelter. Who would be foolish enough to do such a thing?


From the moment I stepped out of my battered old car and put my foot onto the soil that still lies under my feet, I knew I was home. I bought this land, a few acres in the countryside, with the help of Les, my partner at the time, in 1971. I had saved for years from money I’d earned from working as a waitress in the seaside town of Eastbourne, where I originate from.


At first, Les and I lived in a large prefabricated house that we built ourselves. It looked rather like one of the prefabs built to create quick housing after the Second World War. We put it together, piece by piece, making sure we had a large wood burner in the centre to make it cosy. Outside, the land was open and free with barely a hedge or stile to contain the fields or animals that first lived there.


Over time that changed. I already had four animals : Zede, an Alsatian, Pip, my spaniel and Dene, a bushbaby that my father had ‘rescued’ from a shabby local pet shop, the kind that thankfully don’t exist any more. Within a week I had been given a horse that a friend couldn’t afford to keep any more, a donkey that had been abandoned in a field and left to die, and several goats, which arrived in mysterious circumstances. I had gone out to feed the horse and donkey one fine autumn morning, and was stunned to find them tethered to my old wooden gatepost. I would never have dreamed of turning the goats away. I led them into the wide-open fields and set them free, letting them roam wild as they were meant to, across my land. Those first few creatures were the trickle that became a flood.


Within weeks, my reputation for taking in animals started to spread like wildfire. Word got out as the gossipmongers, the chattering neighbours, the interested parties such as the vets and my friends, all shared the news : Barby will take in any animal, regardless of its condition or background.


Well, that was that. What started as a few waifs and strays became a steady stream of stray cats, abandoned dogs, unwanted puppies, horses, sick rabbits and alongside them a cacophony of geese, ducks, goats and sheep, and I couldn’t refuse them the dignity of sharing my land. In those days, I had only the boundary fence around my eight-acre fringes to keep them contained. They were free, and so was I.


Nothing has really changed in the fifty years since I set up home here on the outskirts of Bexhill-on-Sea, except that I have many more miles of fencing now, and pens, hutches, crates and kennels to separate the six hundred or so animals who live here. Our boundaries contain some of the saddest, most heartbreaking stories of neglect and abuse inflicted upon the beasts that live here, and yet it is a place of hope, a place of sanctuary and safety. This is a special place, a view shared by everyone who works here.


It is a place of ordinary and extraordinary miracles, where animals come to be healed and to heal those who care for them in turn. I watch the relationships between my crew and the creatures, and I can never be sure who is helped most by the care given and the love received.


I became an animal fosterer because of this symbiotic relationship, this shared experience of loving care, this selfless rescuing of otherwise unwanted animals, and perhaps unwanted humans too. It never ceases to surprise and delight me.


This life is an emotional rollercoaster, though. Animals sicken. They can be so badly hurt that they don’t survive our ministrations. The people who care for them have their own struggles, their own issues to contend with too, yet despite all that, I truly believe that it is the best job in the world.


My hope is that every living creature can find a place of safety and sanctuary, and those that come to my door will always have a home, and will live out their lives with dignity at the Barby Keel Animal Sanctuary.




ONE


Neglect


The sticky vinyl tiles felt cold and hard under my tummy as I lay on the kitchen floor. I had never had a proper bed and so I was left to make do, sleeping where I could, trying not to think about how uncomfortable I felt. My tail was tucked between my legs and my ears were back. I could hear footsteps and I shivered, wondering if they would come in my direction.


As the sound got closer, I pricked up my little ears and jumped up onto my four legs, quaking a little in fright. I had no idea what mood my owner would be in, or if it was indeed him or one of his friends, though none of them paid me much attention either.


