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  13 May 1917




  Lancashire




  Twelve hours had passed. He’d last seen her at eight that morning. Faint with exhaustion and hunger, Stanley sank down. How on earth could he find a creature lighter and

  quieter than the wind? He called out to her but his voice was caught up and whisked away over the sedge grass. All day out searching he’d seen only five dogs. There were fewer dogs in

  Longridge now, just as there was less of everything, because of the War.




  He rose and pushed his bicycle up, on beneath the tracery of a rowan, dizzyingly suffused and glowing with tarnished orange, on upward to Rocky Brow. Stanley called out again. A merlin rose and

  dashed away in alarm, but the sedge and the hawthorn gave no answer. Rocky Brow was Stanley’s last hope. He’d said to himself he’d go all the way there and then turn back. When he

  got home, it would all depend on Da’s mood. Stanley never knew what to expect any more. Living with Da was like living with a volcano.




  As Stanley approached the brow, a magnificent hound, his head and neck strong enough to hold a stag, appeared from the other side and paused on the crest, his feathered hocks whipping like

  banners in the wind.




  ‘Where is she? Where is Rocket?’ The dog, a deer-hound cross perhaps, lifted his handsome head, looking down, beyond Stanley, on the land below as though he owned it. Stanley raised

  his head too. ‘Hey, boy, where’s Rocket?’




  The warrior dog responded with a defiant stare, then loped easily away in the direction of Gibbon. They bred cross-dogs, deerhound mixed with collie, at Gibbon, and that was Jake, the crack

  Laxton sire. Da didn’t think much of the Laxtons – tinkers he called them, both them and their half-breed dogs – poachers, in his eyes.




  Stanley closed his eyes and bit his lip. He’d looked everywhere. There were only three roads out of Longridge and he’d cycled three miles out on each of them, calling and calling to

  Rocket. Everyone in the village had said they’d look out for her, they all knew Rocket. She’d be stolen, someone had said, a dog that valuable, but she wouldn’t be stolen, she was

  too fast for that. She’d come home, sooner or later, but until she did, Stanley had to face Da. He rocked himself, racked with guilt, remembering Rocket with the sash draped over her, the

  last time she’d won the Waterloo Cup. Over a three-day knock-out competition, she’d beaten sixty-three dogs to the greatest prize a greyhound could win. He saw Da and Ma and Tom and

  himself, the crowd of thousands, and the tears in Da’s eyes as he held the glinting cup and chain.




  ‘And don’t come back till she’s found.’ That’s what Da had said. He couldn’t have meant it, couldn’t have meant Stanley to stay out all night. Miss

  Bird, his form teacher, had seen Stanley crossing and criss-crossing Longridge. The third time he’d passed her, she’d stopped him, and when he’d explained she’d said that of

  course Da would want him home, hadn’t meant what he’d said, that Rocket would come home of her own accord, that she could look after herself. Wearily Stanley rose and turned for

  home.




  By the empty gatehouse, he turned off the lane and passed beneath the gloomy spruce that clung to Thornley’s north drive and the new lake. What should he say to Da? What would Tom say?

  This would never have happened to Tom. His brother would have known not to let Rocket out while she was still on heat. Stanley winced; it was all his own fault, he shouldn’t have let her

  out.




  Stanley paused at the arched entrance to the yard. He took a deep breath, squared his shoulders and turned the corner.




  Across the yard, next to the iron bars of the kennels, stood Da, hunched, dangerous and explosive, white hair bristling, fists swivelling in his pockets. At his feet was Rocket’s bowl, put

  out for her as always on the dot of five. How long had Da been standing there? Stanley gathered his courage and brushed his hair clear of his forehead.




  ‘I c-can’t find . . .’ His throat was prickling, his words shrivelling in his mouth. ‘She’ll c-come back . . .’ If only Da would say something, look at him

  even.




  Da’s feet shifted, his shoulders collapsed and he tramped towards the cottage. Stanley abandoned his bicycle and followed. There was Da, already slumped in his chair, scowling into the

  unlit hearth. He looked so old. Da was the husk of a man, a man shrunken and emptied by grief. That hair had once been chestnut, like Stanley’s own, before sorrow turned it white, before

  Mother died, but Da wasn’t that old, or at any rate, he wasn’t as old as he looked.




