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         For Chesil and all rescued dogs, as well as those

      still in need of a new home.
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      Chapter 1

      Trouble on a
frosty night

      
         
         I KNEW I loved the man, but could I ever learn to love his dog? This was just one of the negative thoughts running through my head
         at 3 am as I stood naked in his garden, acutely aware of the deep, rumbling growl of a dog somewhere very close by. I couldn’t
         see her in the gloom, but I knew she was near enough to do some serious damage if I continued to advance.
      

      I hadn’t expected to be outside when I had come downstairs or I would have put on some clothes. My dog Spider, a large and
         lovely Beauceron, needed to go out to the toilet and had woken me by resting his head gently beside me on the bed. So I had
         left Grant sleeping and had come downstairs, half asleep myself, and opened the back door. Spider trotted out and Chesil,
         the newly arrived Chesapeake Bay Retriever, seizing her opportunity, had bulldozed her way past me and disappeared into the
         garden with him. Spider quickly 
         returned and I waited patiently for Chesil to come back in. I called, and I waited, then I called again … and waited. Eventually,
         already a little chilled, I ventured out into the pitch black, freezing cold night air to see where she had got to.
      

      Although Chesil was new to us, Grant and I had been together for nine months and I knew he was the person I wanted to spend
         the rest of my life with. I have always had better relationships with dogs than humans, understanding them in a way that seemed
         second nature. Humans, on the other hand, with their power to deceive and be intentionally cruel, I was less comfortable with
         and I struggled with issues of trust and commitment. Grant had been different from the rest, soothing my worries and creating
         a place of safety where I wanted to stay. When we met, I knew that he had been what I was looking for. He was kind and communicative,
         with a strength of character that had matched mine, allowing us to form an equal partnership. He had a deep laugh that I could
         locate him by if I lost him in a building, and an easy smile that had me hooked from the first moment. We had been inseparable
         since that first meeting and there had been a nine-month window where everything had been tinged with the all-encompassing
         happiness that comes with new love.
      

      There were issues, of course, as there always had been for me. One was his house, which he had bought 
         soon after I met him. He had moved out of a delightful, old-stone rented cottage, which I loved and felt at home in, into
         what I labelled the ‘retirement home’. It was a large house, built for a retired couple, in its own plot of land in a lovely
         village, but the style was one I associated with old age and grandparents. Technically, there was nothing wrong with the house,
         but it didn’t seem to fit Grant or our future life together, and I felt uncomfortable and out of place there. Even a good
         makeover couldn’t save it and I resisted settling down there, despite Grant’s frequent invitations to move in. So I commuted
         every day, from my house where I worked, to his house where I lived and slept. I kept few possessions there and so every weekend
         packed up vast amounts of belongings that I might need, like a homeless person, together with Spider who always went everywhere
         with me.
      

      Another issue, of a more recent nature, was Chesil. Stinky, aggressive, bad-mannered, annoying Chesil, an unwelcome relic
         and reminder of Grant’s previous life, who had arrived into our relationship like a tornado. She was now somewhere out there
         in the darkness. I couldn’t just leave her as she couldn’t be trusted not to escape from the garden – I knew I had to brave
         the cold and dark to go and get her back in so we could all go back to bed.
      

      Outside the back door, the garden is lit by a warmth-activated light. When it sprang into life as my warm, 
         unclothed body, now rapidly losing heat, went past, I could see that Chesil was not in the main part of the garden, which
         meant that she had gone round the corner of the house where it is darker. Thinking that it would be a quick job to get her
         back in, I padded along the back of the house, my bare feet on freezing cold paving, hoping that the high fences would protect
         my modesty from any neighbours who happened to be awake and looking out of their windows at that time of the night.
      

      I discovered Chesil sitting beside the gate leading to the front garden. She was watching me with eyes that shone in the faint
         light from the main garden, and I could see from her huge pupils, glowing red in the dark, that she was already in an agitated
         state. I called her and she didn’t move, so I moved forward to take her collar to lead her gently back into the house. She
         gave a deep, thunderous growl. Reacting too slowly to heed her warning, my fingers closed around her collar, and I felt her
         teeth bite down on my wrist. She applied a strong, crushing pressure, not fast enough to break the skin but hard enough to
         cause steadily increasing pain until I was forced to let go. She was good at this – it was clearly a technique she had used
         before.
      

      I was really annoyed by her reaction. I’m used to dogs that I live with being willing to cooperate and work with me, in the
         same way that I work to make them feel 
         happy and comfortable. Chesil had scared me with her unreasonable reaction and I resented such an unjust response to my simple
         request. On top of that, she was very lucky that we had taken her on in the first place and had no right to be making life
         difficult for me when I was only trying to help. I felt she should, at the very least, be trying to control herself as she
         was a guest in our house. As a dog, she had no sense of guilt about putting people out. I knew that, of course, but it wasn’t
         easy to be professional at that time in the morning.
      

