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  INTRODUCTION




  This book is a diary of my first full year as a qualified veterinary surgeon. As you may know, through the BBC1 television series Vets in Practice, I qualified, along

  with my girlfriend Emma, from Bristol Vet School in the summer of 1996.




  I decided to keep a diary of this year so that I could have a record of my experiences for later, to be able to look back at all the important cases and people which were probably going to

  influence my future career. I was once told that in the first year after leaving college you learn more than in the five years of training.




  After my first year I think I agreed that nothing I had learnt at college could have quite prepared me for all the challenges which were to come my way in the following twelve months. Looking

  back, it was a great year, and I think I’ve come a long way. There were a few unpleasant moments, and the odd crisis but, all in all, it’s been a very enjoyable start to my veterinary

  life.




  This diary starts in January 1997, when I’ve been in my first job for a few months. The job is with a mixed country practice in Bideford, North Devon. Apart from myself, the new assistant,

  there are two other vets, Ian and Keith, who are equal partners in the practice. There are three veterinary nurses, Taryn, Helen and Jamie, and a receptionist, Sue.




  Emma is working in Dulverton, Somerset, in a large-animal-orientated practice. It’s about a forty-minute drive from Bideford, so we see each other most evenings.




  The only other characters to introduce are Pan and Badger, our faithful dogs. When I first started work in Bideford, I decided that I could finally allow myself the luxury of owning a dog, after

  not having had one at home or college (my parents aren’t doggy types, and university is no place to bring up a pet!). I heard of a litter of collie crosses on a farm nearby, and soon ended up

  bringing Pan home. The name came from a book I used to love as a child called Bevis, in which the hero, a young boy, has a faithful hound called Pan!




  As soon as Emma saw Pan she decided that he would be much better off with some company, so the next day we went back to the farm and she picked one of his litter mates, Badger. I’m very

  glad we ended up having both of them; they’re best mates.




  





  January




  





  Wednesday 1 January




  9.00 a.m. Woken by phone from a deep hungover slumber. After spending the obligatory thirty seconds trying to turn off the alarm, and

  then realizing that it was in fact the phone, I finally spoke to an annoyingly cheerful Keith.




  ‘Just giving you the phones,’ he said. ‘I’m off for a round of golf. Lovely day isn’t it?’




  What a wonderful start to the year: head throbbing, stomach churning and on call. At least I wasn’t on call last night, although the way I feel right now I almost wish I had been.




  9.17 a.m. First ‘What time do you open this morning?’ call. Very politely answered.




  9.22 a.m. Second ‘What time do you open this morning?’ call. Still quite polite.




  9.46 a.m. Third call. How can people expect me to a) know anything about, or b) be interested in, the dietary habits of their elderly

  hamster at this hour on New Year’s Day? Not as polite. Must try and improve my telephone manner in these situations, after all hamsters are very important to some people.




  9.57 a.m. Bloody hamster woman again. Must read up on causes of excess salivation in small rodents.




  3 p.m. Hamster woman finally placated by a promise of a comprehensive dental examination tomorrow. I went down to Westward Ho! for

  some bread and milk, and walked Pan on the beach. He loves the sea and had a good swim even though the water is freezing. Last time I went surfing, a couple of days ago, it was too cold to be much

  fun. The surf was pretty good, but it’s not the same trying to surf with a 5 mm wet suit, gloves, boots and a hat. Why can’t I live in Hawaii?




  I got back to find the answerphone flashing. I always take the practice mobile out with me when I’m on call but it doesn’t work very well down by the sea, so I have to be careful not

  to be out of contact for too long. The message was from David Gale, one of our best farm clients, who runs a large dairy herd a few miles out of Bideford.




  ‘Er . . . um . . . this is David Gale, out at Lower Eastwood farm . . . er . . . we’ve got a cow in trouble, looks like she’s brought her calf bed out . . . er . . . um . . .

  could you come out as soon as possible please?’




  Resigning myself to missing breakfast (or lunch, as it was rapidly becoming), I headed off through town and out towards Torrington. Pan sat shivering on the back seat. I did try and warn him

  about the sea, but would he listen?




  The cow had, as suspected by the farmer, pushed its womb out after calving. It was quite a nasty one to replace, I had to give her an epidural anaesthetic to stop her straining before I could

  gradually force the swollen mass of tissue back inside. Once it was finally in place, which took nearly an hour, I put in a couple of sutures to prevent a recurrence, and sank wearily on to a bale

  of straw. Most people would be lazing around at home after a nice lunch by now, but where was I? Sitting on a damp bale, covered in placental juices, aching and starting to shiver. Oh, what a great

  life it is being a vet!




  At least the cow was OK, I suppose, and the farmer was really nice. Now I can go home, settle back, watch telly and relax for the rest of the day.




  7.00 p.m. So far so good. Not even a phone call. Managed to watch the whole of The Man with the Golden Gun uninterrupted.

  Smell of placenta still refuses to budge from hands.




  11.35 p.m. I spoke too soon. Just been called out to see a dog with diarrhoea. I should have told them to bring it in tomorrow, but

  they were pretty insistent I saw it tonight. I bet it’s only mild colitis or something. Hardly a dire veterinary emergency.




  Midnight Just as I suspected, mild colitis, which will clear up if they starve her (it was a lovely little spaniel bitch called

  Nesie). I gave her a couple of injections, to hasten her recovery, but I imagine she would have got over it pretty quickly anyway.




  I’ve found in the time since I qualified last year that in many cases you end up treating the owners more than the animals. Quite often the animal will get better without any jabs or

  tablets, but the owner feels hard done by and cheated if they don’t see something positive being done. At times, I think veterinary science is more psychology than medicine.




  Thursday 2 January




  6.00 p.m. Back at work today. I did morning surgery on my own as Keith had strained his back playing golf, and Ian had to go out to a

  calving first thing. It was pretty busy, lots of routine stuff, which is boring but doesn’t require too much effort. At least they’d had the decency not to call me out yesterday to

  squeeze their dog’s anal glands or clip their cat’s claws.




  Ian spent most of the rest of the day unblocking the drains at the back of the practice. He owns the building, so he has responsibility for its upkeep, although I would have thought that Keith,

  being twenty years younger, might have offered to help. I would have been straight in with the plunger, of course, but I was out on calls unfortunately! The practice is in an old Victorian house,

  set in about an acre of gardens, which is lovely but means that Ian seems to spend nearly as much time fixing things and mowing as he does consulting. He never complains though. I think he’s

  one of these people who isn’t happy unless he’s busy.