  Da’s hands fretted the edges of his green cardigan as he stared at the photographs of Tom and of Mother on the mantel. Da only ever thought about Da and about Tom. There was Tom in

  uniform, looking smart and brave, on his collar the red rose of the East Lancashires. Tom always had that smile in his eyes. To his right, in a separate frame, was Mother. They both had the same

  sandy hair, hazel eyes and steady gaze. There were six years between Stanley and Tom, Stanley was nearly fourteen to Tom’s twenty. Since Mother had died, Tom had been brother, friend and

  father to him. Then the day he’d turned seventeen, he’d enlisted and he’d come home, and with one hand on each of his brother’s shoulders, he’d said, ‘I’m

  off, Stanley. Tomorrow. Look after our da. And I’ll come back for you.’




  Da had at first grown silent. Then his grief turned to anger, his long, menacing silences interrupted by sudden violent rages as his love for Stanley changed to indifference, then to wounding

  scorn.




  Stanley would remember the golden afternoons when he and Tom and Da had lain like hares in folds of soft brown grass as Da taught them to make reed whistles and sound the song of the curlew.

  They’d all been together that last afternoon before Ma’s sudden death, sun-warmed and smiling, and Stanley had never imagined that all he’d thought so safe, so permanent, could

  fall apart.




  A sudden shudder rattled Da’s body and Stanley saw him pull his cardigan tighter round himself. Stanley sat at the table, still watching Da, waiting for a moment that might be less

  dangerous than any other. He took a deep breath and willed his words to come out whole, not splinter in his throat.




  ‘Do you . . .’




  Da’s glare was turning, like the slow hand of a clock, across the room to fix on him. Stanley faltered and withdrew. Da exploded in a violent rush from his chair and launched himself at

  the mantel. He lunged at Rocket’s silver trophy and spun round to the table, sending the ceiling light swinging wildly to and fro as he pushed the great cup into Stanley’s face. Da

  jerked it forward again, forcing Stanley’s head back.




  ‘Aye, she’ll be back. But never the same again.’ Da’s hair stood in fierce tufts, his brows twitched like malevolent centipedes. He slammed the immense trophy down.

  ‘A bitch never runs so fast after whelping.’ Da rammed the iron bolt across the door and headed for the stairs.




  Stanley looked through smarting eyes at the bolt. That door had never, ever been locked at night. Stanley took Tom’s coat from the peg. He’d curl up in Mother’s chair, with

  Tom’s coat over him, so he’d hear Rocket if she pawed the door. If she didn’t come during the night, he’d leave first thing tomorrow and go to the Laxtons at Gibbon.




  Through the window, Stanley saw the empty yard, the chalked slots beside each box: Goliath, Milcroft, Warrior, Murphy. Those prized pure-blood horses Da had bred and broken in, every one of them

  gone. The yard had once been full, a dark-eyed head at each door. Da had been proud and busy, revered across the county for his shining, fine-skinned horses. Horses with bloodlines, he used to say,

  as pure as gods. How those horses had loved Da. How he’d loved them. Then each and every Thornley horse, twenty-three in all, had been requisitioned by the War Office. Only Trumpet, the old

  cob, was left.




  It was a fine thing for a horse to go to war – that was what the master, Lord Chorley had said – a fine thing for a horse to serve in a glorious cause, in the war to end all wars,

  and anyway, they’d be back by Christmas. But it was May 1917 now and the War To End All Wars still raged.




  Stanley huddled into the chair. After a while he slept and in his dreams he saw flocks of velvety puppies swarming and tumbling over shining cups, saw Da’s gloom lifting and floating

  away.




  A whoosh of icy air woke Stanley. The door was open – Da outside, grim and grey as a standing stone, Rocket’s bowl in his hand. On paws light as raindrops, Rocket

  furled and unfurled herself around his legs. Stanley stepped forward.




  ‘Da, she’s b-back, she’s h-here and she’s all right, isn’t—’




  Da spun round with breathtaking speed.




  ‘Some farm dog’s been at ’er. Half-breeds she’ll be bringing us now. Gypsy dogs, thieving, mongrel dogs. No, no respectable family has one of them.’ Stanley stood

  rooted in the doorway, hand still outstretched to his father.




  ‘We’re a gamekeeping family and there’ll be no tinkers’ dogs round here.’ Da’s right arm shot out. Rocket leaped aside, quivering as the china bowl slammed

  into the stone wall, shattering into brilliant white shards. Da turned and left.