      I was losing heat fast and the prospect of getting back inside seemed very appealing, not least because I was concerned that
         the commotion would attract amused viewers to a show I had not intended to put on. I knew Chesil was worried about being shut
         in the kitchen alone, so worried that she would prefer to curl up in a freezing garden for the night. Although part of me
         felt it would serve her right, I knew I wouldn’t be able to sleep if I left her to spend the rest of the night on the cold
         concrete. Besides, she may decide to break out of the garden when it got light and go on a rampage through the village, so
         I felt I had no choice but to get her in by some means.
      

      I began telling her off in a cross, but not-too-loud voice, more of an angry stage-whisper, hoping it was enough to persuade
         her to see the error of her ways and not wake Grant or the neighbours. It was then that the 
         heat-sensor light went out. Not being able to see me in the total darkness, she started a low, rumbling growl. With jaws that
         I had seen breaking bone, I didn’t want to be too close, so I retreated a little. Frustration and temper then took over –
         ‘How dare you be so naughty,’ I shrieked as loudly as I dared, going round behind her with the intention of shooing her forwards
         towards the door.
      

      If I had been thinking straight at that time in the morning, I would have known better than to leave the house to retrieve
         an untrained, unpredictable dog without taking a lead. I could have clipped on the lead without her getting agitated and quietly
         led her back to the kitchen. To fetch a lead now would require another journey across the back of the house on cold concrete
         in bare feet in full view of the neighbours, and so shooing seemed a more favourable option, albeit an unprofessional one.
      

      Chesil responded to my anger by moving away swiftly, knowing from the tone of my voice that I meant business. As she shot
         round the corner of the house and passed by the back door, she triggered the light. I got to the corner of the house just
         in time to be fully bathed in its glow and to see her tail disappearing underneath the garden table in between the chair legs.
         She could have gone back into the kitchen. That would have been an easier option as the door was still wide open and closer
         but, no, she decided that squeezing under the table was 
         preferable. Chesil had only been with us for a few months. Before that, because of her difficult and unruly behaviour, she
         had spent her time in a small kitchen, getting very little exercise, going for every scrap of food she could find. As a result
         of this lifestyle, she was grossly overweight and only fractionally smaller than the table she was attempting to hide under.
      

      In her previous home, Chesil had been known to terrorize the women of the household. In fact, there were only women in the
         household so they were both terrorized. I felt she needed to learn that it was possible for a woman to get the upper hand,
         even a naked one in the middle of the night, and I knew it was important to not allow her to ‘win’ when she resorted to aggression
         as she had done in the past. For this reason, and partly because I was naked and freezing cold, I decided that the only way
         to get her out from under the table was to get the broad-headed mop from the house and push her until she was forced out into
         the open, from which I could herd her back into the kitchen. This wasn’t very professional, but I really wanted to be back
         in a warm bed now and my tired brain could not think of another way to get her out. So I fetched the mop and attempted to
         push her big, heavy body out from its hiding place. The prodding brought much angry resistance in the form of growls initially,
         escalating to high-pitched yelps and squeaks as she realized that she might actually lose the battle and have 
         to come out from under the table. She was furiously attacking the mop and making a terrible racket.
      

      At this point, the window opened above us and Grant’s sleepy face appeared. I really wanted to speed this up now as I knew
         he would come down and try to take charge of the situation. Dogs were my business, not his. I was the one who was supposed
         to be the dog expert and I wanted to be seen to behave competently with dogs at all times, even at 3 am. I wanted to prove
         to Grant that I could cope with his unruly mutt, so I became more frantic with the prodding to try to get her out until I
         heard a snap, which was the sound of the head breaking off the pole of his plastic mop.
      

      A few seconds later, he appeared in the kitchen doorway and shouted at the top of his voice, ‘Chesil! Get inside!’ Grant has
         an incredibly loud voice and when he shouts, he can be heard over long distances. Close up, it was like thunder. Chesil stopped
         growling and squeaking immediately, and obediently trotted inside. Head down, tail lowered, but doing exactly what he had
         ordered. ‘Dammit,’ I thought, ‘one to him and the “shouting at your dog” technique,’ and zero to me with all my knowledge
         and desire to practise kind methods,’ even though I was too tired, cold and agitated to think of them while naked in a frosty
         garden in the middle of the night.
      

      ‘I thought there was a fox or something under the table,’ Grant said as we headed for the stairs. ‘With all 
         that yelping, I thought it had got trapped and you were trying to set it free.’ Having heard how aggressive Chesil had been
         in the past and having been on the receiving end of her aggression a few times already, I have to say I would rather have
         faced a trapped fox than Chesil under the table. I decided to wait and tell him, in the morning, that I had broken his mop.
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