


About the Book

The mongrel occupies a special place in our hearts and
homes. Jilly Cooper collected stories from hundreds of
owners to write this engaging and affectionate tribute. She
presents a delightful account of the lives and natures of a
vast assortment of dogs of doubtful parentage: a
fascinating, moving and entertaining chronicle of their
exploits and accomplishments, their bravery, devotion and
wisdom. Jilly’s special method of classification enables you
to tell instantly if your pet is a Woolly Whitejaw, a
Borderline Collie, a Bertrand Russell or a Lancashire Hot
Pet. At last, our mongrels have achieved the recognition
they have so long deserved …
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What is this life if full of curs, I have no time to stand and stare.

There were always dogs in our family. But the ones that
stood out were two mongrels called Rags and Evans. Rags,
a little russet-coloured rough-coated Terrier, belonged to
my grandfather, who was a clergyman. As soon as the
organ struck up the last hymn, Rags, who’d been waiting at
the church door, would trot up the aisle to collect my
grandfather and later stand proudly by his side as he talked
to the departing congregation. Rags was, in fact, much
better with the parishioners than my grandmother who
preferred to read novels. On one occasion a local Lady
Bountiful came to tea at the vicarage. Rags promptly made
a bee-line for her, sitting at her feet, gazing beseechingly
into her eyes, whimpering adoringly.

‘I have a way with doggies,’ she kept telling my
grandmother smugly. ‘They all dote on me.’

Alas, when she rose to leave it was discovered she had
been sitting on a large bloody bone.

Another time my aunt surreptitously added Rags’s and
the cat’s names to the bottom of my grandmother’s prayer
list, so the entire Mother’s Union was exhorted in a ringing
voice to pray for Raggety Bones and Mewkins.

Evans, who belonged to my paternal grandfather, was
extremely ugly. So ugly in fact that when, on the day he
arrived, my grandmother proudly took him into the garden
to be introduced to the gardener, the old man scratched his
head and exclaimed, “Eavens, Mum,’ Eavens! If that was
my dog, Mum, I’d have named him after t’ other place.’



Despite his hellish aspect, however, Evans had a lovely
nature, and was so intelligent that he managed
simultaneously to drink out of the lavatory and hold the
door open with his tail so it wouldn’t shut him in.

To my everlasting regret both Rags and Evans died
before I was born, but such was the force of their
personalities that I felt I knew them almost better than the
succession of charming pedigree dogs who enhanced my
childhood. When I married and we moved to Putney, and
for the first time had a largish garden and lots of space, it
seemed natural to get a dog. Just at that time, a reader of
the Sunday Times wrote to me saying she bred English
Setters, and asked if I would like a puppy. I accepted with
alacrity, and so began one of the great doomed love affairs
of the age. Maidstone, the Setter, and I adored one another
almost to the disgraceful exclusion of everyone else in the
world, but I couldn’t control him and he created dangerous
mayhem wherever he went. When he was six, we acquired
a mongrel called Fortnum (of whom more later)
misguidedly hoping that a companion might settle
Maidstone down. In fact it pushed him completely over the
top and he had to be destroyed a year later.

Perhaps subconsciously seeking to stop myself rushing
out and buying another English Setter puppy, I acquired
two more mongrels, Mabel and Barbara, in quick
succession, and found myself the owner of a pack. Such
was the power of their collective charms, that before I
knew it I was a mongrel addict.

If you love something you want to learn more about it.
When I had Maidstone, I bought countless books advising
me (admittedly with little effect) how to rear, look after,
train, breed and show an English Setter. Setters even had
their own Year Book filled with self-congratulation and
hilarious anecdotes.

I found, however, to my dismay when I went to the
library, that hardly anything had been written about



mongrels except for the odd work of fiction. No book was
devoted to them exclusively, which seemed extraordinary
when there are more than 150 million mongrels in the
world. Most dog-guidance books either ignored them
completely, or described them pejoratively as being ugly
and unpredictable.

