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Celebratory, joyous and moving, this is a book about the profoundly healing, curative qualities of
dogs - and how we need dogs in our lives more than ever.The dog-human bond is the most
extraordinary cross-species friendship on the planet. Dogs give people so much: affection,
companionship and profound emotional support. Now, more than ever, we can see the clear
health benefits of living with a dog by our side.Drawing on science, research and in-depth
personal interviews, Good Dog demonstrates how vastly a dog can improve our mental and
physical health as well as our quality of life. Kate Leaver begins by telling the story of how she
met her beloved rescue shih tzu, Bertie, and how powerfully he helps her through periods of
depression. Then she meets 10 other remarkable dogs who've changed human lives - from
Missy the pug, who helps 11-year-old Cody live his best life despite his autism diagnosis, to Pip,
who helps her teenage owner manage diabetes, and Jingles, who works with inmates in a
prison. With each story, it becomes more and more obvious how profoundly dogs can support
us, comfort us and even save our lives.Celebratory, joyous and moving, this is a book for anyone
who has ever loved a dog - and known their love in return.
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love of dog‘SHALL WE BRING OUR firstborn son with us?’‘Don’t call him that. He’s a dog.’‘But I
love him like he is my child. He’s my hairy, grubby little child.’I get in trouble with my boyfriend
whenever I refer to our dog, Bertie, as my firstborn son. The anthropomorphism is a bit much,
even for him, who otherwise adores our small, smelly companion as much as I do. I can’t find
another way of conveying how serious I am about my affection for our 58-centimetre-long hairy
housemate. He is a living creature, roughly the size of a big new-born human, who depends on
us for food and love and warmth and safety. The way he nuzzles his wet nose into my neck while
we watch telly at night makes me feel maternal. I’m not a mother, so this is the most powerfully
responsible I’ve ever felt for a breathing, snuffling, snoring, farting being. Besides, I find it funny
to wind my boyfriend up.I’m not entirely mad, though. Every time I whisper ‘Who’s my baby boy?’
into my dog’s floppy, silver-tipped ears, I am simply verbalising a complex bond between two
species that has existed for tens of thousands of years. The remains of a dog from 14,000 years
ago were found buried beside a family of humans in Germany; a proximity in death that implies a
life lived together. Archaeologists have found dog bones that were buried lovingly beside
humans in Siberia 8,000 years ago, and North America 9,000 years ago. Chemical analysis has
revealed that these dogs ate the same food as their accompanying humans, meaning they were
well cared for and fed. They were treated, in some ways, as equals. Human beings used to kill
and eat dogs, too, but in most cultures that stopped once people started treating dogs as
beloved companions, status symbols, working dogs and members of the family. With protection
from human beings, dogs have been substantially more evolutionarily successful than their
original ancestor, the Eurasian grey wolf. It’s less about survival of the fittest, more about survival
of the cutest.Experts squabble over exactly what prompted wolves to evolve into human-friendly
dogs. Some say that humans enlisted wolves to hunt for them, but actually wolves are not the
kind of species to give up food once they have chased it down. It’s more likely that a very long
time ago — somewhere between 14,000 and 33,000 years ago, according to feuding scientists
— wolves started following packs of humans, probably hoping to pick up a few food scraps.
Humans recognised the wolves’ potential usefulness as hunters and guardians, so they learned
to work together as a team and then share the food. They would also have relied on these
companion wolves/prototype dogs to warn them of danger, too, by barking at any strangers,
intruders or unwelcome beasts who approached their tribe’s home. Archaeological evidence



tells us that when humans migrated across the planet, they took their canine pals with them. The
friendlier among these wolves became true companions, protected and treated with affection.