  Hamster woman came in with Jerry the hamster. I’ve always found hamsters quite hard to deal with; they tend to bite at the slightest provocation, or die as you try to treat them. Jerry

  didn’t die. He did, however, bite. As soon as I put my hand into his little box he latched on with all his might and refused to let go.




  ‘Yes, he does nip occasionally when he’s scared,’ said hamster woman helpfully, as I resisted the overwhelming urge to bash Jerry on the side of the consulting table. ‘I

  think it’s his teeth that are the problem, don’t you Mr Inglis?’




  ‘Ahhh! Ouch! Yes, well, when he lets go, I’ll be able to examine them,’ I replied, applying a vice-like grip to his scruff and prising him off the remains of my index

  finger.




  Jerry’s front teeth were indeed overgrown, and were stopping him eating properly (although they didn’t appear to be affecting his bite). A quick couple of clips and the problem was

  solved. I hope I’m not consulting next time his teeth need doing, I need my fingers for surgery.




  There weren’t any operations to do, so I had quite a quiet morning after surgery. This afternoon I had to visit a couple of clients, and then go and see a few lame cows. I managed to get

  out for half an hour before it got dark, and walk Pan down on the Northam Burrows. He’s really growing fast now; he’s going to be a big dog when he’s fully grown. I hope Emma

  brings Badger over tonight, Pan really misses his brother when they’re apart.




  We keep saying we should take them back to the farm where we got them from to show the farmer how they are getting on. I’d like to see their mother again, she’s a lovely big leggy

  farm collie. Their dad is a mystery, he’s probably Tip, the nomadic crossbreed who wanders around Bradworthy and is reputed to have fathered most of the puppies in the area. Anne, a part-time

  vet at the practice, who lives near Bradworthy, told me Tip had recently been taken ill and may not be around to terrorize the local bitches much longer. I hope he’s OK. He has what I feel is

  the perfect dog existence: roaming, shagging and eating – what a life!




  10.35 p.m. Emma did come over, so we spent the evening drinking wine and watching a video. Pan and Badger very happy.




  Friday 3 January




  11.00 p.m. Nothing too exciting happened today, just the usual mix of boosters, claw clips and off-colour dogs. Went to Jones’s

  farm out at Hartland to do some fertility work with the scanner. I’m starting to get the hang of ultrasound scanning for pregnancy now I’ve been doing it for a few months. I’m

  pretty confident of getting it right from about thirty-five days of pregnancy onwards, although there are still cases where it’s hard to be totally sure. I find it’s best to be honest

  with the farmer when I’m doubtful and see the animal again a couple of weeks later, rather than guess and risk getting it wrong. It’s not the same as in small-animal work where you can

  bluff your way through occasionally. Getting things like pregnancy diagnosis wrong can have very serious consequences for the farmer.




  When I worked on a cattle station in Australia for a year before going to vet school I used to help the farmer pregnancy test his cows. The problem was that he could do it pretty well and I just

  used to feel inside and agree with him, without really having much of a clue as to what I was feeling. My downfall came when he asked me to check a cow he was going to shoot to eat (they

  used to get through a cow every three months or so).




  ‘It’s almost definitely barren,’ he said, ‘but just check anyway, would ya?’




  I felt inside the cow. ‘No, she’s OK. No calf inside there,’ I stated confidently. I couldn’t admit to him that I wasn’t entirely sure, so I decided he was almost

  certainly right and it would be best to agree with him.




  The cow was then slaughtered and skinned. When we opened up the abdomen we found, to my horror, a large calf in the womb. This mistake on my part left the farmer several hundred dollars out of

  pocket, and me feeling awful not only about the farmer’s loss, but also about the unnecessary death of the unborn calf.




  Ever since then I’ve always been very cautious about pregnancy diagnosis in cattle, although I’m much more confident about my ability to know what I’m feeling for nowadays, and

  the scanner is excellent as you can actually see the foetus on the screen.




  Saturday 4 January




  3.00 p.m. I can’t believe it! I’m on call this weekend. I thought Ian was on, but then he reminded me this morning that

  last month he had swapped a weekend with me. It’s typical, there’s some classic surf rolling in and I’m not going to be able to take advantage of it.




  Ian’s off to the AGM at Instow sailing club this evening, and he said that it’s one of those boozy events which really isn’t compatible with being on call. I can’t

  imagine him racing single-handed dinghies in the sea, but he assures me that, come the summer, he’ll be out on the water most weekends.




  It’s only six months since his heart bypass, but he looks fit as a fiddle and he’s fully back at work now. He doesn’t look like my idea of a typical heart-attack victim –

  he’s lean and wiry with receding wild grey hair and amazing bushy grey eyebrows (not that bushy eyebrows are any indication of the health of one’s heart!). He showed me the scar from

  his op the other day and it’s amazing – a line all the way down his chest from top to bottom. It was such a shock when I arrived at the practice last summer to find out that he was in

  hospital for major heart surgery. He’d looked so well at my interview.




  He’s lived in Bideford for about thirty years, I think. Before that he worked somewhere up north in an old James Herriot-style farm practice. When he first started working here, the

  practice was based in a small terraced house next to the cattle market, and was run by a very eccentric old vet. They did probably 95 per cent large-animal work, only occasionally seeing a cat or

  dog. I think it’s only been in the last ten years or so, since Keith arrived and the practice moved to Witten Lodge, that the small-animal side has started to grow. Ian’s become really

  well known in the town as he’s been the local vet for so long, and he’s involved in the Rotary Club and things. I think he’s taken over the mantle of eccentric old vet from his

  old boss!




  Morning surgery was packed, we saw about twenty-five people, which is very busy for us. It gets quite tiring because it’s an open surgery, so people keep wandering in

  just when you think you’re nearly finished. Appointments are much better – at least you know how many people you’ve got to see and they don’t all rush in together five

  minutes before the end.




  I’ve just had to go and see a Labrador which keeps being sick. The owners, Mr and Mrs Johnson, are really nice. He kept referring to me as ‘Doctor’, which

  makes me feel very serious and important. The dog, a young black Lab called Jake, had been vomiting for a couple of hours when I arrived but wasn’t looking too bad otherwise. His temperature

  was up a little and he had slight diarrhoea, but he seemed quite OK in himself. I suspected gastritis, so I gave him a couple of injections and suggested they starved him, but ensured he had plenty

  to drink.