  Stanley knelt by Rocket and hugged her close. She licked the boy’s face and nuzzled him.




  ‘Tom said the war would end quickly,’ Stanley whispered, ‘and when he comes back, Da will be better . . . Tom promised he’d come soon . . .’




  Rocket blinked and turned to gaze into the house after her master.




  School felt safer than home, though there were only two other boys, Joe and Arthur, in Stanley’s class, most having left the minute they’d turned fourteen, taking

  work far away in the city factories to help their families. Stanley had been surrounded by friends once, but they probably wouldn’t come back, even when the War ended.




  Miss Bird’s were Stanley’s favourite classes – Biology and Chemistry, but especially Biology. Today Stanley was tired. The bench was harder than usual and his neck hurt because

  of the night in the chair. Miss Bird was teaching the respiratory system in humans but what Stanley wanted to learn was the reproductive cycle in dogs.




  Miss Bird loved Tom, Stanley was sure of that, sure that she was waiting for Tom to marry her. It was awkward being only half awake in Miss Bird’s classes because, being Tom’s

  brother, she watched Stanley so closely, but she was giving him an easier time today, perhaps because of yesterday’s search for Rocket.




  How soon would the extra weight show on Rocket? How long did puppies take to arrive? Stanley had so many questions. Nothing useful was ever taught at school. Miss Bird (Lara, as Tom called her)

  knew so many useful things – she knew that dogs couldn’t see as far as humans, saw six times less detail, that they were colour-blind to red and green. She knew they had better night

  vision, greater peripheral vision, that horses’ ears could turn a hundred and eighty degrees – she knew almost as much about animals as Da, that’s what Tom used to say. Miss Bird

  would know about whelping and weaning.




  Everyone was rushing out, cramming on coats. Biology was the last class and Stanley would have to go home now. He was always last to leave, he thought, as he picked up each coloured pencil from

  his desk, one by one. Miss Bird liked different colours for tubes and arteries. Joe grinned as he passed Stanley’s desk, holding up a pack of scuffed playing cards.




  ‘Tomorrow, Stan? Break-time? You won’t win again.’ Stanley nodded. He was lucky at cards, always beating Joe. Joe rammed on his cap and left. Stanley thought about Joe’s

  home, the hot tea and warm kitchen. How would things be at Thornley?




  A hand rested on Stanley’s shoulder.




  ‘Stanley, I found this in the library and thought it might come in useful. For Rocket. Just in case, that is.’ Miss Bird was smiling, ‘It tells you everything you need to

  know.’ She held out a book.




  ‘She came home, Miss Bird, she’s back now.’




  It was a funny thing, but when he spoke to Miss Bird his words didn’t dry and stick like needles – they came out as he wanted them to.




  ‘How was your father? Was it all right when you went home?’




  Stanley looked down at his desk. Miss Bird squeezed his shoulder and said quietly, ‘Don’t forget how much he’s lost, Stanley. Give him time . . . He’s lost so much. And

  he’s scared. You’ll understand when you’re older. You see, when you’re your age, you’re not scared of anything.’ Miss Bird was slipping something into his

  satchel: a jar of honey. She often gave him honey, knew Stanley liked honey, knew that his ma used to keep bees too. ‘Don’t forget how much he’s lost,’ Miss Bird

  repeated.




  Stanley wanted to answer but there was something in his throat, not the dry stickiness but a lump, which wouldn’t let any words out unless tears came with them. If he waited till he got to

  the door, he’d have his back to Miss Bird and he’d say it then; he must tell her what hurt so much.




  ‘He hasn’t lost me – Da hasn’t lost me, I’m still here.’




  

  Four weeks had passed since Rocket disappeared. Stanley’s birthday had come and gone unmarked. Only Tom had remembered. On the thirtieth, he’d said on the card,

  he’d be back. That was eighteen days away. These three years had passed so slowly, thought Stanley as he cycled homeward. Da was growing worse, each lonely evening with him more strained and

  oppressive. When Tom came home, Stanley would talk to him about Da, ask for his help.