I looked up as the door handle turned, and jumped up, giddy with excitement. Perhaps this time my owner would come in and speak to me kindly? Perhaps this time he would tickle me under the chin or stroke my small ears and tell me what a good puppy I was? Perhaps he might even pick me up and hold me close so I could feel a warm body next to me and feel the same comfort I used to feel snuggled up with my brothers and sisters against my mummy’s belly? Hope reared up in me, and small though I was, I started to bark with all my power, my voice echoing in the largely unfurnished space.


There were no sofas here, no cushions or blankets to curl up on, just the cold vinyl floor, a metal table and wooden chairs shoved next to a bare wall and a freestanding cooker. The dust on the floor made my nose tickle, and I could smell the lingering scent of long-since eaten food from the overflowing rubbish bin in one corner.


Just as I was certain the person on the other side would turn away from the door, making me lie back down with a long sigh, it finally opened. I tried to scramble up, whining a little as my tummy felt sore from hunger, hoping that this time whoever it was would remember to feed me. My paws slipped on the vinyl, making me scrabble up in an undignified way. I looked up. The man, who seemed to me to be impossibly tall, towered over me.


Relief replaced uncertainty. It was my master !


I leapt up to him, my tiny tail wagging. My tummy was rumbling but at that moment I was too excited to care. He looked down at me. He was a tall man with hair shaved close to his head and arms marked with black drawings. Held between his lips was a long white stick that was on fire. The smell made my stomach jolt and I felt sick suddenly. Despite this, I wagged my tail as hard as I could and whined a little, my happiness at the prospect of a meal or even an affectionate stroke too much to contain.


He stood there for a moment and seemed to sway slightly. Confused, I sat down abruptly and peered up at him. He looked down at me but didn’t seem to see me. His eyes were glassy and there was another strong smell coming off him, the scent that came with the cans he drank from.


I whined again, which brought him to his senses, a little at least.


‘What did I want? Oh yes, I remember …’ His voice was strange. He slurred his words but he seemed to refocus. His gaze left mine and clutching the top of one of the chairs, he stumbled over to a cupboard and reached inside, taking out more of the shiny metal cans of the liquid he always drank.


I tried again to get his attention, running in circles around his legs as he walked. He moved forwards and in doing so, trod on my tail. A bolt of pain seared through me. I yelped loudly, a high-pitched squeak, which made my master shout.


‘Bloody animal ! Why are you always under my feet? Get away from me, or you’ll get worse.’


Even his anger was slurred. Instantly, I froze.


I had been bounding up and down, trying to run around his legs, to show him how happy I was to see him, to try and tell him how very hungry I was and how thirsty too, but he couldn’t, or wouldn’t, listen to me.


His voice was loud, louder still when he shouted at me with words I didn’t understand. Nonetheless, the intended meaning was clear as daylight.


His face leered into mine. And I began to tremble harder, my short fur standing up, my long tail firmly between my legs. My ears were fully back as I waited for what would come next.


His face came closer to mine. I dropped my eyes down to the floor and put my head on my paws, still waiting for his reaction. I had caught a glimpse of his face. It was red and blotchy, screwed up with rage. His chin was dark with stubble and he smelled unwashed.


‘Stay there,’ he sneered at last, ‘or you’ll get this.’ He showed me his fist curled up in a ball. I whimpered with fright, not knowing what he was going to do.


I tried to back even further into my corner but there was no room to be had ; nowhere to go. I started to cry. I was scared, hungry and thirsty, and by now I knew that neither a meal nor a drink would be coming for me. I had upset this giant of a man who forgot to pet me, who shouted at me and said nasty things. I whimpered again, my little heart breaking at the thought that I would be left in this horrible place, cold and frightened, and worst of all, so terribly alone.


My life hadn’t started this way. In the beginning, I was surrounded by squirming, snuffling brothers and sisters, each of us crawling over the other and clinging to the warm, comforting body of our mother. She would lick us to keep us clean, her big tongue almost knocking me sideways as she worked. I was surrounded by familiar smells, the taste of my mummy’s milk and all the wriggling warm bodies that made me feel so safe and protected.