  Mrs Johnson was a little worried that Jake had eaten a plastic bag, and this might be causing his symptoms as she had seen him playing with one the night before. I told her I thought it was

  pretty unlikely, but said to call me if he didn’t improve.




  I hope it is just gastritis. It’s always hard to know exactly what to do in situations like this because more than likely this is just a stomach upset, but there is a chance that it is a

  blockage. You have to take a sensible approach as you can’t dive in and X-ray or open up every case. Hopefully, given twenty-four hours, he’ll be fine and the plastic bag will turn up

  in the garden.




  9.15 p.m. Mrs Johnson has just rung up to say that Jake has improved and has only been sick once since I left. This is good news, as

  it suggests my treatment is working and the possibility of a blockage is becoming less likely. He hasn’t drunk much, though, but hopefully he will do overnight. Might consider putting him on

  a drip tomorrow if he still isn’t drinking.




  Sunday 5 January




  Jake has taken a turn for the worse today. I was called round to see him again this morning and he had been sick again overnight. He still hadn’t drunk enough fluids and

  was becoming quite seriously dehydrated.




  I took him back up to the surgery and, with the help of one of the nurses, Helen, who lives above the practice, I put him on some intravenous fluids. We kept him at the surgery for most of the

  day while the fluids were slowly administered. By teatime he seemed much improved and brighter; he even managed a small drink and some liquidized food. I’ve sent him home on antibiotics and

  given Mrs Johnson some rehydration powders to mix up in his water to help replace the electrolytes he has lost by all the vomiting and diarrhoea.




  I still think that it is a severe gastroenteritis, although a small voice inside me keeps reminding me that there could be a plastic bag blocking his gut which could rupture it. If I

  haven’t got the diagnosis right, he could die.




  If he’s still bad tomorrow, we’ll have him in and X-ray him. The owners seem like the type of clients who would rather spend the money on an unnecessary X-ray than risk losing their

  pet. People like this are so much nicer to deal with than the critical owners who question the cost of every treatment, and seem to expect you to come up with all the answers without spending any

  money or getting anything wrong. It always seems that you have to constantly balance what you would like to do for the animal against the cost to the owner and the likely outcome.




  Monday 6 January




  1.00 p.m. Just come home for some lunch after a hectic morning. Jake came back in looking awful. He’d been sick again through

  the night and was now very dull, depressed and dehydrated. Mrs Johnson was getting more and more concerned about him, and brought up the plastic bag theory again.




  ‘I don’t want to try and tell you what to do,’ she said, ‘but I’m really worried about him. I mean, shouldn’t he be improving by now if it was just an

  infection? He seems so lifeless and – and I just want him to be all right.’ She was almost in tears as she spoke, so I said we would keep Jake in this morning, put him on another drip,

  and take an X-ray of his abdomen. I still wasn’t convinced that we would see anything, but the owner’s distress meant we had to try and do something constructive. The little voice which

  was telling me I was wrong about the gastritis and that he did have an obstruction was getting harder to ignore.




  We got him started on some fluids and then took a couple of X-rays. The practice hasn’t got a developer yet so all the X-rays have to be taken up to the local hospital to be developed.

  This is a bit of a pain, but it can be quite useful as the staff are usually pretty interested in the pictures and help in interpreting the images. I looked at Jake’s films half hoping to

  find evidence of a blockage so that we would at least have a definite diagnosis and could get on and treat him, but the pictures showed nothing conclusive. At vet school we were shown lots of

  classic X-rays of how intestines look with an obstruction, but out here in the real world of vetting nothing seems as clear-cut and simple as it is in textbooks and lectures.




  I’m going to talk it over with Ian after lunch and see what he thinks. We may have to operate on Jake and have a look inside, we don’t have many other options left.




  7.00 p.m. I’ve just left Mrs Johnson at the surgery with Jake. He’s coming round from his anaesthetic and she wanted to

  be with him as he wakes up. We finally took the plunge and opened him up at about four o’clock this afternoon. We decided we hadn’t really got a choice, Ian didn’t think he would

  make it through the night the way he was going.




  Ian let me do the surgery, which was excellent as I’ve never done any major operations like this before. It all went really well. Once we’d knocked him out and stabilized him on some

  gas, I opened up his abdomen and found that all his small intestines were pleated together in a small tight ball. I incised the gut and pulled out a piece of plastic bag! Mrs Johnson had been right

  all along!




  It took about half an hour and three incisions to get the whole bag out, and then even longer to suture the holes back together. It is really fiddly work and very tiring as you’re

  concentrating so hard. It all looked OK, though, so his chances of pulling through should be reasonable. I just wish I’d listened to the owner instead of dismissing what she said so readily.

  She was so relieved and happy we had finally found out what the problem was she didn’t even say, ‘I told you so,’ or, ‘Why did it take you so long to realize what the

  problem was?’ I wish all owners could be as nice and understanding as the Johnsons. They’ve been so good throughout and never once criticized what I was doing or got angry because he

  wasn’t improving. They trusted my decisions although, in a way, it nearly cost them their dog.




  10.30 p.m. Jake’s looking excellent. He’s up and about and has drunk a little water. I’ve told Mrs Johnson that

  although all is going well so far, he isn’t out of the woods yet. There’s still the risk of my sutures leaking, or peritonitis, or other complications. I really hope he’s OK,

  I’d feel so guilty if he dies because I didn’t operate soon enough, or because I did something wrong during the operation.




  Was planning to go over to Dulverton to see Emma tonight, but I didn’t want to leave Jake. Pan’s been neglected today: only one decent walk. I think I’ll take him out round the

  playing field for a run.




  10.31 p.m. Raining, so let Pan into garden instead. Must stop being such a bad owner.




  Tuesday 7 January




  I couldn’t sleep this morning as I was worrying about Jake. I got up and gave Pan a decent walk before going up to the surgery to check on Jake. I always dread the moment I first arrive

  when I have a critical case in the practice. I try my best to avoid all the nurses in case the news is bad, and usually rush out to the kennels and have a nervous glance at the animal before I see

  anyone.




  My heart missed a beat or two when I first saw Jake lying, still, in his kennel, but as he heard me approach, he sat up and wagged his tail. I was very relieved!




  Throughout the day he has improved dramatically, no more vomiting, and he is eating the liquid food we’ve given him. I really think he’s going to be all right!