  




  Stanley pedalled harder. He must hurry, needed to collect the rabbits from the traps he’d set. He didn’t have much time, so today he’d just skin one and give it to her raw. Da

  never fed Rocket now. Since he’d smashed her bowl, that’s more or less when he’d stopped, so in the mornings Stanley would leave early and, checking the direction of the wind, set

  his three traps where the gorse was patterned with the criss-crosses of rabbit runs, as Da had once taught him.




  Rocket was waiting for him by the door to Stable Cottage. She’d be hungry. Stanley leaned his bicycle against the wall, unlatched the door gently and pushed. It only had to open a sliver

  to see if Da was there. Stanley released his breath; the room was empty. He listened. The house was empty. He slipped in, took a knife from the kitchen drawer and ran, Rocket at his heels, to the

  glasshouse.




  It was warm there, and cosy and safe. Since Oaks, the last gardener, had joined up, Stanley maintained what he could on his own, but there was so much to do at this time of year. Lord Chorley

  had written from London just to keep up the vegetable garden and the cutting borders, but with the big house dark and shuttered and the Chorleys away it was thankless, pointless work.




  Rocket reminded Stanley about her supper with a nuzzle. Stanley looked down and saw her new sturdiness, and remembered. It was Monday today. Every Monday he measured her girth with a piece of

  garden twine and knotted it. Three knots last week, today he’d tie the fourth. He kept Miss Bird’s book, A Layman’s Guide to Mating, Whelping and Rearing, in the glasshouse

  to hide it from Da. It was propped against the window and he’d read as he worked.




  Stanley tipped the chopped rabbit into a terracotta pot and watched Rocket eat, smiling to himself with a mixture of guilt and excitement. Rocket raised her head to the boy, tail swishing in

  gratitude for the rabbit. Stanley put his hands on her flanks, feeling them, then slipping the twine under her belly. He tied a knot. A small but definite increase in her girth. Stanley had already

  calculated the date. If Rocket were to have puppies, she’d have them between the eighth and the sixteenth of July. More days to count up to, the days till Rocket whelped and the days till Tom

  came home. Years could go by just counting down to the things Stanley wanted to happen.




  ‘He won’t mind . . . Da won’t mind . . . not once he sees them. Once he sees them, he’ll love them . . . I’ll keep one for me, one for Tom – and Joe wants one

  . . .’




  Rocket sat panting. She’d grown hungrier, sat more readily now, was more affectionate.




  When the light ebbed and Stanley could no longer see, he stopped work. He’d go in and make himself a honey sandwich, then he’d do his homework.




  As he approached the cottage, Stanley lowered a protective hand to Rocket’s head. Da was in his chair, the back of his head to the window. Apprehensive, Stanley pulled a soft minky ear to

  and fro between his fingers, then his heart somersaulted – Da had a card in his hand. Was it from Tom? Why was Da not moving? What had happened? Was Tom all right? Stanley flung the door

  open.




  ‘Da—’




  Without rising or turning, Da grunted something incomprehensible. He tossed the card on to the table. Stanley vaulted forward and took it. ‘Souvenir from France’ was embroidered on

  it in yellow beneath a bower of flags. Stanley read:
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  Stanley stared at the thick cream card, blinking fiercely. Tom wasn’t coming home. He was all right, but he wasn’t coming. Stanley breathed slowly in and out; he

  must be brave or Da would lash out.




  When Stanley looked up, he saw that Rocket had slipped in too when he’d come in. She sat at Da’s feet, and he was glaring at her sturdy belly, her dull coat. Rocket’s nose was

  tilted upward towards Da. Though Da no longer fed her, though he’d turned from her, still she followed his every movement, still he was the sun around which her earth moved.




  ‘Come the time, the tinkers’ dogs’ll go where they belong. Aye, the tinkers’ll take ’em.’ Da had risen and was standing by the opened door, his face to the

  night, Rocket at his side, immediate as a shadow, tail quivering. ‘No one else’ll have them, not with the Dog Tax set to rise again – from seven shillings and six to ten shillings

  it’s due to rise, and who’ll be paying that for bastard half-breeds?’




  Da clamped the door shut behind him, grazing Rocket’s nose. He always used to walk her at this time before putting her in the kennel for the night. Now he’d ignore her and wander out

  alone. Stanley looked at Rocket, hovering, nose to the crack of the door, keeping vigil for her master’s return, and he blinked back the tears that rose. He knelt by Rocket, holding her, but

  his eyes strayed to the photograph on the mantel – Tom in his uniform, earning his own wage, free and far from here.




