


[image: cover]







Table of Contents

	About the Author

	Title Page

	Copyright Page

	Dedication

	Epigraph

	Acknowledgements

	Chapter 1 A New Puppy

	Chapter 2 Getting to know Connie

	Chapter 3 The Best-laid Plans

	Chapter 4 A Country Childhood

	Chapter 5 A Life's Work

	Chapter 6 A Happy Reunion

	Chapter 7 Fun and Games

	Chapter 8 Connie's First Summer

	Chapter 9 Dog Friends

	Chapter 10 Troubleshooting

	Chapter 11 Whatever the Weather

	Chapter 12 A Setback

	Chapter 13 Water Trials and Training

	Chapter 14 Celebrity Dog

	Chapter 15 And Finally . . .

	Dog Training Guide

	Some Helpful Ground Rules

	My Basic Guide to Problem  Solving Strategies

	Puppy Training

	Enjoying Your Dog

	Games and Play

	Jumping Up

	Pulling on the Lead

	Running off on walks

	Garden Problems

	Barking Problems

	Separation Anxiety

	Introducing a New Pet

	Problems with Two Dogs

	Seasonal Tips









A Dog in a Million

HAZEL CARTER has spent her life around animals. At the
age of four she recalls putting a lead on her cat in an
attempt to take it for a walk in the woods next to her
idyllic family home in deepest rural Sussex. Realising that
cats were not as accommodating as dogs, she switched her
allegiance and a life working with animals and training
dogs began.

CONNIE was a finalist in the Kennel Club 'Friends for
Life' competition at Crufts in 2008 and has appeared on
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To Fred with all my love





'Near this spot are deposited the remains of one who
possessed Beauty without Vanity, Strength without
Insolence, Courage without Ferocity, and all the
Virtues of Man, without his Vices. This Praise, which
would be unmeaning Flattery if inscribed over human
ashes, is but a just tribute to the Memory of Boatswain,
a Dog.'

George Gordon, Lord Byron. The epitaph inscribed

on the gravestone of his beloved Newfoundland.
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A New Puppy

'I just know this could be the perfect dog for you,' Anne
had reasoned. 'I've known the breeder for years. You'll
like her and she'll like you. Besides, what harm is there in
looking? You're not committing yourself to anything . . .'

Anne was an old friend and the breeder of my beloved
Newfoundland, Christie, who had died almost two years
before. And so a few days later, I drove up to the small
holding in Derbyshire with my eldest son, Barry, just to
take a look.

I had grown up and spent my whole life with dogs and
I missed my last one terribly. Walks just weren't the same
without a canine companion and I found myself missing
Christie's eager greeting when I arrived home. I had waited
two years following two hip replacements to decide whether
I wanted to take on another large Newfoundland. But once
you love a breed they become part of your life. Now I
realised I had to have another Newfoundland.

It was early November 2005, a perfect crisp day with a
clear blue sky and the leaves still clinging to the trees in
myriad autumnal shades, deepest umber to gleaming gold.
We drew up outside the old farmhouse and as I got out
of the car I saw a puppy rounding the corner of the
building. She trotted along the path towards me looking
like a very important little person, curious and confident,
tail wagging happily. She was a sturdy, compact, well rounded
Newfoundland puppy, very black and fluffy. She
pushed her velvet muzzle into my hand as I knelt to greet
her and, stroking her soft fur in response, I was instantly
smitten.

She gazed up at me with small friendly brown eyes and
something about her face reminded me of a baby bear. She
was a comical little thing, but a thoughtful one too. When
I spoke gently to her she carefully tilted her head to one
side, listening intently to every word. There was no question
about it: she was the dog for me. Her breeder asked
me lots of questions to make sure I was absolutely the
right person for her precious puppy but all was quickly
settled. She had originally been destined for a new home
in Ireland, but luckily for me there had been a last-minute
problem. We agreed I would return in one week to collect
her.

All the way home in the car we discussed names for her.
Nothing seemed quite right until Barry suggested 'Connie'.
Most of my dogs' names have begun with the letter 'C' but
nothing we could think of seemed to fit until my son came
up with this. It sounded just right, a rather old-fashioned,
prim and proper name that suited her personality perfectly.

A week later, my husband Fred and I arrived back in
Derbyshire to collect Connie. At ten weeks old, she was
the last of her litter to leave. While the paperwork was
being completed I was able to study her more closely. She
was busily exploring the sitting room which was completely
unfamiliar to her. She was a rather funny looking puppy
with her tail held straight up in the air and an appealingly
cute but rather ugly little face, her character friendly and
open, neither too timid nor too bold. Already she was
showing signs of her great intelligence by carefully pulling
a book from the shelves which she studied curiously – it
was about dog training!

