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Harry The Dachshund
For a spirit that never got the chance to be a dog

Harry was the third from last of the puppies; he was born straight after
The Runt. He looked so peaceful in his sac, a sleepy expression on his face.
At first he hardly moved, so some of us thought he was stillborn, but as
soon as his mum tore the sac open he stretched and gave a big yawn, as if
it was just the beginning of another day.

Bellie, his conscientious mother, licked him all over until he was slick and
shiny like a small wriggly rat. His coat was a dark brown, his eyes were
closed tight shut and his small ears were pinned to the side of his head. He
looked just exactly like the other five brown pups. Bellie also had four
crinkly coated pintos, making ten in total.

We’d all thought that Harry was the last of the litter, but there were two
more born after him. The first seven had come in quick succession and
then there was a delay of perhaps an hour before Harry’s fashionably late
arrival. By the time Harry arrived all the others were fast asleep, with their
stomachs full, so he had all the time in the world to sample each and every
one of his mother’s teats before he found the softest and fullest, and
settled down to enjoy his first meal.

For some reason Harry was always Bellie’s favourite, right from the start.
Of course she loved all her pups, but she just couldn’t help treating Harry
just a little bit different. She would always nose him onto the best teat.
And with so many pups there was never enough room for all of them to
snuggle into her, but you’d always find Harry tucked somewhere around
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her neck in the warmest spot, and close enough for her to easily check on
him.

Apart from The Runt, all the other puppies grew fatter and bigger every
day. We had to feed The Runt on a special diet, and even so it was a week
before she was out of danger. And another four weeks after that before
she was anywhere near the same size as the rest. The Runt was Harry’s
best friend. He’d been born straight after her so maybe even inside Bellie
they’d laid next to each other.

They were inseparable right from the start. In the first two weeks the
puppies stayed in the bathroom, with the radiator going full blast to keep
them all warm. Their eyes were still closed so they didn’t move around too
much but there was always one puppy that managed to fall out of their
bed. And of course it was usually Harry. And if it wasn’t him, it was The
Runt.

We lost count of the number of times we’d hear a loud squeal, and Bellie
would run in to see what was going on, with the rest of us fast on her heels.
There one of them would be, on their backs, legs waving madly in the air
and mouths wide open making enough noise to wake the dead.

Once the pups could see it could only get worse. We had to keep the
bathroom door shut most of the time otherwise Harry or The Runt would
escape and you’d find them half way across the living room floor. One day
the front door was left open and we found Harry, millimetres away from
the edge of the balcony.

After that Dad put up a wire mesh fence all around the balcony. “I thought
I was going to have a heart attack when I saw him about to fall off the
balcony. That puppy is going to be a handful. You’re going to have to watch
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out for him, he’s always going to be getting himself into trouble.” Dad
wasn’t wrong. If there was mischief to be had, then you could be sure
Harry was in the thick of it.

Being ten pups it was easy not to notice if there was one missing. Of
course when they were still blind they couldn’t go too far, and if one was
missing you could be sure it had only got stuck under Bellie after she’d
come back to the basket. But once they could see Harry and The Runt
were everywhere and into everything.

They soon worked out how to get out of the bed. The bed had lots of
padding, to keep the pups warm, so there wasn’t much of a lip for them to
get over to escape from the box. It was a big drop for a small puppy so
they’d usually give themselves away by squawking when they hit the cold
hard floor. But if we didn’t hear them you’d be sure to find them under the
washing machine, when they were still small enough to squeeze in, or
behind the dryer which was nice and warm when it blew out the hot air.

The first time the washing machine went on with Harry under it was
hilarious. I was in the bathroom when it happened. The pups were still
pretty slow but you should have seen Harry come shooting out from under
there as fast as he could scrabble. His eyes were nearly popping out of his
head and of course he was yelping like mad. Bellie just looked at me, as if it
was my fault. Of course it was never Harry’s fault.

One morning I got up before dad. It was pretty unusual for me to get up
before him, not because he ever gets up that early himself, it’s just that I
always get up very late. But this morning dad was still not up so I went
down stairs to grab some breakfast. Of course the first thing I did was to go
check on the pups. For the lat few days they had started looking very fat
and were always making lots of noise, even The Runt.
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As soon as I walked in to the bathroom I knew something was wrong. Dad
had put a radiator in the bathroom, and it was usually going full blast
because he’d once lost a pup that got separated from it’s mum when it
was just a day or so old. When Bellie’s pups were born he even had a
couple of hot water bottles going to be on the safe side.