The Kennel Club bans mongrels and they are excluded
from all major dog shows. They are also appallingly served
by many of their owners. During 1980 Battersea Dogs’
Home took in some 14,000 mongrels, most of them too ill
on arrival to be saved, because no one had bothered to fork
out a fiver to have them inoculated. In contrast with this
vast number of mongrels, only about 4,000 pedigree dogs
were taken in – and this ratio is more or less the same in
dogs’ homes throughout the country.

Poor mongrel! We live in an age which champions the
underdog. Over the last decade, we’ve had International
Women’s Year, the Year of the Child, the Year of the
Disabled, Gay Lib, Black Power, Student Power and Flower
Power – surely it’s time for the Year of the Cur. Perhaps
Nigel Dempster was striking a first blow in the campaign
for Mongrels’ Rights in a piece on ‘In and Out’ in the
Sunday Telegraph Magazine in 1979, when he wrote that
Battersea mongrels were ‘In’, and several very popular
breeds of pedigree dogs were ‘Out’. I decided to strike a
second blow by writing this book in celebration of the
mongrel, and calling it Intelligent and Loyal.

My main problem was how to research the subject when
there was no available literature. I had talked my head off
to most mongrel owners in Putney, but that wouldn’t make
a book. I needed world-wide information. My husband, not
a great dog fan, heroically drafted this advertisement for
The Times and the Daily Telegraph:

‘Mongrels’ Lib. Jilly Cooper is writing the definitive book on mongrels. If you
have one or know of one, information and photographs will be welcome. It is



time mongrels got a fair deal.’

I had no great hopes of a response. My friend Tim Heald,
while writing his excellent book It’s a Dog’s Life, had put a
similar advertisement in the papers, asking for good dog
stories. He only received fourteen replies. I am afraid none
of the stories were terribly good and several of the letters
asked for money. But it seems that the emotive word
‘mongrel’ made all the difference and incredibly, within a
few days, I was absolutely snowed under with material
from mongrel owners all over the world, none of them
asking for money. In addition, to my eternal gratitude, the
Daily Mail printed a similar message in letter form. The
Evening News took up the story with a picture of my three
dogs romping in the garden, and the letters started coming
in by the sackful. They were funny, heartbreaking and
touching at the same time. I have never enjoyed a
correspondence more. There were letters from children
telling me about their family pets: ‘I’m writing to you about
our mongrel Foxy who is an excellent guard dog, although
fat because she’s been spade.’ There were letters written in
spidery hand and covered in tear stains from old ladies
writing about some little terrier mongrel who’d died before
the war. The photographs they sent in were almost better
than the letters. They showed faded sepia dogs lying in
hammocks, or sitting at the wheels of ancient motor-cars,
or wearing yachting caps, or just brandishing a wagging
tail and behind as they disappeared out of the photograph.

Most owners seemed to resent bitterly the fact that
other people, particularly the owners of pedigree dogs,
looked down on their mongrels. They were convinced that
mongrels were the best dogs, but repeatedly suppressed
the depth of their affection and pride by making a joke of it.

‘Missy is a small, mainly white, creature with black
spots, and blodges of brown on her face,’ wrote Richard
Ingrams, the editor of Private Eye. ‘She is fairly ugly, has



sharp teeth, beady little eyes and a tendency to yap at the
smallest provocation. She was meant to have a rough coat
like both her parents, but as things turned out she is
smooth. Despite these failings, everyone including me
seems to be devoted to her.’

Looking at Missy bristling out of her photograph one can
see exactly why.

In similar vein was one of the first letters that came in
written on blue card from a Mr and Mrs Roberts of
Walthamstow describing their mongrel, Errol. Into the card
they had slotted two photographs, ‘One in colour, and one
in black-and-white in order not to overglamorize Errol.’ In
fact, as we later found when we went to photograph Errol
for the frontispiece, he was a dog whom it would have been
difficult to overglamorize.