  After sorting Jake out and ringing Mrs Johnson to keep her informed of his progress, I went out to a couple of farms. First I went to Mr Fulford’s place on the other side

  of the river and saw a few fertility cases and a lame cow. Nothing too exciting except for Josie, the stockman’s terrier, nearly getting kicked by one of the lame cows as I was trimming her

  hoof. Josie always hangs around the back end of the cattle crush eating all the nasty bits that I remove. I can’t believe what dogs will eat – how any animal can find decaying placenta

  palatable is beyond me! Maybe Pedigree Chum should be made in three new exciting flavours – rotting flesh, hoof trimmings and clotted milk!




  After Fulford’s, I went on to Steve Thorne’s out at Gammaton and saw some calves. They were in quite a state; coughing and not eating. It looks like pneumonia. I gave them all

  antibiotics and the worst ones a drug to bring down their temperature. I’m afraid he’ll lose a few before we get the problem under control.




  Emma came over from Dulverton again this evening because she finished earlier than me. I should make the effort to go over to her more, because she’s always driving over

  here. We took the dogs up to the local for the first time and had a couple of pints and a few games of pool. They were really well behaved, apart from following me to the gents every time I went

  and Pan knocking over someone’s drink with his tail. At least he didn’t wee against the wall like he did in another pub.




  Wednesday 8 January




  Midnight, Dulverton Too drunk to write much, played in pool match in pub. Lost. Jake doing well.




  Thursday 9 January




  On call again. Jake went home today looking excellent. Mrs Johnson is so happy, and Mr Johnson said, ‘Thank you, Doctor.’ I wish we could call ourselves doctor,

  like vets do in America and the rest of Europe. Doctor Inglis sounds much better than Mr Inglis. Even dentists will soon be able to call themselves doctor, so if dentists (who, like doctors, all

  wanted to be vets but couldn’t get the grades) can use that title I don’t see why we shouldn’t.




  Quite a busy day at the surgery, lots of operations and consulting. I did a bitch spay, two cat spays and a dog castration. I really enjoy surgery and doing the operation on Jake has boosted my

  confidence. Bitch spays are still a little nerve-racking though. Anne has been helping me by scrubbing up and holding things out of the way while talking me through the operation. The scariest part

  is breaking the ovarian ligament to free the ovary up so you can tie it off. You’ve got to be so careful not to pull too hard and rupture the blood vessels which lie right next to the

  ligament. So far all mine have been OK, but I’ve yet to do one completely on my own.




  Only one call out so far tonight. I had to go out to Heard’s farm out near Hartland for a calving. It was pretty straightforward so it didn’t take too long, but

  I’m knackered after last night. I really hope I don’t get called out again this evening, I could really do with a decent night’s sleep.




  Friday 10 January




  8.00 a.m. Hooray! no calls.




  8.07 a.m. Spoke too soon again. Mrs Johnson wants me to go and see Jake, she’s worried about him. I’m really worried now.

  What if my sutures have come apart, or I left a bit of the bag in there somewhere? Damn! I so wanted him to be OK.




  8.49 a.m. Jake is depressed again, but he’s still eating and hasn’t been sick. Mrs Johnson says he refuses to come out

  from under the coffee table, and is definitely not right. I checked his wound and it looks quite inflamed so, hopefully, he’s just in a bit of discomfort from that and it’s nothing more

  serious. Gave him a painkilling injection and said I would check on him later this evening.




  Rest of the day was OK. Booked a bitch spay in to do solo in a couple of weeks. I hope I’m up to it. No farm work, so cleaned out the boot of my car. It was really

  starting to smell; I think the bin full of dirty arm-length gloves didn’t help. I got rid of the worst of it, but it’s still a right mess. I think I may try and build a decent container

  for the boot to organize all my stuff and try to keep it in a reasonably clean state. Even Pan doesn’t like the smell in the car, and that is saying something.




  7.00 p.m. Jake much improved, and out from under the coffee table. I gave Mrs Johnson some painkilling tablets to give him over the

  weekend, and said we would take the stitches out as soon as possible next week as they are making his skin really sore.




  Saturday 11 January




  Worked until midday then off for the rest of the weekend. I had to go back and see Steve Thorne’s calves after morning surgery. Two of the worst ones I saw on Tuesday

  have died and more are ill. He’s been injecting them himself with antibiotic but it’s not working, so I gave all of them a dose of a new antibiotic which is expensive but much more

  effective. He grumbled about the cost, but I reminded him that all the injections put together didn’t even add up to the value of one calf. It’s the best thing we’ve got to try

  and treat the disease, so if this fails he could stand to lose quite a few more calves. What he really needs to do is improve the ventilation in the calf-house. I think most farmers are under the

  misapprehension that pneumonia is caused by cold, so they block up all the windows and doors to keep the animals warm. In fact, that just makes things worse as warm stuffy places are prime sites

  for pneumonia to breed.




  I always feel quite nervous when I’m telling farmers things like this as I’m only just qualified and they’ve been farming for years and years, so who am I to tell them what to

  do? What surprises me most is the way they do listen to what I’m saying, and respect my opinion – it’s such a change from being a student when no one really takes much notice of

  anything you say.




  Maybe I should grow a beard like Keith. I think farmers tend to see facial hair as a general indication of large-animal veterinary know-how! (All the best large-animal vets seem to have faces

  like overgrown gardens!) Saying that, I’m not sure that Keith really looks like a typical large-animal vet, he’s a bit portly and too smart to quite look the part. His black hair and

  short beard are always a little too well groomed and his clothes too clean to give him that classic ‘pulled through a hedge backwards’ look of truly dedicated large-animal vets.




  I think Ian and Keith are equal partners in the practice, although Keith only joined Ian about ten years ago. Veterinary partnerships are very complicated as far as I can see. When a new partner

  buys into the practice, they not only have to pay for their share of the physical assets, but also for things like goodwill and the client base. The more I think about it, the more I’m glad

  just to be the lowly assistant!




  This afternoon I finally got to go surfing. Tim, my longtime surfing friend from university, came up from Bristol and we headed down the coast to a secluded reef break, which is near to some of

  our farms out at Hartland. When I first started here last summer I sometimes used to go to the coast after work if I was at a farm out this way. A few eyebrows were raised by some of the older

  farmers as I set off in the opposite direction to the surgery with my board in the car after finishing a line of pregnancy checks or lame cows.