The back of our Volvo estate had been prepared for the
new puppy, with a cardboard box bed surrounded by
puppy-training paper in case of emergency. It was a long
trip back to our home in Sussex and as she had not yet
had her injections there was no question of stopping en
route. As we were about to set off, I looked down at the
puppy snuggled in my arms and decided she would be
happier with me on the back seat, to reassure and comfort
her on her very first ride in a car. Sure enough, she cuddled
close to me and slept for almost the whole journey.

Absent-mindedly stroking her soft, matt-black fur, I had
plenty of time to daydream. I always find car journeys a
perfect opportunity to let my mind wander. Now I began
to think about all that I planned to do with Connie. There
have always been animals in my life, and since I was a
small girl I have been interested in dog training. Over the
years this developed into a one-to-one counselling service,
advising owners on behavioural problems in their dogs long
before the term 'behaviourist' was even invented.

Christie, my last Newfoundland, had been a wonderful
companion. I had taken her training further than I had
ever tried to do before, prompted primarily by my own
state of health. I had congenital hip problems and was
becoming increasingly immobile, so that even simple tasks
like picking up a pen that I'd dropped, getting up out of
an armchair or lifting a dog bowl, were difficult for me.
Christie had quickly learned to be my very efficient helper,
and this had continued until her last illness and death from
cancer. Working with her had opened my eyes to just how
much could be achieved with a dog, given the right training.
After she died in 2003 I'd had two hip replacement
operations, fortunately both successful, but had really
missed the loyal support of a dog while I was recovering.
Now, almost two years later, I was fully fit and flexible
and once again able to enjoy the long, rambling walks we
had both loved so much.

Looking back even further, I remembered acquiring my
very first Newfoundland, Cassie, over twenty-six years
before. My three sons were still young children when she
arrived, and one of my happiest memories is of them all
roaring with laughter as Cassie romped with them in the
snow, pulling a sledge.

I'd decided a Newfoundland would be the ideal family
pet for us when my beautiful Golden Retriever, Crispin,
was fourteen and nearing the end of his life. He had been
such a perfect dog that I knew, even though I wanted
another dog, I could not bear to take on a Retriever again.
He was simply irreplaceable. At the time, Fred was often
away working and with three small boys to look after, I
wanted a big, protective dog but not a real guard dog –
this was, after all, to be a family pet and had to be friendly
and loving. I also wanted a working dog that I could train.
I'd always admired the look of Newfoundlands and so set
about researching the breed.

They are often described as 'gentle giants', and there's
much debate about where they originate. Some experts
believe they are descended from Viking bear dogs or else
nomadic Native American dogs; others that they are related
to Labradors as the two breeds share many of the same
characteristics – both are sociable, intelligent dogs who are
usually very willing to learn. They are also equally at home
in the water, with the same oily, water-repellent coat and
Newfoundlands even have webbed feet!

Whatever their origins, they have a long history. There
are stories from the 1700s of Newfoundlands in Canada
helping fishermen haul in their nets, carrying boat lines
to shore, and retrieving anything or anyone who fell
overboard. Lord Byron's faithful dog, Boatswain was a
Newfoundland, as was Nana in Peter Pan and Bobby
Kennedy's dog, Brumus. To ensure I was making the right
choice I read masses, visited various breeders and also went
along to the Newfoundland Water Trials to watch these
swimming dogs in action. Everything I saw convinced me
of the wisdom of my choice, and in the years since I've
never regretted it. I've found the characters of each of my
Newfoundlands to be quite different, they are always real
individuals, but equally lovable.

Reassured by these thoughts, I realised we were driving
along familiar lanes near our cottage in Sussex. The car
slowed and Fred turned into the long winding drive which
leads to our cottage. I gently woke Connie, smiling to
myself at the prospect of getting to know her and training
a new puppy again.

We were back early enough for Connie to explore her
new home – or just part of it at this early stage. I had
decided to introduce her first to the kitchen and utility
room, where she would be sleeping, for I've found that
having too many different rooms to investigate, too soon,
can be confusing for a puppy. Excitement often leads to
accidents where you least want them, especially for really
young puppies who are not yet house trained.