One of the joys of writing Intelligent and Loyal has been
collaborating with Graham Wood, who took the
photographs. We first met when he came to take my picture
for the Daily Mail. We ended up next morning with frightful
hangovers and a set of the best photographs of my
mongrels that have ever been taken. It was only after we’d
decided to do the book together that he let slip the
information that he couldn’t stand dogs, and was absolutely
terrified of them. Like most great photographers, however,
he was able to overcome his prejudice when necessary.

Throughout the book we have used his photographs
extensively, but when I wanted to illustrate an anecdote
about a dog that was dead or who lived abroad or too far
away, or to include a mongrel snapshot that was so funny
or splendid it could not be left out, we have used
photographs sent in by the owners.

For me Intelligent and Loyal has been a labour not just
of love but of adoration. I still like pedigree dogs, but,
having discovered the charms of the mongrel late in life, I
hope I will be forgiven for writing with all the obsessive
fervour and bigotry of the newly converted. My only regret



is that there was not room to use all the marvellous
material sent in. I hope that Graham’s less rose-tinted
approach will balance the book; that people will have as
much fun reading it as we had putting it together; and that
this book may help the mongrel to achieve some of the
recognition for his special qualities that he deserves.

No one I know has summed up these qualities better
than Hugh Walpole, whose mongrel Jacob was the model
for Hamlet, in the Jeremy and Hamlet books.

‘I have owned a great many dogs,’ wrote Walpole, ‘some
of them very finely bred, very aristocratic, very intelligent,
but none of them has ever approached Jacob for wisdom,
conceit, self-reliance and true affection. He was a ghastly
mongrel. I tremble to think of the many different breeds
that have gone to his making, but he had Character, he had
Heart, he had an unconquerable zest for life.’



FROM EARLIEST TIMES the dog has been of service to man,
guarding his cave, hunting with him for food, and giving
him friendship. Gradually, to suit his own purpose, man
started to breed specific types of dog to carry out particular
tasks. He produced Mastiffs, for example, who were strong
and brave enough to fight fiercely in battle. He bred a wolf-
like sheepdog, the Alsatian, to frighten off any wolf that
threatened the flock. As a double bluff, he even produced
the Old English Sheepdog who looked like a sheep, so that
when the wolf descended unsuspecting on the fold, he was
routed by a great woolly monster. Man also needed fast
dogs like the Greyhound and the Foxhound to hunt the
rabbit and the fox, he needed Terriers to dig his prey out
from their holes, and Spaniels to retrieve it from the
undergrowth. As people had more leisure, Pekes, Pugs and
other toy dogs were bred for decoration and
companionship.

Because each of these breeds was needed for special
duties, their value increased, and, as with all expensive
things snobbery crept in. The breed dog became a status
symbol, and greedy breeders with an eye to financial gain
produced more and more breeds allegedly for different
purposes. In fact they seem often to have been creating
mere collectors’ items. At the same time, a huge sub-
culture of mongrels were still carrying on their doggy life
unheeded, attaching themselves to various owners, or
surviving by scavenging.



The word mongrel, which is pronounced with a flattened
‘o’ in the same way as monkey and fishmonger, comes from
the Middle English word Meng (to mix), and from the Old
English word Gemong (a mingling). A mongrel is a dog of
mixed blood, whose parents were not of the same breed, or
of any breed at all. A breed dog, say an Afghan Hound, has
parents, grandparents, great grandparents and great-
greats going back for at least ten generations, who are all
Afghans. The mongrel, on the other hand, is usually the
product of many generations of chance matings, and may
have as many as sixty breeds in his make-up.

To complicate matters the term ‘mongrel’ not only
applies to a dog whose parents are both mongrels, but also
to a dog whose parents are both pure bred dogs, but of
different breeds. Therefore if an Alsatian mates with an
Afghan, the puppy can either be described as a
‘crossbreed’, or an ‘Afghan/Alsatian cross’, but is still a
mongrel because it is not pure bred. Equally if a Greyhound
mates with a mongrel bitch, its offspring can be described
as ‘Greyhound crosses’, but are still mongrels.