  We had an excellent surf, and then Tim, Emma and I went out into Bideford to a few pubs. Pan and Badger chewed the kitchen table while we were out. Mutts!




  Sunday 12 January




  Surf had dropped right off today so didn’t go in. The beach is a right mess because a ship has dumped a load of tar out to sea which has washed ashore and left horrible

  sticky patches of black gunge all over the rocks. Badger got some on his paw and it wouldn’t wash off and we ended up cutting the fur off. I trod some into the carpet so I’ve had to

  move the sofa to cover the stain. I hope Ian doesn’t look under there if he checks the house over. The practice rents the house for me so if I trash it, they’ll end up paying (or

  getting me to pay), which could cause a bit of tension at work. Getting a practice house is pretty standard for vets, and it makes a really nice change from living in horrible student flats at vet

  school.




  I heard about the tar spillage on the radio this evening. Apparently several dogs have been burnt by it and people were told to contact their local vets if their pets eat any or get it stuck to

  them. I’m not quite sure what to do if a dog eats some caustic tar, I think I’d better read up my notes on poisons later on.




  I played squash this evening up at Lenwood Country Club in Northam where I’m playing in a league. I thought my luck was in tonight because my opponent was about fifty and

  came on to court wearing two knee braces and a back support. Can’t lose, I thought confidently, I’ll just knock the ball around a bit, let him have a few points here and there and win

  comfortably. I lost 3-nil.




  The evening turned out OK though, because over a beer in the bar afterwards I was telling my opponent about my grassboard invention and he turned out to be the boss of a local plastics company

  and said he could get me just the right material for the deck of the board. I’ve got some wheels and axles so once I get the deck I should be able to test the idea out – I hope it

  works, otherwise everyone who laughed at the idea will be right.




  I first had the idea for a grass snowboard about two years ago, after I got back from a snowboarding holiday. I started to think that there must be a way of re-creating the sensation of

  snowboarding on grassy slopes. Over the next year or so I spent ages thinking about ways to make the board work and even made a few prototypes, including the infamous drainpipe and plywood disaster

  that made me the laughing stock of my friends in the fourth year at Bristol! I finally found inspiration while sitting in the bath at my mum’s house in France. I suddenly worked out how I

  could get a board with wheels to work in the same way a snowboard does, by using a flexible deck suspended between two axles. The idea is that when the deck is leant, it forms an arc between the

  wheels, and the board steers in the same way that a snowboard bends and the board carves a turn through the snow. I really have high hopes that this idea will work. If it does, there is so much

  potential for the new sport to take off.




  Monday 13 January




  Late for work this morning because I locked the house keys inside when I took Pan out. It’s been on the cards for ages. I really will get round to getting a second set of

  keys cut now. I had to ask next door if I could use their phone to ring Ian at the surgery. The people next door haven’t liked me since I had a few friends round for the weekend last month

  and they all parked their cars in the communal car parking area. ‘Each house is allotted two spaces and no more,’ said the next-door neighbour. I thought he had a bit of cheek

  complaining after I’d squeezed his horrible poodle’s anal glands last week free of charge. That’s the last time I do him any favours.




  Anyway, Ian eventually came round and let me in so I could get my car keys, and I was only about twenty minutes late for morning surgery. It was pretty busy, as it often is on a Monday, so we

  didn’t finish until half-past ten. Afterwards, I had to go and see an ill dog. It turned out to be in the same little cul-de-sac that I live in, though it wasn’t one of my near

  neighbours. The dog is fourteen and knackered. It can hardly get up because its hips are so arthritic and painful. I’ve put it on some anti-inflammatory drops but I think we’ll have to

  put it to sleep before too long, which is a shame because the owner is obviously devoted to the old dog. I said I’d pop round and see how he was getting on after work tomorrow, but I

  can’t see it really improving.




  11.25 p.m. Bugger, forgot to get keys cut. MUST remember tomorrow!




  Tuesday 14 January




  1.00 p.m. Good morning – mainly farm work. Saw Steve Thorne’s calves again, which are doing much better. One is still

  pretty ill so I gave him another shot of the new antibiotic, but the rest have responded very well. He hasn’t done anything about improving the ventilation so I expect we’ll see more

  problems in the next batch of calves put in the shed.




  Mrs Johnson rang up to say that Jake was looking very well although his stitches were still irritating him. I’ve told her to bring him in tomorrow for stitches out.




  11.10 p.m. What a terrible afternoon. It started badly because I had to do afternoon surgery, which was packed, when I was supposed

  to be operating on a dog with a bad eye. I really wanted to do the op but Keith decided he wanted to do it instead, so I ended up doing three boosters, a nail clip and two vaguely ill dogs. That

  got me in a bad mood, and then I had to go out to Brian Hill’s farm near Hartland to see two lame cows, which is never any fun at the best of times.




  It was tipping it down with rain, and a freezing wind was blowing in from the sea when I arrived. The farm is one of our less well-equipped and well-run places: nothing works, all the cows are

  covered in muck and they are nearly all lame. We tend to get called out only to the bad cases as Brian doesn’t like spending money if the cows can still hobble around. These two were no

  exception, they were both severely lame in their back feet, and could hardly manage to limp into the rickety handling crush, which is very old and badly designed so that it’s a real effort to

  get the cow in and restrained effectively. It is also outdoors so I got completely soaked.




  The stockman, Graham, is OK. He at least cares about the cows, and does what he can to make the place better, but he’s frustrated by Brian, who refuses to spend money on new facilities or

  the health of his cows. It really is disgraceful how badly farms can be run and still get away with it. I always hope that if I get reincarnated as a cow, I don’t end up on a farm like

  this.




  The first cow was the worst, its hoof was in a real state. A nail had penetrated the sole and set up an infection deep in the foot. This had spread underneath the sole, forming a foul abscess. I

  lanced it and then pared away all the areas where the infection had under-run the healthy sole, leaving the cow with just a small area of sound horn to walk on. It was a pretty gruesome job for me,

  and pretty painful for the cow, but it’s her only real hope of survival. In most cases like this the cow doesn’t get any local anaesthetic because it takes too long and by the time

  you’ve finished the injections, the job could have been done. It is nasty, but it’s the way things are on farms. Most farmers wouldn’t accept the need for a vet to give a

  time-consuming and expensive local anaesthetic block to a cow just to trim away an abscess. It’s not that they don’t care, it’s just because they have to make a living from

  keeping animals. Some farmers definitely take this attitude too far, and treat their stock purely as money-making machines to be exploited, but most try to strike a balance between making a living

  and treating their animals well.