But this morning it was quite chilly in the bathroom, not really cold, but
not the usual tropical temperatures that the pups were used to by now. I
thought something must be wrong with the radiator, but when I checked I
saw that it was turned off. I turned it back on and then went over to the
pups to see how they were. They were all bunched up, which they do to
keep warm, and snuggling into Bellie. They all looked fine, and were
wriggling about as usual. Harry was latched on to one of Bellie’s teats and
was fast asleep, lying on his back and his fat belly rising and falling
contentedly.

Then I noticed The Runt. She was slightly apart from the rest of the pups,
so I bent down to pick her up and put her on to Bellie. She was freezing
cold, and her mouth was slightly open. “Dad, dad, come quick there’s
something wrong with The Runt.” I could hear dad pounding down the
stairs and he almost knocked me over when he grabbed The Runt off me.
“The radiator was off dad.”

He looked shocked. “It can’t be. I came down in the middle of the night to
check it was on and the radiator was hot as usual. I even turned it up a bit
because it was a cold night.”

He paused for a moment as he checked the radiator. I explained how I’d
found it turned off.
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He looked aghast at me, and then very sad. “I can’t believe it, but I must
have turned it off by mistake. I don’t know how I did that, except I was half
asleep.” He started rubbing The Runt like mad. “Quick, you take her and
keep doing this. I’ll go and get the kettle on. She needs to be on a hot
water bottle and get some food in her.” She looked so small, so defenceless,
but I couldn’t believe that she was going to die. She was two weeks old
now. She’d got through the worst, when she’d been so small we thought
there was no way she would survive.

Which of course she wouldn’t have if we hadn’t fed her from a milk bottle
four times a day. She hadn’t been much bigger than a matchbox, and never
seemed to put on any weight. But when we weighed her she always had
put on a little bit. Not much, but at least she wasn’t going backwards. And
by now she was nearly the same size as some of the other pups. But there
she was, lying in dad’s hand, not moving at all. She looked like she was fast
asleep, really peaceful. But when dad gave her to me I could feel how cold
she was. I kept rubbing her like I’d seen dad doing but it didn’t seem to
make any difference.

Then dad came in with the hot water bottle. The room was starting to
warm up a bit now the radiator was back on, and the other pups seemed
fine. Dad took The Runt off me and held her very gently in his hand. “I’ve
put a bottle of milk on too. Just go and grab it when it’s warm and we’ll try
feeding her.” when I came back with the milk dad was on the floor with the
hot water bottle on his lap and a towel on top so she wouldn’t get burned.
“She’s not moving but she’s still got a bit of warmth in her so she must still
be alive. Let’s try her with some milk. You know she can never resist a
feed!”

To be honest I didn’t think she would make it. I’d started crying by now,
and I could see tears in dad’s eyes too. They kept dropping on to The Runt
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with a soft splat. Dad put the milk teat in her mouth, and squeezed a little
bit out. It dribbled out of the side of her mouth. She wasn’t moving, she
wasn’t doing anything. I was really mad with dad for turning off the
radiator, but I could see how upset he was already so I didn’t want to make
it worse for him. But I couldn’t stay there and not say anything so I left
them in the bathroom and went out to get some breakfast.

Almost immediately dad called out. “Come quick, quick. She’s moving”. I
ran back in. Sure enough The Runt had started to move a bit, just her back
leg quivering like she did when she knew she’d found the best teat. I could
see her little belly going gently up and down. The milk was still dribbling
out, then suddenly she gave a big sneeze and it went all over dad’s shirt.
She started wriggling a bit, and making little whimpering noises. After a
while she even started sucking on the milk bottle, but not for long. She
always preferred Bellie’s milk, so after a bit she just spat the bottle out.
Dad pushed all the other pups out the way and put The Runt on the fullest
teat he could find. You can imagine Harry made a big fuss but when dad let
the other pups back on Harry was the first to snuggle up to his best friend.

It was still the holidays so I spent a lot of the day checking up on The Runt
to see she was OK. Harry seemed to be doing the same thing. Whenever I
went to check on her he would always be right next to her, lying on top of
her or squashed up as tight as he could. By the end of the day you’d have
thought nothing had ever happened. The Runt was running around in the
basket and even tried to jump out when Harry did a kamikaze leap and
landed with a plop in Bellie’s food bowl.