Many people tend to label all mongrels euphemistically
but inaccurately as ‘crossbreeds’. ‘Mutt’, ‘tyke’, and ‘cur’
are other less flattering names, as is the French ‘Bâtard’.
Americans and English owners often refer to their dog as a
‘Heinz’, because of the original 57 varieties. The
Australians with typical down-to-earth humour call them
‘Bitsers’, because they are usually made up of bits of this
breed, and bits of that.

As a large part of this book consists of anecdotes about
various mongrels of all shapes and sizes, I have tried in this
chapter to categorize them into types to make them more
readily identifiable, and to save laboriously describing each
dog’s appearance when I came to it. If I have identified
anyone’s mongrel wrongly, I apologize; it is often difficult to
tell exactly what a dog looks like from a small photograph.
If your mongrel doesn’t fit into any of the categories, you



should be delighted: you are the privileged owner of a
unique dog.



Oh rest ye, brother mongrels, we will not wander more.

‘LUCY NICHOLAS JOINED our family in 1964,’ wrote a friend
when she learnt I was gathering material for a book on
mongrels. ‘My mother bought her out of sheer
embarrassment when she came up for auction at a local
Conservative party sale. As the auctioneer pointed her out
as lot four, a piglet-like creature in an old cardboard box
with a head too big for her body, the room fell silent. As the
silence continued, my mother felt herself blushing at the
humiliation the small creature must be feeling. When finally
the auctioneer failed to raise a single bid, she gallantly
offered £2 10s. and found herself the owner of the obvious
runt of the litter.’

Lucy’s new owner displayed that quixotic streak of
compassion which I am proud to think of as peculiarly
English. It is that same streak which sends thousands and
thousands of people off to dogs’ homes every year to rescue
mongrels that are about to be put down. It is also that
streak of compassion for the underdog among underdogs
that often makes them, on reaching the dogs’ home, choose
the ugliest, most pathetic dog they can find.

Brutus Collis, a black-and-white Shagpile from Dorking
was rescued from the local RSPCA home. According to his
master, ‘It was love at first sight. I saw Brutus trying not to
look too eager to be picked out.’

‘Simon’s body was a bundle of bones and scabs,’ wrote
another owner. ‘He gazed at us from a pile of straw, and



when we didn’t take him, he slunk back into the corner
dejectedly so we changed our minds.’

‘The dogs were all barking and throwing themselves
against the bars,’ said Mrs Chatwin of Orpington, ‘except
one misshapen black and tan bitch who was just sitting
staring into space with a hopeless, despondent look in her
eyes. I knew instinctively this was the dog for us. She’d
been thrown from a car and didn’t trust anyone. However,
she immediately jumped into our car as though she’d been
in it all her life.’

Sometimes a prospective owner needs just a flicker of
recognition to take on a particular dog. ‘The local RSPCA
shelter was full of beautiful breed dogs,’ wrote Miss
Woodrow of Gwent, ‘but in one corner cowered a sandy
mongrel bitch who’d obviously been ill treated. She gave
my hand a lick and that was it – she cost us ten shillings.’

Mrs Lynne of Upminster, however, preferred the grand
gesture. ‘The dogs were penned in twos and threes when I
arrived. They were being given their only meal of the day.
Ricky left his food to come and talk to me, that was that. He
has grown into the most beautiful dog, and is loving to the
point of adoration.’

Shelley Barton, a handsome cross between a Boxer and
a Great Dane, both highly sensitive breeds which need a
huge amount of affection, was obviously miserably
displaced in the dogs’ home, and on seeing her future
mistress for the first time hurled her not inconsiderable
weight into her arms, as if to say, ‘I belong to you, please
take me away from this terrible place.’

Certainly visiting a dogs’ home is a gruelling experience
– all those desperate creatures clamouring for attention.
For the tender-hearted it is hard not to come away with a
whole pack. Charles Dickens, for example, was upset by a
trip to Battersea in 1862:



As you come within sight of the cage, twenty or thirty dogs of every
conceivable and inconceivable breed rush towards the bars, flattening their
poor snouts against the wires, and ask in their own peculiar and most
forcible language if you are their master or no.

