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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      This is the fifth book in my Family of Rescue Dogs series, and for the first time, features one of our dogs who is no longer with us. Sadly, Dexter passed away just two weeks ago. Though I had planned to make Dylan the subject of the next book in the series, such was the response to our loss of this special boy, on Facebook, with messages of sympathy, flowers and gifts sent to our home in his memory, that when I asked you, the readers, whose story you would like me to tell next, your answer was unanimous. You said DEXTER.

      So, this is Dexter’s story, one I hope you’ll enjoy as much as the previous books in the series. Even though he is no longer with us, this is not a sad story. Far from it, Dexter’s life with us was a happy time for us all, and I can honestly say that he was a very special boy, as you’ll discover as you read about our very special ‘bird-dog’, affectionately known in the house, as Dexter-doo, or Mr. D!
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            SUMMER 2009

          

        

      

    

    
      It was a lovely, sunny summer’s day, and like many families, we were trying to decide what to do with our Sunday afternoon.

      “Can we go to the dog place?” Victoria my youngest step-daughter asked.

      Two weeks previously, we’d adopted our latest rescue dog, a beautiful brindle greyhound/lurcher we’d named Sophie, from the dog pound, situated about 15 miles from our home. Located out of town in the countryside, it was a pleasant location and a nice little run out in the car, so we agreed to pay them another visit. The girls, at that time aged nine and ten, wanted to take Sophie with us, but we convinced them that wasn’t a good idea. Sophie might think we were taking her back there, and that wouldn’t do at all. We’d take our ‘pack leader’ Tilly, the little cross breed terrier blessed with incredible intelligence and ability on the agility course, and who was learning search and rescue techniques at dog training. She loved car rides so it would be a little treat for her.

      So, after lunch, we set off in the car and duly arrived at the pound about half an hour later. As soon as we got out of the car in the car park located outside the gates of the dog pound, we could hear the sounds of multiple dogs barking from within. They all wanted a home and were letting the world know it.

      We were greeted warmly by the staff in the office, as they knew us well enough by that time. We’d already adopted a few dogs from them, and we were no strangers to the place.

      “Back again,” Louise asked as we smiled as if to say, “We didn’t have a choice in the matter.”

      “Just thought we’d have a look around,” I replied. “Sophie is doing really well, so we decided we might find another new friend.”

      “You can’t keep away from the place,” Louise laughed, and she was right!

      The layout of the kennels at the pound was basically a large rectangle with dog pens around the perimeter and another central building housing a further number of pens. Juliet and Victoria set off to the right, I went to look in the central building, and Rebecca aged ten, set off on her own to the left. After a few minutes of talking to various dogs through the bars of their pens, and wanting to adopt them all if I could have, Rebecca entered the building and called to me to come and look at something.

      “You’ve got to see this dog,” she said, and she took my hand to pull me in the desired direction. At the far end of the courtyard, two pens from the end of the row, she pointed to a dog. Because of the way the place was built, not a lot of natural sunlight entered the dog pens, depending on the sun’s position in the sky. Here, I saw the dog Rebecca wanted me to look at. Lying at the front of its pen in a tiny triangle of sunshine, was a medium sized black dog. That wasn’t the remarkable thing about it, however, as all dogs love lying in the sun. What was amazing about this particular dog, was the fact that he’d dragged his blanket from his bed in the stall at the rear of his pen to the sunny spot at the front, beside the bars. Clever dog, I thought.

      “Hello there,” I said to the dog, “Are you a clever dog, then?”

      As if he understood my question, his tail began wagging, as if to confirm a positive reply.

      “Can we have him, please?” Rebecca asked.

      “Whoa there, wait a minute,” I replied. “We only came to have a look around.”

      Of course, I was lying. We all knew that if we found a suitable dog, we’d be adopting another rescue. Juliet and I just hadn’t put that thought into words.

      “Oh, please can we have him? Look he’s got white socks on,” Rebecca pleaded.

      “We’ll go find your Mum and Victoria,” I said. “They’re looking around too, don’t forget.”

      Looking a little crestfallen, Rebecca trudged along behind me as I went to find the others. A minute later we found them on the other side of the courtyard-shaped kennels, looking at a little terrier in a pen, together with another slightly larger cross-breed.

      “Mummy, pleeease, come and look at the dog I found,” Rebecca said as soon as were within earshot.

      “What sort of dog?” Juliet asked.

      “Looks like a Labrador, I replied.”

      Juliet and Victoria duly followed Rebecca and I to the far end of the kennels, where we’d seen the black dog.

      “See how clever he is,” I said, suddenly feeling the need to put a good word in for him. “Look how he’s dragged his blanket into that little patch of sunlight in the corner.” Juliet called to the dog, who now stood up and for the first time, revealed his beautiful white chest markings, which went nicely with his white socks, that I now saw only applied to his front paws. His back legs were all black.