  The other cow just had very overgrown feet, so she should do better, but she is still pretty lame. I wish we got called out earlier to cases like these, because then we might actually be able to

  do something for them, instead of trying to save an animal who is really beyond saving.




  By the time I left I was soaking wet, freezing cold and smelling of cow muck and abscesses. Why do I do this job?




  When I got home I soaked in the bath for half an hour and then went over to Dulverton. My hands still smell grim as I’m writing this. I may have to have them industrially steam

  cleaned.




  Wednesday 15 January




  6.45 p.m. Just finished evening surgery. The last appointment was an ancient old cat called Marmaduke. His owner was an equally

  ancient old woman called Mrs Thomas, who was very upset because she thought Marmaduke needed to be put to sleep. The cat was in a bad way: it had severe signs of kidney failure and a large

  ulcerated tumour on its lip. I asked her whether she thought Marmaduke had any quality of life left and she said no, all he did was sleep and he hadn’t eaten for over a week. I told her I

  thought it would be the kindest thing, to put him to sleep, and she agreed, although it had obviously been a very hard decision for her to make.




  Before I owned a dog, I never really appreciated how attached people can become to their pets and how upset they can get when it comes to times like this. Now I can really sympathize. If

  anything happened to Pan or he had to be put down, I would be devastated. I think all vets should own pets, because it does help you to understand how clients feel about their animals. I think it

  has helped me to help people through situations like the one confronting Mrs Thomas tonight.




  The actual putting to sleep went smoothly, which is always a relief, especially when the owner is really upset. I always try to inject the drug into the vein, which is the quickest method, but

  sometimes you have to inject straight into the kidney in old cats. Marmaduke was lucky, he had good veins and didn’t struggle, so it was all over in a matter of seconds.




  When I was seeing practice, before I qualified, there was one awful vet who I really didn’t like, because when he put cats to sleep he used to inject them in the abdomen and then leave the

  room while they went to sleep very slowly. He left the owners there on their own with their cat as it died, not explaining what he had done or what to expect. I think 95 per cent of vets really do

  care and try to do things properly, but there are definitely some around who seem not to care at all about animals. It makes me wonder why they became vets, because without a real love of animals I

  don’t think anyone can be a good or happy vet. It’s a bit like going into teaching if you hate children, I suppose.




  9.26 p.m. Damn! Forgot to go round to see that old dog round the corner. Must remember tomorrow, and get some keys cut.




  11.45 p.m. Had to go to a calving at 10 p.m. out at Paul Martin’s farm. It was a real sod, the calf, coming backwards, dead and

  very smelly. Just going to have a bath in some bleach to get rid of the smell of rotting calf.




  Thursday 16 January




  Popped in to see the arthritic dog round the corner before work and it is much better on the drops, although it still has trouble getting up. The owner is very happy and wants

  to carry on with the treatment for now. Excellent.




  Mrs Johnson brought Jake in to have his stitches out this morning (she couldn’t make it yesterday). He looked so good, bouncing all over the consulting room, licking my

  face. He’s a lovely dog. The stitches were really digging in, so he’ll be very happy to have them out. I can’t believe he survived! After all my messing about and waiting, then

  finally operating when it was nearly too late, he still pulled through. Mrs Johnson gave me a bottle of whisky for saving him, which is so nice of her. It’s strange how you can almost make a

  real mess of a case but the animal survives and the owners are so grateful, when you can do everything by the book, and perfectly, and the owners complain and whinge and threaten to sue!




  11.30 p.m. Whishky gon down vewy well, hic!




  Friday 17 January




  1.00 p.m. Finished for the weekend! Toby and Louise are coming up from Bridgewater for the weekend, which should be excellent. The

  surf isn’t looking to good but it might get better tomorrow. I live in hope.




  Surfing is like an addiction, because once you’re hooked, you find yourself constantly thinking about it, and any decision has to include the thought ‘will I be able to surf if I do

  that?’ Ever since I joined the surf club in the first year at Bristol, I’ve spent my time either thinking about the last surf I had, or planning the next one. Even my choice of job was

  influenced by the fact that I wanted to be near the surf!




  Monday 20 January




  The weekend was great. On Friday we all went into Bideford and got pissed, then went for a curry. On Saturday, after recovering with a massive fry-up, we went surfing over at

  Croyde. The surf was pretty good, about four feet and clean, but it was absolutely freezing. The wind was howling offshore from the east, which made it really hard to get down the front of the

  waves without being blown off backwards.




  Emma and Louise have started surfing (well, Louise is boogie-boarding, which doesn’t really count – lying on a half-size foam board on your stomach isn’t quite the same as

  standing up on a proper surf board) and got on pretty well. Afterwards we went to the pub to thaw out. We were so cold that we ended up actually putting our feet in the gas fire to try to regain

  some feeling. Emma was the shade of blue usually only seen in dogs about to die from heart failure!




  On Sunday we went for a long walk along the coast path with the dogs as the surf had dropped right off. I saw loads of potential grassboarding slopes to try out once the first prototype is

  finished. Toby has no faith in the idea at all, he thinks I’ll break either my legs or my head on the way down. I’ll show him! He’ll be laughing on the other side of his face when

  the grassboarding empire takes off and I’m a millionaire! Well, I can dream I suppose – I’m never going to be a millionaire by being a vet, that’s for sure.




  Today was pretty unexciting, lots of boosters and non-pregnant cows. After work I went to B & Q and bought some bolts and springs to build the first grassboard prototype. I

  spent most of the evening in the spare room drilling and sawing away (much to Emma’s delight!) and I think I’ve got something which could work. I’ll try it out tomorrow.




  Emma’s very patient with me most of the time, and doesn’t get too annoyed when I spend an entire evening working away on some project or other. I suppose she’s got used to it

  over the eighteen months we’ve been seeing each other, since the beginning of the final year of vet school.




  Tuesday 21 January




  1.30 p.m. Did my first solo bitch spay today. It was a nice easy little terrier and everything seemed to go pretty well. I kept

  checking her colour every five minutes after the op to make sure she wasn’t bleeding inside and, so far, it all looks OK.




  6.15 p.m. Bitch spay went home looking good, so nothing should go wrong now. I’m still half convinced that I’ll get into

  work tomorrow and Ian will tell me that he was called out to see her in the middle of the night and she bled to death. I must stop worrying so much about operations.