A German, Dr Carl Schneider, visiting the home at the
turn of the century, was even more upset, and was haunted
for years by the vision of one particular stray:

He looked at me with human eyes, whimpering and whining and unfolding
his trouble to me in exquisite dog language, moving his body and tail in
every conceivable posture of entreaty and abject submission, and when I
moved away he pressed his nose and paws against the railing and emitted a
cry such as might burst from the shipwrecked on a barren island, who sees
the sail, on which he built his hopes of deliverance, disappear on the
horizon.

It is the same today. There are few more heartrending
sights than a van full of terrified strays arriving at the dogs’
home. Once they are unloaded, their collars – the last
vestige of their individuality – are removed and replaced by
a Battersea collar with a number: regulation prison
uniform, for prisoners who have not committed any crime.

But all dogs who enter here need not abandon hope. Of
the 14, 151 mongrels taken in by Battersea in 1980, 1,665
were reclaimed and a huge total of 6,451 dogs found
homes. This admittedly means that around 6,000 mongrels
were put down, but the majority of these were severely ill
on arrival, either very badly injured in road accidents, or so
diseased that they would have risked infecting the other
dogs.

Battersea is only one of thousands of dogs’ homes all
over the country which are constantly placing dogs with
new owners. The Canine Defence League, for example,
takes in between 3,000 and 4,000 dogs a year and manages
to rehouse 90 per cent of them. Another cheering aspect of
dogs’ homes is the dedication with which the kennel staff
look after their charges, and the real satisfaction they find
in returning a lost dog to its owner, or in placing a stray in



a new home. As a rule, after a mongrel has been a certain
time at Battersea, and the kennels are becoming
overcrowded, he has to be put down to make way for other
dogs only just come in. Fortunately the kennel maids get
very attached to some of the less outwardly attractive dogs
and keep moving them to the back of the queue. A dog
called Old Boy, for example, stayed at the home for eleven
months. He was an old mongrel nobody wanted: good-
tempered, healthy, loved by the staff, but one who didn’t,
because no visitor showed any interest in him, go out of his
way to sell himself any more. Everyone seemed to want a
young dog, or a dog with a sad, appealing face. Happily the
press got to hear of Old Boy’s plight and published his
picture with a story in the paper. Battersea was inundated
with requests to adopt him: the quixotic streak of the
English was at work again and he found a marvellous
home.

Other mongrels are not so lucky as Old Boy. Miss Tanya
Leonard, who works in a dogs’ home near Newport Pagnell,
cannot help getting attached to the strays she looks after.

‘There was a little black mongrel we called the
Motorway Dog, because he was picked up on the M1,
obviously dumped. He had bleeding feet, a burn on his
nose, and scars and scabs all over him. Some of the scars
indicated that he’d been thrashed with a thin stick. It was
really satisfying seeing him gain confidence and fill out.
Four weeks after he arrived another dog whom we called
Basil, came into the kennels. We don’t name all the dogs,
only the ones for which we feel a special affection. Basil
was terribly thin (I only once saw a dog so skinny, and that
died) and surprisingly at first he refused food, but I took
him out with me at lunchtime and gave him bits of my
sandwiches. He enjoyed this extra attention, and gradually
gained weight. He was such a happy dog, who wagged his
tail for even the smallest thing.



‘Both the Motorway Dog and Basil are fine examples of
dogs who, if given the chance, will do anything to please,
and despite an unhappy cruel past develop a beautiful
individual character. But thanks to selfish people who are
unprepared to look beyond the outside skin of a dog, and
not at its personality, these dogs were put down last week.
Both were well on the way to recovery, and looked forward
to leading healthy, happy lives. I have put a brave face on it
at work, but no one can tell me mongrels are not as good as
pedigree any day.’

It must be heartbreaking for the kennel staff to nurse a
dog back to health, and then have to destroy him because
he does not appeal to any prospective owner. Mrs Hart of
Taunton, on the other hand, is just the sort of saviour the
dogs’ homes are looking for. She went to Somerset RSPCA
and specifically demanded a dog no one else wanted. She
was immediately given Sally, a four-year-old Rough-and-
Reddish, whom everyone had passed over, despite ‘eyes
like clear brown trout pools’, because she looked so
commonplace. She had already been chucked out of two
families, the first because the wife couldn’t stand dog hairs,
the second because she fought with the resident Cairn.