Connie seemed to approve of her new home. Bright and
alert, her tail wagging continuously, she soon confidently
ventured into the garden, where she very conveniently
weed. I said, 'Spend penny,' in encouraging tones as she
performed, so that she would begin to associate the action
with the words and enjoy the lavish praise afterwards.
Experience has taught me that it's never too early to begin
training, as bad habits, which are later very hard to break,
can develop from day one.

I was determined that bedtime should be a pleasant
experience for Connie. A generously sized puppy pen had
been especially made for her. It was large enough for her
bed to go at one end, with a few toys and space for her
water bowl, opposite a distinct paper-lined toilet area at
the other. Connie had plenty of time to wander freely in
and out of the house and explore her new surroundings
that first evening. I still remember how tiny she looked
and how huge her pen appeared on that first day.

I am very aware of how worrying and lonely the first
nights in their new home can be for puppies. This is after
all the first time they have been away from their mother
and the comfort of familiar surroundings. It's easy to forget
that we, their new owners, are complete strangers who have
whisked them away to an interesting but alien environment.
It's no wonder many puppies cry and get quite
distraught during these early nights. This has never seemed
to me the best way to start a relationship which should
properly be based on mutual affection and trust.

My solution was to make myself a temporary bed close
beside Connie's pen, so that I could talk to her and sleep
with my hand through the bars, to stroke and comfort her.
After biscuits in bed, a ritual we still continue, she curled
up contentedly and was soon sleeping soundly.

Our arrangement seemed to work well. We both slept
peacefully. Each night after that I moved my bed just a
little further away from her pen until my feet were in the
guest room next-door, with my head near her. The next
step was to retreat gradually across the guest room until
I was actually able to sleep in the bed. I was almost out
of her sight but I left the door open so Connie would have
the reassurance of knowing I was still nearby.

Before very long I was back upstairs in my own bedroom
to keep my now lonely husband company, and my now
settled puppy was sleeping happily alone in the security of
her own bedroom pen.
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Getting to know Connie

When confronted with an adorably fluffy puppy only
a few weeks old, it is very easy to fall into the trap
of delaying its training. It is, however, vital to start this
straight away. One of the first things I wanted to teach
Connie was to feel happy and relaxed when left alone for
short periods. The danger of postponing this lesson is clear.
Eventually it will be necessary for you to leave your dog
alone, and if this happens suddenly the puppy will panic
all the more, often reacting with a frenzy of destructiveness
and crying. I had recently helped with a poor young
Spaniel who became so distraught whenever he was left
alone, that he scratched the door frantically and made his
paws bleed. I really did not want anything like this to
happen to Connie.

I find baby gates are very useful at this stage, as puppies
can learn to be on their own while still having the comfort
of seeing you and consequently not feeling too isolated. In
fact, baby gates are just as useful later on, if a dog is
covered in mud or visitors are not quite sure whether they
want a close encounter with a large, enthusiastic Newfoundland.
I like a dog to be adaptable. There is nothing better
than having your dog with you all the time but that is not
always practical so I wanted Connie to be quite relaxed
whenever she had to be alone, confident that I would
come back to her before long. I started very gradually by
dropping a few tasty pieces of her food on the floor, disappearing
out of the door while she was eating it and then
returning before she had barely noticed my absence. She
soon became accustomed to me vanishing out of sight or
closing a door behind me, especially as this was often
accompanied by something interesting to eat. Another trick
I used was to chat to her or even sing as I went further
away, so that she knew I was still around. She was always
quiet when I left, perhaps hoping I would go even further
so she couldn't hear me at all!

House rules were the next thing to be introduced. Connie
and I had to come to an agreement about what exactly
was allowed. Everyone in the household was involved in
this, and I briefed any visiting family and friends. It's very
easy to allow a cute little puppy to curl up on the sofa,
but altogether more tricky to stop a much larger, muddy
dog from doing the same thing a few months later. They
just won't understand what they've done wrong.

There was to be no barking or scratching at doors to
be let in, either. At first, Connie pottered happily in the
garden with me watching through the French windows.
When she decided it was time to come inside, she would
jump up, barking, and scrabble at the glass for attention.
I would casually keep my eyes down, taking absolutely no
notice of her. This would puzzle her and she'd sit down
for a moment, to work out her next plan of action. At the
point when she was sitting quietly, I would immediately
open the door and she would come inside looking very
pleased with herself. I could almost see her thinking, Ahha,
that's trained her to do as I say. I only have to sit
looking angelic and she lets me in at once. Brilliant, I will
remember that next time.