Bellie was eating at the time and got a bit of a shock. She gave a low growl
and then picked him up and put him back in the basket next to The Runt.
Maybe she was telling him to stop being such a clown and look after his
sister instead of mucking about. Either way he stayed in the basket for
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most of the rest of the day. Which was pretty good going for Harry, who
usually liked to be into something or other all the time.

After three weeks the puppies were big enough to go out on to the
balcony for a few hours with Bellie. They loved running around in the big
open space. Of course we couldn’t leave the puppies alone on the balcony
because there were lots of big birds around and we were afraid the pups
might still be small enough for one of the birds to catch in its beak. By now
it was the holidays, and I was going to The Fun Factory most weekdays. I’d
been thinking about the puppies all day, and couldn’t wait to get home to
see them. Even though all the puppies were cute and lots of fun I still
especially wanted to see my favourites, which were of course Harry, and
The Runt.

I’d caught the bus home so I was alone as I walked up the driveway. I saw a
crow on the balcony railing. I expected Bellie to be barking at it, trying as
she usually did to scare it away. But she wasn’t there. So I ran up the stairs
as fast as I could shouting loudly to frighten the crow away but he didn’t
take any notice of me. Then, just as I got to the top of the steps he
swooped down and picked up one of the puppies. At first I couldn’t tell
which of them it was. I could see it was one of the brown ones but they all
still looked so alike I couldn’t tell who it was for sure. Unless you had lots
of time to check the markings on their chest they still looked all the same.

As soon as I got to the balcony I jumped over the wire fence and made a
dash to get to the pups but I was too late. The crow hopped back on to the
railing and then tried to fly away. But by then the pups were quite large so
it must have been too heavy for the crow to carry while it was flying. The
bird dropped like a stone, and immediately disappeared from view. I could
hear dad down below and I screamed down to him to do something.
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He said “It’s all right I’ve got him. He doesn’t look like he’s been hurt.”

I ran down the steps and there was dad holding one of the pups. “I
couldn’t believe my eyes. I’d just finished fixing up the mower and was
going up to the house to get a drink. But as I walked out of the garage I
saw the crow falling. It looked like it was going to hit the ground, but then
it suddenly started to go up again. At the same time I saw something
falling. I knew straight away it was one of the pups. I just managed to catch
the pup before it hit the ground.”

Of course it was Harry. Dad said it was lucky it had been Harry. By now he
was by far the biggest of the pups so if it had been any of the others,
especially The Runt, the crow would have had no problem flying away with
them.

The pups were now six weeks old. They’d now spend the daytime on the
balcony or in the fenced in yard out the back. At night time Bellie and the
pups used to sleep in the garage. Even though it was still winter it was very
warm down there. At night they could only just fit into the big basket that
dad had bought for them. He’d expected Bellie to only have about four or
five pups, because she’s a dachshund cross and small dogs don’t usually
have more than that. Certainly not ten! So the bed wasn’t really big
enough for all the pups but we couldn’t afford to get anything else so it
had to do. The pups didn’t seem to mind though. It meant they were
squashed in like sardines, which meant they stayed warm as toast all
through the night.

The puppies loved it in the back yard. There were trees to chew, lots of
places to run and hide and dig, and an old thong that the previous tenant
must have left behind. Harry and The Runt could always be found fighting
over that shoe, in a tug of war that lasted hours. When they were small
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Harry always used to win, but then when The Runt started to grow it got
more even. And later on when she’d got almost as big as the rest she used
to beat him sometimes. You’d see her running into the bushes at the far
end of the yard, her tail wagging in a victory salute. With Harry running
behind her barking his head off.

Their favourite game was with an old tennis ball. It was filthy when they
found it, and by the time they’d finished with it, it was unrecognisable as a
tennis ball. They played with it, along with all the other pups, in a massive
game of soccer. The aim of the game seemed to be for someone to get into
a corner and bite as much out of it as they could before everyone pounced
on them and pulled the ball off. Harry loved that ball; whenever the others
had been fed and were piled up on Bellie fast asleep Harry would find it
and run off to chew it. One day I even caught him trying to bury it under
the root of a tree so none of the other pups would know where to find it
and he could keep it all to himself.

It was now getting close to when the puppies would have to go to their
new homes. They were nearly eight weeks old by now. They’d all been
taken down to the vets to have their injections. We had to take them in
two batches because we had nothing big enough to carry them all in at
once. A few of the pups had got micro chipped at the same time because
their new owners had asked us to get that done.