But one day, before I could walk properly on my large paws and long spindly legs, a man, the man who became my owner, came to visit. He picked up a few of my siblings, and then it was my turn. He held me up, my legs dangling down, and I licked his face to see if he was worth loving. The taste of him was strange, sweat mixed with the funny taste of those long white sticks that had fire at the ends of them. I didn’t like it and I struggled to get free.


Even though I was trying to get away, something about the sight of me struggling made the man laugh. I looked at him, quizzically, and was relieved when he placed me back into the safety and security of my mother’s large dog bed.


‘Oh look, she likes you !’ came the voice of the nice lady who looked after my mother. I looked over at her and gave her a short bark and wagged my tail.


‘Oh how sweet, she’s agreeing,’ she laughed.


I had no idea what they were saying and quickly lost interest in the man once I was back with my family. Soon I was rolling on the floor, barking playfully as one of my brothers tried to chew my ear.


Some time passed, I don’t know how much, and the man reappeared. I had just finished wolfing down a plate of puppy food and was feeling a little sleepy, when he stood over me, and with big arms covered in dark patterns, he reached down for me.


I didn’t have time to object. I was held aloft again, though this time I didn’t lick his nose. I wrinkled up my nose and used my growing strength to wriggle free of his grasp again.


‘This one,’ was all the man said. I didn’t understand him, but the lady who looked after us came over to me, stroked my ears the way I liked, then snapped the leash onto my collar.


That could only mean a walk. I jumped up at her in excitement.


‘Get down you naughty thing,’ she said kindly. ‘She’s excited to go out, thinking it must be w.a.l.k.i.e.s …’ she added, spelling out a word that made the man’s stern face break out in a grin. He looked like he didn’t smile very often, and the effect on his face was odd.


I stopped bouncing, suddenly uncertain – this wasn’t the time I usually went out for walkies. Up until now, we’d had a routine set in stone. Walkies first thing, then breakfast, then a day spent playing and dozing before dinner then a last walk before bed. The change made me feel suddenly unsettled. I looked over at the kind lady and wagged my tail a little to try and gauge her reaction.


She didn’t meet my eyes. Instead she bent over and tickled me under the chin, saying, ‘She’s a lovely dog, we’re really going to miss her.’ She sounded momentarily sad, and I looked up at her quizzically, but she quickly broke into a grin, so I decided everything must be fine.


Then she handed the man the end of my lead. I cocked my head sideways, staring at her, but the urge to go outside and run overcame my curiosity. My tail started to wag, I got up and as soon as the man started to walk out of the back door, I leapt out joyfully.


‘She still needs lots of training on the lead ; she’s a very happy puppy but her enthusiasm for walks overcomes her. You’ll need to work on that, I’m afraid.’


The lady was waving from the door. I turned around, really puzzled now. Why did she look like she was saying goodbye?


‘I’ll sort her out, don’t worry. Come on, dog – into the car.’ He spoke gruffly. As he said the words, he opened the boot of his car and gestured for me to get into it. In the back was a dog crate, the kind we slept in overnight. I stood there, looking at him, unsure what to do. I didn’t want to get inside that car. It didn’t smell right, there were no other dogs in there and my family was still inside. Surely, we should all go together?


‘Come on, get into the car. Do as I say, dog.’ His voice was strict now and his smile was replaced by a frown that creased his pale skin.


Still, I didn’t budge. I didn’t like him and I didn’t like the thought of getting into his car.


All of a sudden, he swooped down, picked me up and half threw me into the crate. The shock of his swift movement made me compliant, and so I stayed there, at the back of the crate, looking at him as he closed it and slammed the boot shut. It made a terrible noise, and I felt frightened. I didn’t move, my long legs trembling underneath me in fear.


At least something smelled of home. There was a blanket in the crate that had come from the nice lady’s house as I could smell her scent and that of the house upon it. The man got into the driver’s seat and shut his door with another loud bang. I whimpered this time.