      Juliet agreed that he certainly seemed intelligent, but wanted to look round all the other dogs before making any enquiries about him. We spent about twenty minutes wandering around, looking at a sea of hopeful faces, wagging tails, and a few sad looking dogs who seemed to have ‘lost their wag’ and who just stood at the bars of their pens, looking out on a world that seemed to have abandoned them. Every time we visited the Pound, I would get a lump in my throat and I would wish we could adopt them all and give them a loving home for ever. Realistically, that wasn’t possible of course, and I knew it, and the best we could do was to give a home to however many we could fit into our home.

      Finally, we got to the end of the last row of pens, and we stood together to hold a quick family conference. The girls, of course, had already made up their minds. They wanted the black dog, sitting in the sun. Juliet and I agreed he was a very handsome dog, and that, depending on his temperament, he might fit in nicely with our little family of rescue dogs. It was time to go and talk to Louise in the office.

      “See anything that takes your fancy?” were Louise’s first words when we walked into the office.

      “Possibly,” Juliet did the talking. “What can you tell us about the black Labrador-looking dog in number XXX?”

      (After all these years I can’t recall the kennel number)

      Without hesitation, Louise replied, “Oh, you mean Dexter?”

      “He’s got a name?” I asked, as it was unusual for the dogs at the pound to have names. They were usually strays or abandoned dogs with no collars or I.D. tags.

      “He has,” she replied. “He’s even microchipped. But, he’s got a bit of a story.”

      I leaned on the tall counter in the office and waited for Louise to go on. I was worried that there would be a reason that would make Dexter a bit of an adoption risk.

      “Is there something wrong with him?” Juliet voiced our concerns.

      “Not a thing,” said Louise. “It’s a sad tale really. Someone was driving along the motorway one day, quite recently, and suddenly saw a car up ahead open one of its doors, and a dog was literally thrown from the car onto the motorway. As it was travelling at about 60 mph, the poor dog hit the tarmac with some force and rolled over and over until it came to a halt on the hard shoulder. Luckily, there was no other traffic following the car, or he could have been hit and killed. The person who witnessed it, quickly applied the brakes and pulled onto the hard shoulder. They were too far behind to get the number of the car that threw him out, which quickly accelerated away, and was lost to sight in no time. They checked the poor dog, as best as they could, then gently loaded him into their car and drove him to the next town, luckily only a few miles down the road. They found a vet, told him what had happened, and left the dog in his care, after leaving him with a short, written statement for him to give to the authorities. The vet treated the poor dog, and scanned him and found a microchip. Because of the circumstances, the vet called the dog wardens. He wasn’t keen on tracking down the person to whom Dexter was registered. Miraculously, Dexter wasn’t seriously injured. He had suffered severe bruising, internal and external, but the prognosis for his future was good. The wardens of course brought him to us after he’d spent a night recuperating at the vets, and we phoned the name and number that the microchip was registered to. This was where things got a little murky. The person they spoke to said they were no longer the dog’s owner. They said they’d sold him to someone but they didn’t have a name and address for the new owner. They said they didn’t want the dog and we could keep him.”

      “That sounds a real cock and bull story,” I said, angrily.

      “I bet it was them that dumped him, because they just didn’t want him.”

      “I think so too,” said Louise, “but there’s no way we can prove it, and as far as we’re concerned, the dog comes first, no matter what.”

      “Of course it does,” I said. I was really angry at the thought of what someone had done to Dexter. It was one of the most cruel and heartless acts I’d ever heard of. What if there’d been a large container truck or just a fast-moving car coming along when they threw him from the car? Not only would Dexter have been killed but the occupants of the following vehicle could have been seriously hurt or killed.

      Juliet looked at me. I could tell she had a certain look in her eyes, and I kind of knew where this was all going.

      “Can we take him for a little walk with Tilly?” I asked. “Just to see how he reacts to other dogs.

      “'Course you can,” Louise smiled at me. “You know where to go by now.”

      She was referring to a footpath that ran alongside a field on the other side of the road from where the Pound was located. It was quiet and peaceful there; the ideal place to walk a potentially nervous dog. She asked us to wait a minute while she went and brought Dexter to us. When she returned with him, I must admit, he was even better looking than he’d appeared at first sight, stuck in that pen, behind bars. His coat was sleek and shiny and he held his head up, proud as can be. When he saw us, his tail started wagging. He’d obviously remembered us from a few minutes earlier, and seemed to know he was going for a walk.

      I held the lead as we walked out of the main gate and Juliet went to our car to get Tilly. The first hurdle was quickly cleared, as Tilly met Dexter for the first time. Despite him being twice her size, she walked up to him with a wagging tail, and Dexter wagged his, and they were the best of friends in about thirty seconds.

      After crossing the busy main road, we walked along the grass verge for a few yards till we came to the entrance to the field, and the footpath. As we walked along beside the field with the afternoon sun shining all around, without a cloud in the sky, the sound of the vehicles on the road faded into the distance, and we could have been miles from civilisation.