Not all strays come from dogs’ homes, of course. Lucky
Draper, a red Tightskin was found in a field in
Northamptonshire.

‘My grandfather,’ wrote Lucky’s mistress, Rebecca, ‘was
feeding the cows when he saw a car stop, and a man throw
some rubbish over the hedge, and then drive off. Feeling
furious, my grandfather drove his tractor over to pick up
the mess, and found a puppy, very small and weak, all
tangled up in her collar and lead, and almost dead with
cold because it was snowing. Pop took her home, gave her
some warm milk, wrapped her in a blanket and sent for
Dad and me. Mum didn’t have any say in the matter. She
didn’t want another dog, but she loves Lucky now
(sometimes).’



Another little mongrel, called Matey Webb, was also
found in the snow, tied shivering to a gate by a bit of string.
‘We knew he wanted to live with us, when he didn’t wee in
the car going home. We washed him in the sink with Fairy
liquid and wrapped him in an old blanket.’

Sometimes a rescued dog can cause dissension in a
family. Mr Baines wanted a Great Dane, his wife wanted a
Dachshund. Instead she found Sam, a tan and white Prop
Forward, careering, obviously lost, through Bromsgrove,
and brought him home. Mr Baines was incensed when he
saw Sam in situ, saying he hated cringing dogs, and Sam
must go at once. For the next week, Sam was secreted in
an old cowshed like some prisoner on the run, but
fortunately won his spurs the following week, when some
neighbouring cows strayed onto Mr Baines’s land. Sam
promptly rushed out, rounded them up and drove them
back. He returned to the house in triumph with a beaming
master at his side.

‘This is a simply marvellous dog, not like that other one,’
said Mr Baines. ‘Where on earth did you find him?’

Success with one stray tends to make owners take on
another. Mr Byatt already had a beautiful Satin Crammer,
another Sam, whom he’d bought for £5. Shortly afterwards
he discovered a brindle Twentieth-Century Fox Dog in his
garden who was limping badly and eating chip paper,
because she was so desperately hungry. It took an hour of
coaxing and throwing titbits to get her to lick Mr Byatt’s
hand and snuggle up in his arms. When he finally got her
into the house, she slept for forty-eight hours.

In a nation of supposed animal lovers, it is utterly
horrific to find that people can be so desperately cruel to
dogs, dumping them in icy fields, or chucking them out
when they go on holiday. The ultimate in heartless brutality,
however, must be buying a dog for a child as a Christmas
present and, when the child gets bored with it, dumping it
on the motorway. One can imagine the panic-stricken terror



of the wretched animal as it weaves desperately in and out
of the oncoming traffic, seeing all it knows and loves fading
as the number plate disappears out of sight. One’s heart
bleeds for Kim Crook III, a Jack Russell, who was
discovered on the edge of a main road, creeping
pathetically out of the verge to look hopefully at every
passing car, then darting back again. Poppy Smerdon, a
glorious Satin Crammer, was dumped by some gipsies on
the A40 and taken to the nearest dogs’ home.

‘She clearly found us appealing when we saw her at the
home,’ writes her present master, ‘and was determined we
should be her new owners. My wife and I had been invited
to a lunch party, and we took Poppy away but left her in the
car. Obviously she felt left out, because she pushed down
the window, and joined the pack of Labradors on the lawn.
Since then we have not been parted from her. She is quite
simply the best dog we have ever known. My wife and I and
our two children, the cat and the tortoise are simply
devoted to her.’

At other times the bond between mongrel and new
owner is forged more slowly. Mrs Saunders of Liss,
Hampshire, used to walk her Alsatian bitch in the woods
every day, and was often trailed by a brindle Prop Forward,
who was obviously a stray, whom she called Buster. Very
nervous at first, he gradually over a year allowed her to
talk to and then to stroke him. After that he followed her
home, and for two days stayed in the garden.