This rather crafty method of training, where the dog is
led to believe she is the one training you, has always
worked very well for me. I also used it to discourage
Connie from jumping up at the door excitedly whenever
we were about to go out. I would ignore her until she sat
down – at which point the door opened as if by magic. I
suspect she became convinced it was the 'sit' which actually
opened the door!

There were quite a few more rules for Connie to learn
as soon as possible in these early days.

Early rules for happy dogs and happy owners

Dog don'ts

Do not come up to the table when we are eating, you will
not get anything. If, however, you sit by the dishwasher,
there might be a tasty treat when we have finished.

Do not try to go upstairs. This is bad for a young puppy.
It caused big problems later when I needed Connie to go
up and down flights of steps.

Do not paw at people. With young grandchildren Connie's
paw would soon be on the same level as their faces as she
grew bigger, I also have older relations and scratches on
their legs would be very nasty. It is a natural thing for a
puppy to paw at its mother so I knew I would have to
be tactful with this one. The exception to the rule was
when she was asked to lift one paw then the other for
drying and grooming. Being so bright she very quickly
learnt this and enjoyed all the extra fuss she had at these
times.

Do not climb on the furniture. (This was easy to reinforce
as I would sit on the floor to cuddle her.)

Do not jump up at anyone. (This was more difficult to
teach but cunning tactics usually worked: I'd offer her
something suitable to carry which made jumping up
awkward. I remember she was particularly keen to carry
her baby blanket or an old slipper.)

Do not chew furniture, humans, their possessions or
hands!

Human dos

It seemed only fair that in return I was clear what my side
of the bargain entailed:

I decide what we will do and when we do it, but I promise
to make it fun and enjoyable for you.

I own all the toys. These will be stored in various toy boxes
which you will be given at different times. The contents
will be very exciting with a range of toys, some for playing,
some for chewing.

I promise always to be fair, and any instructions I give will
be clear and simple.

I will not get cross, confuse, worry or frighten you. If you
do not understand something, I must realise it is my mistake,
not yours.

Most importantly, you should enjoy life.

November is one of my least favourite times of the year.
It always seems to me a dismal and invariably damp month,
not quite a distinct season. It is not yet bright and frosty,
there isn't the novelty of snow or any of the excitement
of Christmas and all its festive preparations. The only
arrivals are unwelcome ones – earwigs which hide in cereal
packets, only to appear swimming around in my bowl
once I've poured on the milk, and huge daddy-long-legs
which flitter haphazardly around the kitchen and then
seem to make a beeline for whatever I happen to be
cooking. Even the robin's song sounds different at this
melancholy time.

However, this year I was busy enjoying the company of
my new puppy, watching her explore her surroundings and
enjoy life. We spent ages sitting on the floor together on
one of her soft beds, with Connie snuggled up beside me.
She loved to lie there being cuddled while I held the end
of a chew stick for her.

Connie was remarkably sweet-natured and calm. She
reminded me in temperament of Crispin, my lovely Golden
Retriever, who had also been unusually sensible for a young
puppy. After a few days we allowed Connie into the sitting room,
on a lead at first, and soon could all enjoy peaceful
evenings in front of the log fire. She was wonderfully adaptable.
If I wanted to be quiet, she was happy to lie draped
companionably across my lap but if we suddenly wanted
to rush off, she was instantly up with a quick shake, alert
and ready for anything. As we usually sat together on one
of her beds in the evening, when it was time for Fred and
me to go to ours, I simply gathered up my sleepy, floppy
puppy and popped her into her pen, with her still-warm
bedding to comfort her.

There were also new people for Connie to meet at home,
although it would still be some weeks before she could go
out to socialise properly. She had already met Barry on
our initial trip to see her. He lives only a few miles away
from us and was consequently her first visitor at home.
She seemed delighted to see him again, wagging her tail
frantically, which prompted him to look at her rather
critically.

'I think she was finished off in a hurry and her tail's
been stuck on in the wrong place,' my son laughed. 'It's
also too short! Perhaps they ran out of material.' He made
such a fuss of her though that, oblivious to his rude
comments, Connie happily waggled the offending article
so hard it looked as though she might shake it loose.

The next visitor keen to meet the new addition to the family
was our youngest son, David. He arrived on his motorbike
in full leather cycle gear after a long, chilly ride. Connie
took one look at this strange apparition, with a round
shining helmet where his head should be – and piddled all
over the floor. Not being of a nervous disposition usually
she quickly recovered, and watched fascinated as the alien
creature removed the helmet and metamorphosed into a
friendly human who obligingly knelt down on all fours to
have his ears thoroughly washed.