‘Shut up, dog, you belong to me now.’ The man spoke abruptly as the car moved off, winding slowly down the country lane that led away from my home. As the car heaved from side to side, I slumped onto the blanket, my paws tucked under my chin, and watched in silence as the countryside turned to concrete, as the fields and hedges turned to houses and street lamps. I had never been this far from home and I wondered when he would take me back. I wanted a nap next to my mother. I wanted to hear her long-contented sigh as we all settled down next to her to sleep. I started to miss her, and I wanted to go home. I knew I had to tell the man that he’d gone the wrong way and we needed to go home now. The only way I knew to say it was to bark and so I barked and barked. I got louder and louder, but the man didn’t understand me. He started to shout at me.


‘STOP BLOODY BARKING !’ His voice sounded angry and I immediately stopped. I didn’t want him to be cross with me, I just wanted to go home to my family.


The journey seemed endless. We were in the car for a long time, and I hated the movement as we bumped along the uneven roads. I lay down, my head on my paws, feeling sick and frightened. Where was I going? What was happening to me?


After what seemed like forever, the car stopped. The man got out and within seconds the boot was opened. I sniffed the air. It smelled very different to home. Gone were the scents of foxes and cats, the small creatures that made my whole body bristle with excitement. Gone were the sweet-smelling grasses and hedgerows, the plants and insects buzzing around them. They had been replaced by exhaust fumes, people with those white sticks in their mouths, beeping horns and the noise of traffic, which made my head hurt even though we’d only just arrived. But arrived where?


‘Out. Come on, out, we’re home.’


I looked at the man. Something was dawning on me, a thought I didn’t much like at all. Perhaps this was where I was going to live now. Perhaps he’d taken me away from my family forever.


The thought made me cry. I started to howl, my whole body shaking as I lamented my lost family.


The man muttered something under his breath and he reached in and grabbed me, hurting my tummy as he roughly pulled me out.


‘When I tell you to come, I expect you do it now,’ he said, speaking louder this time. I didn’t know what he was saying to me but it sounded unpleasant, which made me cry all the harder.


The man fumbled with his keys at the door, and soon I was carried in along a small corridor that smelled of food and the smoke from the sticks. He placed me down with more care than he’d done so far in a small room. I looked around, recognising nothing, smelling nothing that was familiar, wondering why on earth I was there, so far away from my mother.


A moment later, the crate appeared, along with the blanket, bringing with it some feeling of security with its familiar smell. I crawled inside the crate, whimpering as I went, feeling thoroughly confused, my tummy starting to grumble and my head hurting.


At first the man was kind enough to me. After I’d got over my shock, I got used to the new smells, the few rooms and the cartons of food left on the floors. I was fed, if not always twice a day, at least once a day, and he took me out for a few walks, though not every day. During those first few days, I walked around, searching in every nook and cranny, looking for my siblings everywhere, trying to sniff them out, calling to them, until, at last, I realised they were gone. I was alone here in this strange place with a growing hole of sadness in my heart.




TWO


Horror Crash


Every day was the same. Every day I felt hungry and thirsty. Every day I was left alone for most of the time in that same dismally small kitchen. My blanket, the only thing I had to comfort me with memories of my life before when I snuggled down at night, had been taken away after I messed inside.


That day, he’d forgotten to take me for my morning walk. I’d waited by the door for hours, occasionally wagging my tail at the slightest sound coming from beyond it. My tummy rumbled as I hadn’t been fed since early the previous day, and I was becoming desperate to relieve myself. Time dragged past and still he didn’t come.


It was the only real routine we had : each morning he’d feed me then take me out for a walk down the tarmac roads, weaving across busy roads with terrifying large cars and lorries rumbling past. The joy at being taken from that room managed to overpower the fear I felt from all the noise, and I kept going, bouncing alongside my owner, sniffing at each lamppost, revelling in the smells of the dogs and cats that left their scent, marking the territory in the streets around my master’s home. Then we’d return home, and I’d stop bouncing and walk as slowly as I could back into that room where I knew I would be left for hours, ignored and abandoned as the television blared from the next room and my sobs were stifled by the noise.