‘I fed Buster, but wouldn’t let him in. He slept on the
back doorstep, and cried to come in. Finally I weakened.
No one seemed to have lost a dog, so he stayed. I think
he’d been dumped by someone who had driven off.
Whenever I started the car in the early days, he would rush
and hide. He is rather noisy at times, but very loyal and
affectionate.’

Some dogs – the quixotic streak at work yet again – are
lucky enough to be rescued from cruel owners. Poor Patch



Mellor, a Standard Magpie, was tied to a tiny box in a field
for more than two years. Mrs Mellor used to take her own
dogs for walks past him, and throw him pellets of bread
and meat which often, alas, landed too far away from him
to reach.

‘He was a bag of bones, his white fur was yellow as
though it had been singed (which the vet said was lack of
nourishment). We finally approached the owner, who said in
amazement, “Dost want him?” We took him straight away.
He is about nine or ten now but plays like a puppy.’

Another philobrutist, Miss Jane Howell of Charlbury, was
working in a café for pocket money when she discovered a
little dog tied to a chair in the back room, who used to be
pelted with bits of gristle and sausage meat at mealtimes.

‘He was called Whiskey. I loved him at once with an
enormous sense of outrage. The owners wanted an
Alsatian, so poor Whiskey was for the chop. I bought him
from them on the never-never, paying with my wages each
week, and took him home on a length of washing line. I
stopped on the way to let him loose in a meadow full of wild
flowers. He’d never seen grass or sky, never been off a
chain since he’d left his mother, and he went berserk. His
back legs were weak through insufficient food, his back
dipped through months of cowering, but he just ran and
ran, leaping back through the buttercups to check I was
still there, then barking and chasing, rolling and snuffling. I
re-named him Jesse James. He was an inspiration to
everyone who met him.’

In the same way, little Twiggy Kirby, the original Edith
Sitwell dog, belonged to an old lady who never took her out
and made her sit behind a chair all day. When her new
mistress took her to the vet when she was eight months
old, he said her paws were like a new puppy’s and her hind
quarters were quite bare where she’d sat on them all the
time.



‘I don’t think she’d ever seen a bird before,’ writes Miss
Kirby. ‘She is spellbound by them, and tries to climb trees
to get a better view. We’ve now had Twiggy over a year, and
we feel she is having her youth now.’

Almost worse than dumping a dog on the motorway is
turfing out a bitch when she’s heavily in pup. Cara Bagnall,
an exquisite black and tan Spanish Policeman’s Hat Ear
Dog came from Harrow Rescue Centre. A week after she
arrived at 5 a.m. on New Year’s Eve she had twelve
puppies. Ten lived, but as Mrs Bagnall had had only a week
to build Cara up, she was like a skeleton.

For the next six weeks, the Bagnall family dropped
everything, turning the study into a nursery, and taking it
in turns to bottle-feed the puppies. As it took nearly two
hours to feed them all, as soon as one person finished,
someone else had to start. The Animal Rescue League
helped Mrs Bagnall find homes for nine of the puppies, but
she kept the tenth and called him Boy: ‘Both dogs have
completely settled in and we love them dearly.’

It is in fact this nursing back to health and confidence
that forges the cast-iron link of devotion between the
rescued dog and his owner. Bully Latchford came from
Battersea in the 1920s and had a close-cropped white coat,
black ears, baleful eyes, and a docked tail so his whole rear
end wagged. ‘He had been terribly maltreated,’ writes Mr
Latchford. ‘Weals across his back, and a raw mark on his
neck from a too-tight chain. Every bone in his body stuck
out. My mother was the one who nursed him back to
health, I’ve never seen an animal show so much gratitude
or intelligence.’

Some dogs are so badly treated that even with kind
owners they never fully recover their confidence. Judy
Manser, a black and tan Terrier Cross from the RSPCA, was
still a mass of sores when she came to her new home. As
her previous owners used to stub their cigarettes out on
her, she still jumps a yard if people approach her suddenly.