To find homes for the pups we’d advertised in the local paper, at the village
grocers and at my school. We’d also taken flyers round to every house in
the neighbourhood because dad said wouldn’t it be great if we could still
see the pups when they got older. Of course Harry was one of the first to
find a home. One day we got a call from some one in our street that had
seen the flyer and wanted to come and see the pups. When the people
came round I was surprised to see that it was Michael and his sister Hayley.
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Michael was in my class but he was pretty quiet so I didn’t get to talk to
him much. Then I’d got moved to his table, after I’d got a telling off for
talking too much with my best friend Danielle.

Michael told me they had a big yard, and like us they backed on to the
bush. He was very excited about getting a puppy. Michael said he liked
them all, and found it hard to choose, but in the end they’d all agreed they
wanted Harry. Of course they loved The Runt too but Greg, their dad, said
they could only have one. And if they had two of them it would mean
someone else missed out on having one of our pups.

Harry had got into trouble from the next door neighbour Trevor for making
too much noise so we were quite glad he was going. Even so I was still sad.
But at least he would be only just down the road. Unlike some of the other
pups that would be living down the hill or even as far away as Richmond.
We’d probably never see some of them ever again, whereas we’d probably
see Harry nearly every day.

Harry was due to go to Michael’s house at the weekend when something
terrible happened. It was Wednesday, and I’d just got back from Tae Kwon
Do. It was quite dark but by then the pups were old enough to be left out
with Bellie, even though it was still quite cold when the sun went in. They
were pretty big now, and all of them were fat as anything. Bellie had been
a good mum, and somehow managed to feed them all by herself. Now and
again we’d feed them formula but that was mainly because we wanted to,
not because they really needed it.

Dad and me loved getting home and coming up the driveway because all
you could see behind the gate was Bellie and all the pups with their tails
wagging. Their tails would be wagging left to right in exactly the same time,
as if to the beat of some music only they could hear. All ten of them were
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there as usual …. Except they weren’t. There were only nine! The four
pintos were there, but only five browns. Harry was missing!

We ran into the yard and looked around. At first I thought maybe
something had happened to Harry, he’d got hurt or something, and we’d
find him lying somewhere in the back yard. But he was nowhere to be
found. And then we saw it. A big tunnel under the gate at the end of the
yard. Which led straight into the bush. Harry had dug his way to freedom.

The rest of the yard had fence that dad had dug into the ground, which
meant there was no way that a dog could dig their way out. But you
couldn’t do that under the gate otherwise you wouldn’t be able to open it.
But we hadn’t been really worried since even Bellie, who was the best
escape artist in the whole world, hadn’t even been able to get out this way.
Bellie was so good at escaping that one of dad’s friends, who was a prison
warden, said he wanted to use Bellie to check out the new prison he
worked at. He reckoned that if they could keep Bellie in then the prisoners
would have Buckley’s chance of getting out.

Darkness fell over us like a blanket. So we got torches out and went into
the bush together to look for him. But we knew he could be anywhere.
And he was sure to be up to mischief, knowing what Harry was like. I had a
brainwave. ‘Why don’t we get The Runt to find him dad?” Dad looked a bit
unsure. What if she went missing too. The Runt was dad’s favourite. “We’ll
put the lead on her. She can sniff out where he’s gone. There’s no other
way we’ll find him tonight. And tomorrow it might be too late.”

Dad couldn’t argue with that. The pups were only eight weeks old still.
There were lots of things out in the bush a lot bigger than Harry. So dad
agreed.
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Almost immediately The Runt picked up the scent and she was off and
running. Even though the bush was cleared out the back of the houses it
was still hard to keep up with her and she was forever catching the lead
round something and nearly strangling herself. We walked for what
seemed like miles, but she didn’t stop. I could see she was getting tired,
but she wanted to find out where Harry had got to so she wasn’t going to
stop until she found him. After all he was her best friend. We must have
been looking for close to an hour. The Runt was still on the scent and
straining at the collar, which was a bit too big for her still. I thought I heard
something rustling in the bushes just up ahead. Then I heard a bark. Was it
Harry? It certainly sounded like him, but there were so many dogs around
here it could have been anyone’s. But it had to be Harry! Dad had heard
the noise too so he shone his torch in the direction the rustling noise. Sure
enough, just up ahead the bushes were moving and then we saw a small
brown face peering out from the undergrowth. He looked filthy and
soaked to the skin. We’d found him!