  ‘Lucky Tom,’ he whispered to Rocket, smiling sadly and tousling her ears. ‘If it weren’t for you –’ he laid his head against her long neck – ‘if

  it weren’t for you and your puppies, I’d go away too . . .’




  




    

  




  10 July 1917




  Lancashire




  The days were still long and lovely, but after dark there was no escape from Da. He’d grown stiller and somehow more combustible. As Stanley did his homework at the

  table, Da sat with his back to his son, that hunched form radiating scorn.




  Stanley finished his equations. He twirled his pencil, thinking. There’d been eight knots in the twine yesterday, the increases bigger now and Rocket restless, her eyes strange and

  dilated. Today she’d refused her food.




  Later, Stanley lay on his bed. There was a good haul of moths around the ceiling light above him. July was a rich month for moths and it was a good, warm night. There were two heart-and-darts up

  there, plus a mottled rustic and a brown house moth. Lacanobia thalassina. He tongued its Latin name as he watched the house moth. He had a good head for Latin names, liked they way they

  sounded.




  Stanley sighed and rolled over to face the magazine cuttings on his wall of Egyptian tomb carvings of greyhounds. The dogs were described in stone with a clarity and precision and economy that

  Stanley loved. Rocket was like that, as noble and ancient and perfect as the Egyptian tomb carvings. She’d once been, he thought guiltily, the perfect specimen, the perfect greyhound,

  descended in a pure line through three thousand years of history from the dogs of Pharaohs.




  To the right was a postcard Tom had sent earlier in the year, of an ambulance dog. It was a rough-haired collie dog with white-tipped tail feathers and smart saddlebags with a large cross on

  them. She stood in profile to the camera. Tom always found special things to send. Without taking it down, Stanley could picture the neat hand squidged in right to the edges, below ‘ON ACTIVE

  SERVICE’, the military Field Post Office number and the one-shilling stamp. Looking at the collie, he mouthed the words he knew by heart:
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  ‘I will always be thankful that you were too young to fight.’ Did Tom not think that Da could be dangerous too? A knot tightened in Stanley’s belly. Too young

  to go to war but not too young to be left alone with Da.
 

  

  There was a rap on the door. Stanley started and sat bolt upright, heart racing. Da never came into his room.




  ‘She’ll be about ready now.’ The words were mumbled. ‘The log shed’ll happen be warm and dry.’




  Stanley catapulted himself out of bed and flew down the stairs, then turned and ran up again. Da was excited about the puppies, he would love them. He, like Stanley, must have been watching and

  waiting. From under the bed Stanley grabbed a small tin box, and as an afterthought, the jersey strewn across his chair. He hurled himself down the stairs, then turned and ran up again to snatch

  the towel hanging under the washbasin. Cotton, iodine, towel – did he have everything? He lost his footing on the narrow treads, saving himself with a clutch at the banister, stubbing a bare

  toe on the iron boot-pull.




  He hobbled round to the shed and edged the door ajar. A lozenge of moonlight slipped through and rested on Rocket who lay panting on a straw litter.




  Stanley squatted on his heels, his bare feet on the stone floor, the lantern above him casting a warm glow. No light shone from the Hall or the cottage. Only the log shed was warm and light and

  alive. An occasional shiver rippled along Rocket’s flank. Shreds of mist curled in, hugging the stone and dissolving in the cosy fug of the shed. Da had prepared this moonlit bed for Rocket.

  He’d known the right time, known where she’d want to be; Stanley, for all his book, thermometer and twine, hadn’t.




  Tremors shuddered through Rocket, one after another in quick succession. Violent quaking overtook her. Her hindquarters convulsed. There was something there beneath the rigid tail, sheathed in a

  white cocoon – the crown of a tiny head. ‘Anterior presentation’, the library book had called it, the right way for a puppy to come out. Rocket’s body juddered again –

  it was out, its eyes and ears sealed shut, all perfect rosy paws and folded limbs. Rocket put herself to a vigorous, workmanlike licking. The tiny thing yelped and yelped again and it was breathing

  on its own. Rocket chewed its cord and nuzzled the pink-nosed, pink-bodied pup towards her. It squirmed closer on its belly and then it was suckling.




