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For Rosie, April, Mustard, and all the feathered friends we’re lucky enough to have in our lives. There’s nothing quite like seeing the bright eyes of a rehomed hen.

BG

Dedicated to my rescue Podenco, Boba, and to all the other dogs out there who have found themselves insafe and happy families.

CV
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This is a true story. The bits that definitely happened are true. The other bits are made up, because dogs are terrific storytellers, and sometimes, we bend the truth just a little bit.


[image: An illustration of a dog with long and fluffy hair.]
[image: An illustration of four different dog breeds with tags labeled S, T, R, and B, surrounded by stars.]
Every morning I look forward to my chats with the rest of the garden gang. Trotty is the big boss, but the smallest dog. He’s old and can’t get around very fast, but he’s still convinced he can catch squirrels, even if they are high up in the trees. There’s Sprout, who has the fluffiest, curliest brown hair I’ve ever seen. She bounces around and sometimes bumps into stuff because her eyes are hidden by a mop of hair. Billie is probably the biggest puppy ever, she’s certainly the biggest I’ve ever seen. She always rolls on her back, sticking her legs straight up in the air and wagging her tail frantically. Ralph is as black as midnight, and when he smiles, he reveals his white teeth. He’s the only one who shouts (you’d probably say ‘barks’) more than I do when he’s playing. We get together for loads of sniffing, chasing, playing and peeing in whatever order makes sense on that particular day. In fact, I was halfway through a group wee when Newbie stalked into the garden.

[image: An illustration of a cat with a long tail in a grassy area.]
Newbie happens to be my new arch enemy! She’s so grumpy, us dogs usually keep away from her, not because we’re scared but because… okay, fine, we are scared of this dainty, scrawny, frazzled-looking cat, and it makes sense, because she’ll sometimes swipe at me just for sleeping in the wrong place. And because I sleep a lot, I get lots of swipes. It’s a dangerous life being a dog. You have no idea.

You do know I’m a dog, right?

Anyway, the garden gang was trying to avoid making eye contact with Newbie. Apart from Sprout, whose eyes were covered by her magnificent fringe. Newbie sauntered through our group, hissed at poor Billie, then did a wee right on the spot we’d spent ages weeing on to make it just right.

[image: An illustration of a small pond surrounded by tall grass with ripples indicating a recent disturbance.]
Trust me, if you want to ruin a dog’s day, then pee on their most recent social weedia post. She looked at me. She hissed. She walked off. The cheek of it. Our day of smelling and sniffing fun was not off to a good start.

Speaking of smells, and please don’t take this personally, but humans are gross. You spend a lot of time washing off the important smells you build up over a day, so I’ve no idea how you know anything about each other. I’ve never seen you using your toes to scratch behind your ears either, so your fleas must be alive and well, and I can’t remember ever seeing one of you sniff anyone’s butt. For us dogs, that’s the height of bad manners, but for you, it’s normal not to have a good bum sniff when you greet each other in the morning. See, you’re gross. Still, it’s nice to have you around, I suppose.

[image: An illustration showing two dogs, one fluffy dog scratching its ear, and a second sleek dog approaching it.]
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I’ve have had a pretty normal life so far. I grew up near a village in Africa, far away from where I live now. I was best friends with a wise old vulture from Egypt. My days were mostly spent with little chimpanzees who’d lost their families and needed to be looked after. I’d lie in the sun, and let the annoying little fur bundles jump all over me. Or I’d eat snacks. Mmmmm, snacks. It always helps to have snacks.

One day, I adopted my own human called Ben. He’s a scientist and works with animals around the world, so I thought he’d be easy to train, but as I found out, it’s never easy to train your species. I had to repeat myself so many times with the easiest of tricks, and it took way too long for him to learn when to give me treats, and to understand that I wasn’t ever going to want to play fetch with a ball. He’s improving though.

[image: An illustration of four dogs sitting outdoors with toys, bones, and a food bowl with the word NOW at the bottom.]
I’ve had to learn a few things as well since moving halfway around the world. I love my new home, the new dogs I hang out with and, of course, all the new tasty treats, but I still think about my old home sometimes. What I don’t miss is my daily wake-up call from my old arch-enemy, Sidney, a big white cockerel. Sometimes, he would crow just as the sun rose over the crown of the forest, when it would look as though it was breathing, with wispy fingers of mist rising from the leafy, green canopy into the chill morning air. Dawn alarm calls were bad enough, but I’d hear that mean old bird hollering ‘cock-a-doodle-doo’ when it was still dark and I was trying to sleep after a hard day’s work.

[image: An illustration of a noisy rooster on a rock, next to a dog lying and covering its ears.]
Sidney and the other chickens were possibly the scariest thing about living in Africa. Yes, we had spitting cobras, but they were nothing to worry about, unless they sneezed while gossiping with you. And there was a leopard who lived by the edge of the forest, but she’d lost her sharp teeth and had such blunt claws that the biggest risk, if she did manage to catch you, was drowning in her dribble.

Sidney, though, liked picking fights all the time with everyone. He even tried to kick a hippo once.

[image: An illustration of a hippopotamus sits in the grass, bearing a bandage and enduring rain from a tiny cloud overhead.]
That’s the sort of bird he was. He seemed to hate me especially. I’ve no idea why. Wherever I went, I’d see his beady orange eyes following me round the yard. If I got too close to him, or any of the hens, or if I did any of a hundred different things, I’d hear a rattling noise starting deep within his feathery old chest, sounding like a huge door creaking, getting louder and definitely angrier. It was basically feathery harassment. The others weren’t quite as bad, but they still joined in. You might be thinking, ‘So what, they’re just chickens’, but let me tell you, Sidney was no ordinary chicken.

When we think about chickens, most of us imagine floppy red combs, a fat feathery body, a little blunt beak and two gangly yellow legs. Sidney was solid muscle, nothing was blunt, and all the floppy bits on other chickens were definitely not floppy on him. And don’t forget, boy chickens have two whopping big claws on their feet, made from solid bone, with sharp tips. Being kicked is never a good thing, but when it involves long, vicious dagger toes, then it’s even less fun. I would sometimes be sunbathing in the wrong place at the wrong time, according to Sidney, and would end up getting a big kick and scratch followed by loud angry clucks. It was fair to say, I did not like that bad-tempered cockerel. When I left Africa, I never wanted to see another chicken again.

[image: An illustration of a rooster pecks near a fluffy dog with an exclamation mark above its head.]
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