Just then everything went wrong. The battery on the torch died, and when
The Runt had seen Harry she pulled so hard she’d slipped her collar. Now
we’d lost both of them! I wanted to cry but there wasn’t any point. It
wasn’t going to get Harry or The Runt back. We had to keep looking, even
though they could now be anywhere. All we’d heard was two quick barks
and then lots of rustling as they’d run off and disappeared into the bush.
Then I noticed that we were by Michael’s house. What should we do?
Should we keep trying to find the two puppies by ourselves or should we
tell his parents that we’d lost Harry. At least they might be able to help us.
We decided the more people we had the more likely we were to find the
pups, so dad and I walked down a gap between two of the houses which
led to Michael’s house.
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It was pitch dark, until we got to the street, where there were a few street
lights. I looked up at dad; it looked like he was crying but he quickly wiped
his face when he realised I could see him, and grabbed hold of my hand.
Dad knocked on the door of Michael’s house and Julie, Michael’s mum,
answered the door. At first she was smiling, but I think when she saw dad’s
face she realised something was wrong. Dad told her what had happened.
She asked us to come in. “Come and sit down and I’ll make you both a cup
of tea. You both look frozen.” I didn’t really want a cup of tea, I wanted to
keep looking for Harry and The Runt, but I could see dad needed one so I
didn’t say anything. Just then Michael’s dad, Greg, came home. He wanted
to go out straight away and see if we could find the two pups. He went and
got some torches and a new battery for dad’s torch. Meanwhile Julie had
called Michael and his sister Hayley down to help us go and look for the
pups. So there were six of us all together, and the pups surely couldn’t
have got that far. So even if it was going to be hard since it was so dark, it
was worth trying because, as dad said, we’d be lucky to find them in the
morning.

Greg opened the back door and was pointing the way to the back gate
with the beam of his torch. It was pitch dark and you could only just make
it out. Suddenly two little brown rats ran straight between his legs. They
both ran straight up to me, wagging their tails, and when I bent down to
pick them up they both started licking me to death. Greg explained. “They
must have found their way through the back gate. We leave it open so the
roos and possums can come in and get a feed. Julie leaves the scraps out
for them.” Everyone was so relieved. You can imagine. I don’t think any of
us had really believed we’d have found them in the dark, somewhere in
the bush, on a cold rainy night. But we’d had to do something. Especially as
it was Harry and The Runt.
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Dad said it looked like Harry had decided to make his own way to his new
home, so he might as well stay, and everyone agreed. Julie said I could
come round the next day to see him, so I wasn’t too sad. Greg promised to
fix up the fence so Harry wouldn’t get out and escape again. Dad said he
probably wouldn’t be so bad on his own anyway. The Runt had probably
encouraged him to do it. Or maybe it was Bellie giving them lessons in how
to be an escape artist like her.

We found homes for all the puppies, since they were all so cute and
friendly. They looked so funny with their short legs and tails always
wagging. They always looked like they were laughing. In the end four of
them lived in the same street as us. We live on a long street so some of
them we didn’t expect to see that often, except when we visited them of
course. But The Runt wasn’t going anywhere at all. Dad decided that, since
we’d spent so much time caring for her, he couldn’t let her go. One couple
had wanted to take her, and even offered him five hundred dollars. But I
punched dad in the back and whispered to him that they couldn’t have
The Runt. “I go to school with their son Damian. He’s horrible. Danielle
told me he drowned a pup before in a horse feed bucket. Just to see if it
could swim.” That was enough for dad.

Now, every morning on the way to the school bus, dad brings along Bellie
and The Runt, who’s called Ennie now because she’s not a runt any more.
After I’ve got on the bus dad lets them off the lead and they run all over
the park with their noses down and tails up following scents that other
dogs have left. Its hard to tell Bellie and Ennie apart, they look very similar.
Quite often Michael’s mum brings Harry to the park too. They’re my
favourite days, because as the bus leaves I can see Harry and Ennie playing
together and having lots of fun. When that happens Bellie does her own
thing or sits and watches her children playing; she looks very content.
Sometimes they just chase each other all over the park, or they find
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something to have a tug of war over. Other days Julie has a ball which they
both chase and then fight over. Harry’s a bit scared of Ennie now because
she’s got a fierce growl and she’s not afraid to use it. But it doesn’t stop
him stealing the ball from her and running as fast as he can to the far side
of the park, where he tries to bury it before she catches up to him. I’ve
even seen them run up the slippery dip, but they only ever get half way up
before they slide back down and both end up in a heap at the bottom.