Connie's first proper outing was to the vet for immunising injections and to be thoroughly checked over. I am
lucky to have had the same wonderful vet looking after
my dogs for many years now, and I knew she would be
fine with him. Not all our early trips were quite so
successful, though. We live in such a rural area that a
vehicle is essential for socialising and all the normal hustle
and bustle of life, so it was very important that Connie
should be happy on car rides. On one practice run I carefully
lifted her into the back of the car where she had a
cardboard box with her familiar bedding inside, surrounded
by her training toilet paper. I confidently set off for the
short trip but had not reached the end of the lane before
I noticed a horrible smell which was getting stronger. I
glanced round and to my horror saw the back of the car
was splattered with runny poo. Back home we went.

Next time I set off feeling relatively confident. What had
happened before was just an unfortunate accident, unlikely
to be repeated . . . It wasn't. This time Connie piddled
everywhere, again before we'd reached the end of the lane.
Never one to give up easily, I kept up my practice runs
but made them very short, simply to the end of the drive
at first, then into the lane where I immediately stopped
and let her out to wee. Eventually we were able to reach
the next lane without mishap – a triumphant five minute
journey – before I had to let her out. Gradually, Connie
relaxed and after that there were no more accidents in
the car.

As she grew we were able to explore beyond the confines
of the garden and walk further together. One of my
favourite places is our little wood, adjoining the cottage.
Connie and I began playing Hide and Seek there, with me
running away to crouch down behind a tree out of sight,
waiting for her to find me. She found this great fun from
the start and it helped to teach her always to keep track
of me. I was so lucky to have somewhere safe for her to
play freely at such a young age. At the same time she was
learning to walk to heel on a lead. I always took along a
squeaky toy and played games to keep her attention on
me and the toys rather than the lead. This was working
well and soon we were both enjoying our walks together.

Playtime was another important part of Connie's day. When
one of the toy boxes appeared she grew instantly animated
and eager to join in. She quickly grew to understand that
if she brought me back a toy, I would swap it for another
even more thrilling than the first, or perhaps a tasty treat.
As well as her toys, she was also encouraged to bring me
the shoes or socks I had left on the floor.

'Clever girl, Connie. Pick it up,' I would say encouragingly
as she snuffled intently around all the shoes lined
up in the hall. Finding my fascinating scent on one, she
would pounce happily. This was the tricky part. It was a
great temptation for her to race away with the shoe,
chomping on it as she went. But, being clever and very
greedy, she soon realised it was worth bringing it to me
instead. The quicker she brought it, the quicker she was
praised and in return received a worthy reward. The ultimate
prize was a treat from what I call the 'goodies pot',
a small plastic bowl which was kept in the fridge, containing
highly prized treats such as little pieces of chicken. An
excited shout of 'Goodies pot!' and the sound of me tapping
on it, would always bring a small black furball hurtling
towards me. This has never failed. That wonderful pot still
works like magic!

As I mentioned before, Newfoundlands have webbed feet
and love water. It was not long before Connie discovered
her innate water instincts and, like both my Newfoundlands
before her, found it a great game to 'dig' in her water
bowl. She'd splash puddles of water everywhere before
triumphantly flinging both bowl and any remaining water
across the floor. If she did this outside it was not too much
of a problem, except for the fact that she then had no
water left to drink. I tried to counter her game by cunningly
surrounding the bowl with bricks, thinking that would
deter her. No such luck. If anything it made it more of a
sport as she soon found she could scrape the bricks away
then carry on with her game unhindered. Indoors, I found
I was constantly mopping up great pools of water and
refilling her bowl. In the end we reached something of a
compromise. I rather unsportingly bought a very heavy
china bowl that she could not pick up and placed it on a
large tray. Connie continued to splash about in the bowl
but at least most of the water now stayed in the tray.

Basic training was generally going well. Connie was
obviously very intelligent and quick to learn, and from the
start we seemed to understand one another. Within a few
weeks she had found out how to pick up her little food
bowl and bring it back to me, which was quite an achievement
for such a baby. Most puppies, having eaten their
food, will try to find an extra morsel by chewing the bowl
or else taking it back to their bed, where they happily
demolish it as it smells and tastes so delicious.