When finally, I heard his footsteps on the day I messed on my blanket, it was late afternoon, and I had backed into the darkest corner of the room by the mop and bucket, knowing I would be in trouble.


I had been trained by the nice lady, the memory of whom was fading fast, to go outside when I was on my walks, and I knew I was now a bad puppy. I’d done the unthinkable and messed where I slept.


His face showed his reaction immediately. ‘What’s that stink?’ he yelled. ‘You bloody dog, what the hell have you done now?’


His voice was loud and hurt my small ears. It scared me and I began to tremble all over. I tried to back further into the dark space but there was nowhere to hide from his wrath.


‘Bloody hell, look what I’ve got to clear up now, what a way to start the day.’


I whimpered and tried to wag my tail as if to say, ‘Please forgive me.’


My actions were in vain. If anything, they made my owner angrier. He slammed the door shut, making me jump with fright, banged the cupboards as he looked for something to clean it up and swore to himself as he worked.


I started to whine and to wag my tail harder. I was desperate for a gentle touch, a soft stroke, a tickle under my chin, anything that might give me some affection or comfort to make it all alright. Nothing came, of course. I knew he was in no mood to stroke me but every part of me yearned for a kind word or gesture to take the nasty feelings away.


‘Right, I’d better take you out, come on, NOW !’


My head down, I trotted after him. As he left, he suddenly turned and grabbed the blanket, the one that still smelled faintly of my owner, the woman who gave me strokes and told me I was a beautiful girl.


‘And this, this goes from today. You don’t deserve it, you little monster.’ I looked up at him. His face was ugly, creased up with anger, and he was holding my blanket up and shaking it at me. I cocked my head to the side as if to say, ‘What now? What are you doing?’


At the sight of me he seemed to lose his temper completely. He was incandescent with rage. He put his face close to mine, making me jump up and bark in shock, then he said, with a sneer, ‘You won’t ever sleep on this again, filthy animal.’


He marched over to the rubbish bin and stuffed the blanket inside. I still had no idea what he was doing. I barked, standing stiff on all fours, feeling like I had to defend myself though I was still only a puppy.


‘I wish I’d never got you. I’m taking you out for a walk now.’


I hesitated. Despite the anger in his voice, I wanted a walk more than anything.


He reached for the lead, and my instincts took over. I bounded over to him, suddenly happy again, my tail wagging furiously and letting out little yelps of joy. At last, we could go outside ; at last, I could leave this horrible kitchen ; for a little while, at least.


However hard I tried on that day, or thereafter, it was clear that after messing inside, I had lost whatever small love he’d ever felt for me. I knew that I was a bad dog, and I could never redeem myself in his eyes. He showed it with every word, action and deed. He barely touched me unless his hand accidentally brushed my nose as he put down my morning bowl of food. He barely acknowledged me, leaving me alone for hours on end, with nothing to play with, no human comfort or relief at all. I slept on the cold floor as my crate had been taken away too, sighing with sadness as I settled down alone each night. I got more and more bored as I grew bigger, and started to chew the chairs and bark at the table legs. I desperately needed some companionship and stimulation, neither of which I received.


Each morning when he walked in in his dirty dressing gown, I ran up to him hoping that this would be the day he would notice me properly, would say something nice, would reach down and pat me on the head. It never happened. Each day I went to sleep with my belly rumbling and my soul almost crushed with the pain of being so unwanted.


The smell hit me first, wafting through the open door. The enticing scent of sausages cooking made my mouth water with great strings of dribble that sank slowly to the floor. It was the first time my owner had ever failed to shut me in to the kitchen, and I stared in confusion at the gap leading out from my prison.