  Rocket tensed again, her body in spasm, legs rigid. One more cocoon emerged – it was all happening so quickly. Rocket was licking and chewing and there it was, wriggling, sightless,

  towards a teat. Two minutes passed, then Rocket convulsed again and there was one more. Three healthy pups. Were any still to come? Rocket’s tapering head, more slender even than her neck,

  rose and she looked at Stanley, bright and intent, her open jaws now tensing, now panting.




  Still with wonder, chin cupped in his hands, Stanley gazed at the little nativity. Rocket’s body made a wreath around her brood. The puppies, all bitches, jostled in this perfect crib,

  their mewings and cawings, a tiny choir.




  Stanley longed for Da to come. He’d love them, he’d love their gypsy coats, their splodges of colour like spilt paint, couldn’t not.




  A sudden movement from Rocket jolted him. Her legs were in spasm. Something was wrong – she needed help – there must be a puppy stuck in the birth canal. It could be fatal if

  she’d been straining too long – twenty minutes at least had passed since the last pup. Beneath her tail Stanley glimpsed a white sac and his heart stopped: he could see one tiny

  outstretched paw – one foot first was dangerous. Rocket’s eyes were still intent on his and they were too brilliant, brilliant with fear. Should he run for Da? Would she be all right

  while he was away? He heard footsteps. Da had come. Somehow Da had known Rocket needed him.




  Even in her distress, Rocket uncoiled herself in welcome, her jaws half open in a valiant smile.




  ‘Tinkers’ dogs. Thieving dogs, that’s what they are.’




  Rocket’s eyes never left Da, but the pistol whip of his tone made her smile grow hesitant.




  ‘Quick, Da, something’s wrong.’




  Da grunted. He made no move for a second, then grunted again and knelt. He leaned forward and with one finger inched the tiny limb back in. Da waited. Minutes passed. Rocket shivered, then as

  she contracted, Da pulled the towel from his son’s knees, ready for her. This time there were two tiny paws, two tiny folded limbs, and between the tips of two fingers Da held them and began

  to pull with a hold so sure that he seemed not to be pulling at all. The drawing out of the puppy was imperceptible; the movement of Da’s arms in an arc across the belly, towards

  Rocket’s head, imperceptible.




  There it was: a sightless, soundless bundle. Da laid it between Rocket’s forepaws. Watching his father, a tentative smile formed on Stanley’s lips. Da rose. His fists clenched and he

  turned his head away from Rocket’s shining head. He shifted and stood hunched under the lintel, eclipsing the light, throwing Rocket into darkness.




  ‘It’ll never live . . .’




  The puppy was there between Rocket’s forelegs, but it lay still and silent and she’d made no move towards it. Stanley must do something. With a pounding heart he gathered it up and

  held it cupped in the palm of one hand. He rubbed it with a corner of the towel until the downy coat was clean. It was greyish white from nose to tail, the only puppy to have no markings, and

  Rocket’s only son.




  Stanley heard a sort of snort from the shadows behind him and hesitated, stalled by the force of Da’s scorn. Rocket lifted her snout, brows arched, dark eyes bright and questioning. The

  plain white pup lying in the palm of Stanley’s hand was too still. Rocket nosed the palm that held it. He must do what Rocket trusted him to and save this puppy. He lowered it to his lap and

  with hurried, panicky fingers, pulled some cotton from his tin box and tied a knot around the cord. Feeling Rocket’s eyes follow his every movement, he cut the cord on the far side of the

  knot and placed the pup beside Rocket. The others mewed and cawed and sucked, but the weak pup was still motionless, inert. Amidst the strident mews and bleats, that tiny body was silent,

  lifeless.




  Rocket nuzzled the puppy to separate him from the sibling scramble, to stir him to life. She licked and nosed him but after a little while, her head sank, disheartened.




  A few seconds passed.




  Again Rocket raised her head and nosed the weak one. Stanley’s breath stopped as she opened her jaws and picked him up. Hampered by the freight of bodies tugging at her, she clawed her way

  to Stanley and placed the pup on his lap. Stanley hesitated. Rocket nudged the lifeless bundle closer, eyes intent on the boy’s face.