I encouraged Connie to pick up her bowl as this was
what she wanted to do anyway. 'Pick up,' I would say
excitedly, running to the sink. She thought it fun to chase
after me, carrying her bowl. I then gently took the food
bowl from her, saying, 'Give.' At the same time, in return
I gave her a few more pieces of her food. I could see her
thinking, 'Brilliant! Take bowl to the sink and mum gives
me even more – her training is going well.' These key
commands, 'Pick up' and 'Give', were to be two of the
most important in the future.

At that early stage her fluffy baby coat was relatively
easy to look after. When she was covered in mud, which
was often, it was simple enough to pop her in the bath
and clean her up. She was still small enough for me to
pick her up, but was already growing fast. I have always
preferred to sit on the floor to groom my dogs rather than
use a special grooming table. It seems safer and easier to
me. I knew that when Connie's dense, adult coat grew longer
it would require a great deal more work to maintain, so
short sessions now on her baby fur would get her used to
the idea of grooming.

It was now early December and as Connie was fully
immunised I decided it was time to try out the local ringcraft
club. Although she was used to meeting people, she
had not yet met many other dogs. However, she was generally
so friendly and calm that I was quietly confident. On
the night of her first visit I hesitated outside the door to
the local hall. Connie began sniffing excitedly, her ears
alert at the unmistakable sound of lots of other dogs
tantalisingly close, just the other side of that door.

'Steady now, Connie,' I said hopefully, pushing it open.
With that she lurched enthusiastically forward and there
was no stopping her.

Dragging me along behind, she forgot everything she
had learned at home in her wild excitement. As I paid for
the class, trying to juggle bag, purse and lead, Connie
jumped up at the table, scattering paperwork, money and
raffle tickets, wrecking the once neat display. Desperately
trying to help clear up the mess, I managed to drop the
bag containing her treats. As they scattered across the floor,
there was a happy scrum of greedy dogs, including my
own, gobbling up the goodies. By now thoroughly enjoying
the mayhem, my sweet, gentle puppy obviously considered
the whole idea of a dog club hilarious and, overcome with
high spirits, pulled me from person to person, flinging
herself at them in joyous abandon. So much for all my
careful training of her. Though to be fair, it was a totally
new experience for her.

By the time the ring-craft classes stopped for the
Christmas break, Connie had begun to calm down a little
and was slightly less over-enthusiastic. We had just passed
our first important test, which was to collect a cup of tea
and a biscuit and walk steadily across the hall to a seat
wedged between other dog owners and their dogs, where
I successfully managed to drink the tea without spilling
any and eat most of the biscuit.

Christmas that year seemed particularly special. Of
course we had our delightful new puppy and the whole
family came to stay too, including Barry and David, and
our middle son, Michael, his partner Nathalie and our
two grandchildren, Tom and Lili. They all loved seeing
Connie, and she for her part thought they were wonderful,
especially the children, though the downside was that she
longed to wash them all over and play rough-and-tumble
games. She still needed to learn how to be gentle with them.
I found the baby gates invaluable for keeping children and
puppy safe and happy.

Christmas morning meant presents for everyone,
including Connie. She loved being allowed to rip off the
paper and thoroughly enjoyed her big squeaky Christmas
cracker and delicious chew sticks, which kept her out of
too much mischief while we were all busy.

To my delight, the New Year brought the winter's first
downfall of snow. Connie, now four months old, rushed
outside and skidded to a halt in amazement. She gambolled
about, burying her nose experimentally in the cold white
frosting, shaking snowflakes from her fur. We set off for
the wood at a run. The trees were weighed down with
snow, the bracken below a tracery of white. Even the
tangled brambles looked like works of art, with their arched
stems etched glistening white in the sun. Connie used her
nose to explore this strange new world while I marvelled at
the animal and bird tracks criss-crossing the woodland
paths. The stream trickling down through the gully looked
especially magical, bubbling between the snow-covered
hummocks of ferns and grasses to either side.

After lunch Fred and I climbed up through our wood,
over the stile and through the fields to the top of the hill.
Connie's young legs could just manage the walk, though
she was puzzled by the icy balls of snow which gathered
between the pads of her paws. It was so beautiful at the
top, looking back over the peaceful rural valley, the snow covered
fields gleaming in the winter sunshine. The lines
of the South Downs were clear and dramatic that day, very
different from their more usual soft, indistinct outlines.
Connie joined us as we stood drinking in the sight, her
dark coat flecked with icy crystals. 'Good girl,' I said softly,
stroking her head. I felt so happy and content on such a
perfect day with Connie beside us.
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