      Dexter walked like a dream on the lead. He walked by my side, while Tilly walked with Juliet, just behind us. Tilly wanted to catch up and play with her new friend, but we wanted to see how Dexter behaved first. After ten minutes we decided to change places, so we swapped dogs and Juliet moved to the front with Dexter and me and Tilly now brought up the rear. This was a good test for Dexter. Would he pull to try and catch up to Tilly? Would he want to assert himself by taking the lead again? We needn’t have worried.

      “What do you think then, girls?” I asked, and both Rebecca and Victoria lost no time in chorusing, “Can we have him, please?”

      Juliet and I agreed that we could see no reason not to add Dexter to our family, but just to make sure, we gave him one last, important test. We wanted to see how he behaved at rest, so, we all sat on the grass at the side of the path. Tilly quickly stretched out and lay on the grass, enjoying the chance to lie in the sun. Dexter seemed a little unsure of himself at first, but as Juliet stroked his head, and gently told him to ‘sit’ as I did the same with Tilly, he promptly sat, and she stroked his head and then his back, and he relaxed completely.
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        The first walk with Dexter

      

      The next thing we knew, he was lying by her side, enjoying the sun on his fur, and actually began falling asleep. He was so laid back, we couldn’t help smiling. The girls came to him and knelt by his side, loving him with strokes and cuddles. They quite liked the idea of having a dog they could really put their arms round and hug and cuddle. We needn’t have had any worries about how he would react to the children. He just adored all the attention they were lavishing on him, and was giving lots of licks in return. This was a dog you just couldn’t help loving and our minds were made up that Dexter was going to be ours.

      By now, we’d been out on our ‘short’ walk for over half an hour.

      “Louise will think we’ve run off with him,” I joked, as we began a slow walk back to the Pound.

      “I take it everything went well, then,” Louise smiled as we walked back into the office with Dexter, after putting Tilly in the car first.

      “You’d better get the paperwork done, Louise. Dexter’s got a new home,” I said.

      “Can we pick him up tomorrow?” Juliet asked. “We need to get him a bed, bowl, toys and all the usual stuff before we can take him home.”

      “Of course you can,” Louise confirmed that was okay. “We’ll give him a bath in the morning for you, so he’ll smell a bit sweeter.”

      “Thanks, Louise. That’ll be a big help,” Juliet said, impressed with the service. “He doesn’t really smell bad or anything.”

      “I know, but he’s such a lovely boy. He deserves to leave here looking and smelling great,” Louise smiled as she spoke.

      “That’s really good of you,” I said. “I think you’ve got a bit of a soft spot for this young fella, haven’t you?”

      “You could say that,” she replied.

      “We forgot to ask, do you know how old he is?” Juliet asked, always the sensible one.

      “Oh yes, of course, he’s about eighteen months old, according to the information we got when we checked his chip.”

      “So he’s not much more than a baby, really. I just can’t work out why anyone would just throw him from a moving car,” I said, still angry at what had been done to him.

      “We have a theory about that,” Louise turned serious for a minute. “He’s a Labrador/Staffy Crossbreed and we think someone wanted him to be a guard dog or perhaps a fighter, and he’s so placid and laid back, he just didn’t measure up to their expectations, so they just got rid of him.”

      “I’ll never understand people,” Juliet said. “Why couldn’t they just have handed him in to a dog sanctuary, or even to a place like this? There are plenty of places that will take and rehome unwanted dogs.”

      “Your guess is as good as mine,” Louise replied. “Some of the things we see and hear in this place, you wouldn’t believe.”

      “I’m sure,” I agreed. “I don’t think we could put up with some of the heartbreaking sights you must see”

      We continued to interact with Dexter while Louise completed the adoption paperwork. Finally, she finished what she had to do, and after I handed over a deposit, (I’d pay the balance when I collected him the next day), I signed on the dotted line, and then, apart from that last payment being needed, Dexter was, to all intents and purposes, ours!

      Dexter actually looked quite sad as Louise led him away back to his lonely pen. We tried to reassure him that it was just for one last night. Did he understand what we were saying? I’d like to think so. At least his tail was wagging as he disappeared around the corner out of our sight.

      We were all excited on the drive home. We hadn’t really intended to adopt another dog when we left home that afternoon, but, now that we’d found Dexter, we couldn’t wait for Monday to come around.

      That evening, time seemed to drag, and bedtime couldn’t come around soon enough. Juliet and I prepared a little shopping list for Dexter. He would need a nice comfy bed, a feeding bowl, a good quality collar and lead, and a couple of toys. I’d have to do a pretty fast shopping trip in the morning so that I’d be free to go and collect Dexter when they opened at noon on Monday.

      For now, though, we were all relieved when bedtime approached, and we could let the dogs out for the last time of the day. They were all soon tucked up in their beds, contented snoring emanating from a couple of them, and it wasn’t long before we climbed the stairs and doing our best to get a good night’s sleep. Tomorrow promised to be a busy day!
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