  Rocket was asking for help. Stanley’s fingers began to move before his head knew what to do. He’d already lifted it to his ear. It wasn’t breathing – there was no

  heartbeat. He must move fast – the book said blocked airways could cause this, that you had to act quickly. There was no time to be squeamish. Stanley raised the tiny pink nose to his face,

  joined his own mouth to the minute nostrils and sucked. Nothing. He sucked again. That was it. Such a tiny amount you could hardly tell. He spat, then held the little body to his ear. Still

  nothing. He must get it breathing. With the pads of his thumbs, he rubbed it all over, rubbed again, then held the pink nose to his own mouth to suck again and as he did, it squirmed and cried.




  Stanley held out Rocket’s son in the cradle of his palm. Her tail rose and fell with soft slapping as she sniffed and licked and sniffed and licked. She looked up at Stanley and her jaws

  opened and the warmth in her eyes felt like sunlight to the boy.




  ‘It’ll never be any good. It’ll never live unless you’ll be giving it a bottle.’ Da kicked the door open. ‘All of ’em. Manky Gypsy dogs, all of

  ’em.’ His voice boomed. Stanley shivered in the rush of damp air, his toes and fists clenching. ‘No one’ll take ’em. Only the tinkers’ll have your manky

  half-breeds.’




  He tramped away. Rocket’s head followed her master’s steps, her tail faltering, then falling and lying still. The footsteps stopped. Da’s voice blasted out as though to rattle

  and shiver the stars above. ‘If the Gypsies won’t have ’em tha’ll drown ’em.’




  







  24 July 1917




  Lancashire




  Stanley collected the child’s bottle from the draining board and, casting an apprehensive look towards the door, filled it with Lactol. There’d been no more talk of

  drowning but he lived in fear of Da’s threats. He fetched the white pup from the kennel. The extra vitamins were doing him good; the pup would survive, whatever Da said. Every day all of them

  were heavier, their eyes open now, their bodies still soft and helpless and sleepy. Stanley settled down at the table.




  The front door banged open. Stanley started, lifted the pup to his chest. Da saw it and scowled. One of his lightning rages was about to strike. Stanley’s arm tightened involuntarily

  around the puppy.




  ‘I should’ve drowned ’em. They’ll only end up shot. The police are out there collecting every mangy half-breed dog from every street in every city in the land, and do you

  know what they do? They shoot ’em. Bang.’

OEBPS/html/docimages/3.jpg
wine L foum fovt Aghard even ofln
tanbe howe Hatlonsel it Rorvaes shsuld
never b made o no3s ck.

I Ehougnt yowd Like bhiy pictuma,
Glanlst,  The ambulane dog. Evoy.
tue J oo a doy, J think of you, and
g Thonly ard J Lorg & e Aome. g€
ﬂxauéa_hm\,wﬂwjdgbhew
il @ Avte b buaking. J vl olumys be
Chartpull that got. woe b young bu gopht
= Gho Wwool il noven b< Ehe Jam again,
fo- thae of we Fione.

}’mmdnmg Tom





OEBPS/html/docimages/titlepage.jpg
SOLDIER
DOG

SAM ANGUS





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/2.jpg
foar de Calsia
13 Apait 1917

e fitho, dam Buolhon,

J Aare beon wannod. 6 aotun te- Ehe
brunchon any minuts now. Thoy say the
By push urld $¢ 35on ard uéie makirg
Final psponationa, but ehe wnitirg firta,
Lorg. We pase ounfpane tme th climbing
Ao thutop & o Aagtesp th watch tha
fining at Viny Rudge — about foun miles
aumy And ) wateh the Aonaes feing
transd. fo mcmiam.ﬂngw:po
veny faot & tunn thon Feade aside. It
2 odd and cuel that the cavelny uae
Honoeo t dnaw machine giing whan thone
I alawp Cov2. cut for thy ﬂouda}
Ao, Da, and J paay fou them — Lhe
conditions ans bornible forAonaes. THe





OEBPS/html/docimages/1.jpg
Pemainen, [0 June 1917
Deon fabhon doar Basthon,
J Wor grarked o weeks. Leave b come
Aoma ard o ok oa fon as Calain
an thay winsd o call me fack. Do anc
prap aring for anothon G shunt te now-
I ondy grantud tun daysLeaxe i bhe
fidd. Iim 4o dasppointsd not b coma
Foms. I mise pou Both ard Cong ta ee
Jou. J wonden if you Koad the gyolosion
ot Nlewines — thoy oy i vaa Aund in
Dmm&x}_JWo&:,

Jovn Loving Tome