  I had an hour off this afternoon so I took the MkI grassboard out for its first trial run on a small hill near the practice – and it worked! Well it kind of worked,

  anyway. It turned and went OK but I kept falling off and it was very hard to control. My work trousers are covered in grass stains and I ripped my shirt but, apart from that, no serious injuries! I

  think it needs some more development before I can release it on the public!




  Wednesday 22 January




  7.00 p.m. On call tonight. Today was quite good, lots of appreciative owners and nice pets. A woman brought in a couple of geese. We

  had to inject them against worms, which was OK until one of them decided to crap all over my white coat and trousers. It amazed me quite how much mess an average goose could produce.




  7.45 p.m. Just starting dinner, called out to see a dog. Sounds like a possible gastric torsion, which could be interesting. Better

  hurry.




  1.15 a.m. I am exhausted! I’ve just spent the last two hours operating on this dog, and I still think it may die. It was a

  gastric torsion, where the stomach twists round and becomes filled with gas, which I had suspected from what the owner told me over the phone.




  ‘He’s been bringing up white froth for the last hour and his tummy looks ever so swollen,’ she’d said in a state of panic.




  As soon as I saw the dog, an elderly boxer called Rufus, my suspicions were confirmed. His belly was rock hard and about twice its normal size. He couldn’t walk, so his owner, Mrs Cave,

  carried him into the consulting room and laid him on the table. He was so weak he couldn’t even lift his head up when I approached him.




  ‘I’m afraid Rufus has a twisted stomach,’ I told Mrs Cave, once I had examined him. ‘It’s a very serious condition, and he may not pull through. We’ll do what

  we can, though. Firstly I’m going to put him on a drip, then we’ll try to deflate his stomach.’




  There were no nurses around so I had to ask Mrs Cave to help me put the drip in, which she managed very well considering the circumstances. Once we had fluids going in, I tried to pass a stomach

  tube, but I couldn’t get it down because of the twist in the stomach. Rufus was looking really grim by now, his colour was awful and he was getting weaker by the minute, so I decided to try

  to deflate his stomach by putting needles into it, through his flank. He didn’t flinch as I passed a large needle through his skin and into the swollen organ below. As the needle pierced his

  stomach a hiss of escaping gas was emitted and the swelling gradually started to subside. I put in four or five more needles to hasten the process.




  ‘That should ease the swelling and buy us some time, but it won’t really solve the problem,’ I said. ‘Once he’s had some fluids and his colour has improved,

  I’ll have to operate to untwist the stomach otherwise the swelling will return, and if that goes on for too long, his stomach will become overstretched and the tissue will die. If that

  happens, his chances are very poor.’




  I also told her that I would need some help with the operation and I was going to call out one of the other vets. I rang Ian and, although he was in the middle of a dinner party, he promised to

  come down as soon as I was ready to operate.




  Mrs Cave decided to go home and await the outcome there, so I sat alone with Rufus in one of the kennels for an hour while the fluids dripped in. At about eleven I called Ian again and he came

  down to help.




  We thought it best to operate immediately as his chances of making it through the night were slim, so we knocked him out and tried to do our best to save him, although we both knew that the odds

  were stacked against him.




  As soon as we opened the abdomen we knew things were very bad. Part of his stomach was a dark reddish-black colour and his spleen was grossly engorged, suggesting the torsion had been present

  for longer than the owner had thought. Over the next two hours we managed to untwist the stomach and decompress it via a stomach tube, and remove his spleen, which had also been twisted along with

  the stomach. Then we sutured the stomach to the muscle of the body wall to stop it re-twisting, and finally stitched him up and took him off the gas.




  He was looking reasonable when we eventually left a few minutes ago, but I’m very worried about the state of his stomach wall. If the tissue doesn’t recover from not having any blood

  supply while it was twisted, he won’t make it.




  Thursday 23 January




  He didn’t make it.




  I arrived in a state of nervous excitement as usual when cases like this are in, knowing that he probably hadn’t survived, but with a little glimmer of hope that he would be up and wagging

  his tail. I was so disappointed when I went to the kennel and found the nurse cleaning it out, with Rufus’s body lying in a black bag on the floor.




  ‘He didn’t survive then,’ I said pointlessly to Helen. ‘I thought he wouldn’t, but it’s still such a shame. I wonder if we should have done something

  different, maybe we shouldn’t have operated so soon, I don’t know.’




  ‘Don’t worry about it too much,’ replied Helen. ‘I’ve seen loads of torsions since I’ve been here, and only one or two have survived.’ It was nice of

  her to try and make me feel better but I still felt pretty bad that I’d been unable to save him.




  Mrs Cave was all right about it. I think she was expecting bad news because she didn’t seem too surprised when I told her what had happened. She wants him to be individually cremated so

  she can have his ashes back and scatter them on the Northam Burrows, where she always used to walk him.




  The rest of today was fairly quiet; one farm visit to see an ill cow and sign a couple of slaughter certificates and afternoon surgery. Emma came over this evening and I told her all about

  Rufus. She said that she would have done exactly the same things as I’d done, which is good to know. It is so nice seeing someone who is also a vet so we can talk over things like this.




  Friday 24 January




  Much better day today, no more deaths or difficult cases, just lots of nice straightforward lame dogs, cats with abscesses and rabbits with overgrown teeth.




  I had a call from someone at the BBC. Apparently they want to film me and Emma for the follow-up series to Vet’s School, which will be excellent. They’re coming down next

  week to take us out for lunch and explain what they want to do. I hope it works out, I’d love to be on TV!




  Saturday 25 January




  1.00 p.m. Home for lunch. Morning surgery was packed, as it usually is on a Saturday. After Ian and I had finished, I had to go out

  to Brown’s farm and see a cow that had trodden on one of its teats. It was a real mess and very awkward because the cow kept kicking me as I tried to stitch the wound. After getting a nasty

  kick on the arm and swearing at the cow a lot, I eventually managed to cobble the lacerated teat back together. I’m not convinced that it’ll heal very well, because it was such a nasty

  cut and the milk tends to stop the tissues joining together. I’ve only seen one other case like this, which was much easier because the cow also had milk fever so it was lying down in a

  field. This meant I could stitch it up without having to dodge flying hooves, and once I’d finished I gave her some calcium to treat the milk fever so she could get up. She went on to do very

  well, but I think that she was the exception rather than the rule in these cases.