I edged out of the kitchen, wide-eyed with fear, terrified that by straying beyond the boundaries of the kitchen I was being a bad puppy again. My hunger led me onwards, though, a sensation of gnawing emptiness in my tummy that overcame every impulse to stay inside and be a good dog.


I don’t know why he had left the door open, but there had been lots of noises overnight, and I’d been kept awake all night by people laughing raucously in the lounge and by the strong smell of smoke.


The next morning I awoke, and found, to my surprise and delight, that the door was wide open. I blinked, then leapt up, sniffing at the air, still heavy with smoke but with something else, something wonderful. I followed my nose out of that room and into the small hallway.


Then, the most amazing discovery of all. The front door, the place beyond which was the outdoors, had been left ajar. I hardly knew whether to run over or hesitate, checking whether I was allowed. Had my master left it open deliberately? Then the smell of sausages cooking wafted over again and the decision was made in an instant.


It didn’t take me a moment to race over and scrabble at it, opening the door wider inch by inch, forcing my nose through it and, with a last look behind me to check I wasn’t being watched, I made my way outside.


For a moment, the sensations of the road and streets overwhelmed me, and I stood still, taking it all in. A truck hooted its horn, a car zoomed past, a man yelled at someone, while nearby, a few teenagers kicked stones in a bored kind of way. The smells and sights outside always proved such a sharp contrast to my kitchen home that I usually was overcome for the first few minutes, adjusting to the change in pace, the noises that battered my small ears, the feel of the concrete under my tender paws, which, though I was growing fast, were still too large for my legs.


But today was different. Today, the most tantalising smell had emboldened me, was drawing me outside further and further away from the safety of my master’s flat.


My belly was empty. I hadn’t been fed for almost twenty-four hours. The need for food took over completely. I stood there, rigid for a moment, letting the scent of meat cooking settle into my nostrils, then I leapt forwards, racing over to the hot dog stall that had set up across the road.


The scent was overpowering. I ran, my paws flailing, my tail revolving like a helicopter, my heart pounding as I crossed the pavement and flew into the road towards that beautiful, tempting smell of food. I was drooling in readiness ; my stomach was growling. There was nothing in my mind except the thought of sinking my jaws into the meat, then I heard a bang, like the loudest thunder I’d ever heard. There was a crash, a sensation of flying and then nothing.


I didn’t feel the impact. I heard a crunch, then a cry but whose it was I didn’t know. There was a squeal of tyres, lights flashed, then everything went black.


Everything hurt. I felt sick. My head felt woozy. Shapes appeared around me, then everything went black again. Then there was pain, so much pain. I cried and cried, my leg was hurting, then nothing again. Gentle hands held me. Voices over my head stirred me and I looked around. I was in a clean, white room with a bright light over my head. A man wearing a green mask stood over me. His eyes were kind, someone stroked my ears then held me down. I didn’t struggle. I had no fight in me. I couldn’t move, I didn’t understand anything, except for the kindness I was being shown. I felt a sharp prick, then, in seconds, the room and all the people and things in it disappeared.


Waking up hours later, I felt strange, so very strange. Something wasn’t right. I tried to scrabble up, but I couldn’t move. The nausea returned and I lay my head back down, exhausted by this small effort.


I peered up again. What was wrong? Why did everything feel different? Then I saw it, the thing that was wrong. Where my front leg was, was now just a stump. I tried to struggle again but the effort proved too much and I sank back down, a whimper rising in my throat, a sob that would fill me up to bursting.


I lay down, not understanding, not knowing what had happened. I thought fleetingly of my owner, but instead of the man, I remembered my mistress, her look of love as she tickled my tummy when I was very small. With her lovely smiling face in my mind, I sank back into unconsciousness.






THREE


Dumped


The large female pig had arrived from a deserted farm only days earlier. She was a handsome beast, with a huge snout, pale pink skin dotted with large black spots and she wolfed down her meals with a zest we all enjoyed watching.
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