Michael’s older sister, Hayley, rides a horse, so sometimes she takes Harry
with her when they go riding in the bush. Once I was out on my quad bike
down beside the Colo River. That day Hayley was out too. I had Ennie with
me, and she had Harry. So we all went along the road together. The dogs
would disappear now and again into the bush when they thought they
heard a noise, or if they saw something they’d never seen before. When
they saw the cows, at first they ran towards them barking their heads off.
But when they got closer and saw how big the cows were, and then the
cows mooed and started walking towards them, they ran off as fast as they
could. Harry of course fell down the cattle grid and Hayley had to rescue
him. He was squealing his head off by the time she got to him because the
cows had come right up to the grid and were sniffing at him with their big
nostrils.

A couple of years after they got Harry, Hayley and Michael had moved to a
farm down by the Colo River, so we didn’t see so much of Harry as we had
when he lived just up the road. But I didn’t mind because I knew Harry
would love it there.

I was at high school by the time they moved away, but I was still in the
same class as Michael. So he used to tell me all the things that Harry got
up to. How once Julie had a foot bath and Harry had thought it would be a
good idea to sit in it. Only trouble was she hadn’t mixed the cold water in



17

yet, so he burned his bum and squealed like a pig. Greg had to give him a
cold shower to cool down.

Another time we had a Easter treasure hunt at Michael’s farm. His parents
had put lots of small eggs in a box for each of us to find. There were six
boxes all together. Me and Michael were together looking in a tree, so we
didn’t notice that Harry had already found Michael’s box. Once we caught
up with Harry there wasn’t much left except a few silver wrappers and the
box was in sheds. Michael said that for the next few days Harry’s poo was
easy to spot because it was full of the silver paper wrappers.

Harry loved living down on the farm. Sure enough it had been fun up in
the mountain, but here he had all the cows and horses to bark at, and
when he was feeling very brave, the goats and alpacas. But usually with
them it was the other way round. It was the funniest thing I ever saw.
Harry running across the bottom paddock, his ears flapping, and every
now and again having to jump in the air to see which way he was going. In
hot pursuit of him were two alpacas and a goat called Pixie who was
protecting her new born kids.

Harry only just managed to squidle under the gate ahead of the alpacas.
They screeched to a halt at the gate and gave him one of their meanest
stares. But he didn’t care any more so he jumped around barking at them.
Until Julie opened the gate and let one of the alpacas through for a feed.
Harry ran off yelping and no one saw him for the rest of the morning. After
that he was always very cautious to check that there were no alpacas
sneaking up behind him when he went into the orchard.

Harry was happiest when Greg put him in a wicker basket strapped to the
back of the tractor. Greg would be driving along, while Harry would be
barking at all the farm animals, knowing he was as safe as could be. Harry
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used to beg Greg to take him for a spin in the tractor, jumping up on his
hind legs and barking just as if he could talk. It didn’t matter what the
weather was like, or whether Greg even wanted to use the tractor. That
wasn’t the point. Harry loved being high up on the back of the tractor; it
was the only time he wasn’t the smallest animal in the whole farm.

The last time I saw Michael at high school was at the graduation dance. He
was going to university to become a vet. I wasn’t yet sure what I was going
to do. He asked me to dance a few times and of course we talked about
Harry, as well as lots of other things. And we promised to keep in touch.

It’s now two years since Harry’s died. He’s buried in the bottom paddock,
which is where he loved to be the most. He loved to chase the rabbits,
though he hardly ever caught any, and bark at the horses, who ignored him
completely since he was so small compared to them.

But Harry will always live on, through his children and grand children that
he sired with Honey. She was a belated wedding present Michael gave me
after Michael and I were married two years ago.

Honey was a beautiful pure bred dachshund bitch and Harry loved her
from the moment he saw her. He never let her out of his sight for a minute.
If any other dogs came around Harry wouldn’t hesitate to see them off, no
matter how big or vicious they looked. He’d start by barking at them, and if
that didn’t work he’d get into a fight. He’d even had a fight with an
American pit bull, which are just about the fiercest dogs around. Dad told
me that Harry’s dad had pit bull in him, so Harry wouldn’t have really been
afraid of anything or anyone.

Honey had three of Harry’s litters. She’s the mother of the pup sat on my
lap now, drinking from a milk bottle I’ve just warmed up. Honey’s had ten
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puppies in this litter, just like Bellie did all those years ago, so we need to
supplement her supply now the pups are getting so big. My own baby’s
due in a few weeks, and my stomach’s getting so big there’s barely room
for anything to sit on my lap.

The pup in my lap? Of course his name’s Harry too.