  When I got back to the surgery Ian said, ‘Why didn’t you give her a sedative?’ and I wondered why I hadn’t thought of that. It’s strange how in stressful situations

  you can completely forget to think logically or use your common sense. If I had only stopped to think instead of getting angry and shouting at the poor cow I could have saved myself a lot of pain

  and aggravation.




  I was quite lucky not to have been hurt. Cows’ hooves can cause some serious damage, although saying that, I’ve been injured more often by small animals than farm animals, especially

  cats and, of course, the most fiercesome of them all, the dreaded hamster! I’m sure that more vets have been injured by hamster’s teeth than cows’ hooves or cats’ claws.




  I’m on call all weekend, but at least there’s no surf. There is nothing more frustrating than seeing lovely surf but not being able to go in because you’re on call. Once, last

  year, I was so keen to go in that I paid one of the nurses to take the phones for me while I went surfing, and told her to come and wave at me from the beach if I was urgently needed. Luckily there

  weren’t any calls.




  I think I’ll try the grassboard out some more this afternoon, I can transfer the calls to the mobile and carry that with me while I cruise down the hills.




  4.00 p.m. All was going fine until two things happened. Firstly, the MkI grassboard failed to negotiate a small tree stump and is now

  in several pieces and secondly, as I was lying on the ground nursing a bruised elbow, the phone rang and I had to go to see a cow with milk fever out at Mr Chamings’ farm. I don’t think

  he was too impressed when I turned up in a pair of grass-stained overalls and large muddy snowboarding boots!




  It was quite an advanced case; the cow was wedged in a cubicle and couldn’t get up. The farmer had already given her a calcium injection under the skin but when she still didn’t get

  up, he called me to give her some intravenously. Luckily I got the vein first time, which is always a relief because I feel that farmers tend to judge you initially by how well you can do simple

  things like i/v injections. If you can’t even get a vein then they think you’re not going to be any good at more complex stuff, which is probably a fair assumption. One of my

  predecessors had quite a bad reputation among a lot of the farmers because she often had to call out one of the partners to help her do i/v injections in cattle. The farmers saw this as a fairly

  basic failing and therefore didn’t have confidence in her abilities to do other things.




  Anyway, once the cow had had a bottle of calcium intravenously, she immediately stood up and walked out of the cubicle with nothing worse than a scuffed hip to show for her ordeal. It’s

  always one of my favourite moments in being a vet, seeing cows stand up so quickly after treating milk fever. One minute they are helplessly stranded, lying on the ground slowly dying and then,

  literally seconds after you’ve treated them, they get up and walk away – I wish all my patients could be cured as simply as that!




  I think I’ll have to take the grassboard to an engineer to get a more sturdy prototype made, the MkI is definitely beyond repair.




  Sunday 26 January




  11.00 p.m. A very lazy day today, no call outs at all, which is amazing (mustn’t speak too soon though). Emma was on call this

  weekend as well, which means we haven’t seen each other since Friday, but at least we’ll have a weekend off together next week.




  I took Pan for a walk on the beach this afternoon. The surf is still as flat as a pancake thankfully, although there were still a few desperate people out there trying to surf the six-inch

  ripples that were rolling in. I used to be the same when I was at university in Bristol. You would drive all the way down to go surfing at the weekend only to find that the promised five-foot

  classic swell had mysteriously dropped off to one-foot rubbish, but you felt you still had to go in because you had driven so far to get here.




  Pan picked up a rotten fish on the beach and was most upset when I made him leave it. Quite what attraction he sees in a piece of half-chewed, foul-smelling fish is beyond me, although he tried

  to persuade me by licking my face immediately after dropping the fish!




  Emma rang up earlier and said she’d had a really busy weekend. On Saturday she saw three calves with pneumonia, a calving and a horse with a cut leg, and today

  she’s been out to about four different farms for various things. She tends to see completely different cases to me because most of the farms around Exmoor are small basic beef and sheep

  farms, whereas around here they are mainly large well-run dairy farms. She also deals with the hunt a lot, treating the horses and hounds, as stag hunting is a very big part of community life

  around Dulverton. Emma is very anti-hunting because she feels it is cruel both to the stags and to the hunting horses and hounds. I don’t like the cruel part of it, and I wouldn’t take

  part myself, but I believe people have a right to do it and that it is an integral part of country life in areas like Exmoor. If hunting was banned, I think country communities would suffer

  enormously, and that would include country practices like Emma’s, which rely heavily on work generated by hunting.




  I must stop rambling on about things like this just before I’m going to bed, I’ll never get to sleep now.




  Monday 27 January




  6.00 p.m. Had to rush out to Lake’s farm this morning before surgery to see a cow which had started bleeding as it tried to

  calve. When I arrived there was a large pool of blood spreading behind the recumbent cow, and just one of the calf’s legs visible. I felt inside, but I couldn’t tell where the blood was

  coming from because the calf was in the way, so I quickly pulled its other leg into position and eased it out as gently as possible. As soon as it was out of the way, I could feel the end of a

  large artery pumping blood from the wall of the vagina. After a few minutes of groping around, I managed to apply a pair of clamps to the blood vessel and the flow of blood was stemmed. I tied the

  handle of the clamps to the cow’s tail so that if they were dislodged, they wouldn’t disappear (inside or outside of the cow), and then inserted one of the farmer’s finest bath

  towels to form a plug and help prevent any further bleeding.




  She looked OK when I left, although she was weak from loss of blood and the effort of calving. I think I probably looked worse actually, because I was covered in blood and slime. I had to nip

  home and change before morning surgery. I thought I had washed all the blood off, but as I was having a cup of coffee after surgery, one of the nurses pointed out a large blob of congealed blood in

  my hair. No wonder I had been getting such funny looks from clients all morning!




  After that early excitement, the rest of the day was pretty quiet, just a few routine ops, one farm visit, and a nearly empty afternoon surgery. The BBC rang again, and they

  want to try a day’s filming on Thursday.




  Midnight, Dulverton Pub, pool and too much Guinness. Pan has developed a very strange fixation with the dart board. He now runs in

  and sits under the board all night, staring up at it as if he’s guarding his master’s grave. He’s had a few very near misses with stray darts. I’m sure he’ll end up

  with one embedded somewhere and we’ll have to rush him down to the practice for emergency dart-removal surgery. Dogs really are very odd creatures!
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