Friendly wolves bred with friendly wolves, which ultimately resulted in the dog, a slightly
genetically different creature.These creatures started evolving alongside us, getting closer to the
cuties we coddle these days. Gradually, their ears got floppier, their tails got waggier and their
coats became splotchy. The closeness between dogs and our ancestors even affected the way
their brains developed — and possibly ours. Some scientists argue that we humans have a
diminished sense of smell because we have formed such a close bond with dogs, who can do
some of our sniffing for us. Meanwhile, dogs have learned to widen their eyes and behave
adorably to catch and then keep our attention. Putting on their cutest possible facial expression
increases their chance of survival, getting affection and delicious treats. Over centuries, we have
forged a symbiotic relationship with our canine friends, exchanging protection, affection and
companionship.While dogs certainly used to help us track down other beasts for mealtimes, a
crucial part of their appeal has always been their cuteness. I’m not the only one who’s had her
parenting instinct triggered by a puppy; human beings have long doted on dogs in a pseudo-
parental sort of way. It’s why our ancestors held burial rituals for them. It’s why they brought dogs
along with them when they moved homes. It’s why experiments have demonstrated that we have
more empathy for puppies and dogs than we do for adult human beings. It’s why, ultimately, the
term ‘fur baby’ exists, even though I refrain from using it myself.The next time I need to justify my
intense affection for my dog, perhaps I should present my boyfriend with a study undertaken in
2015 at Azabu University in Japan. Takefumi Kikusui, from the Department of Animal Science
and Biotechnology, got together with his colleagues to investigate why we are so close to our
pets. He had been a dog owner for 15 years and, just like me, wondered at the intensity of the
human–dog bond. To find out more about what happens when we interact with our dogs, he
invited 30 people to bring their dogs into the laboratory. He also took part, with his two standard
poodles, Anita and Jasmine. For comparison, he invited a few people who had tried to
domesticate wolves and he also invited their wolves.Upon arrival, they were all — humans, dogs
and wolves — asked to provide a urine sample. Researchers took away these urine samples for
analysis, and then asked each person to play with their dog or wolf for 30 minutes. They hung
out in a room with their beloved pups, most making eye contact with their pups for minutes at a
time. The wolves, as you can imagine, didn’t partake in a lot of loving eye contact. After half an
hour, another urine sample was taken, which was then tested, looking for any spike in oxytocin
levels compared with the first sample.Oxytocin is known as the cuddle hormone, for its calming
qualities. It makes us feel happy, safe and loved. We tend to get a surge of it when we touch
other human beings, and it is an important way we learn to bond and trust. After the half-hour of
playing, cuddling and sustained eye contact, the dogs had a 130 per cent increase in oxytocin
levels. The dog owners, both male and female, experienced a 300 per cent increase. There was
no such result for the owners of the wolves, or for people who didn’t make much eye contact with
their dogs. The researchers concluded that making eye contact with our dogs produces



oxytocin, which gives us that lovely, warm feeling of calm and happiness.This reaction happens
with parents and their human babies, too. When a mother or father holds their child in their arms
and gazes into their eyes, there’s a feedback loop of oxytocin between them that powerfully
bonds them. An exchange of oxytocin is hugely important in building trust, sympathy and
affection between human beings. It is one of the most important factors in human babies forming
an attachment to their parents, the strength of which can determine their emotional openness
and resilience for a lifetime.These researchers say a similar thing happens when we look at our
dogs, which goes some way to explaining my maternal feelings. Certainly, when I stare into my
dog’s wonky eyes — one of which is always wandering off to the side — I feel happy and calm. It
makes me feel closer to him. Does it make me feel like he could be a child substitute?
Perhaps.Other research suggests that patting our dogs also produces oxytocin, which is why
stroking my dog’s ears and scratching him under the chin is such a healing activity for me. It also
gives him a dose of oxytocin, which makes him sleepy and content and well behaved. It makes
him love me right back, if we’re to believe that dogs are capable of that sort of feeling, which I
absolutely do. This lovely exchange of oxytocin may have been integral in the domestication of
dogs in the first place, scientists say. It is appealing and beneficial for both humans and dogs,
explaining why we kept gravitating towards each other.The dog–human bond is probably the
most extraordinary cross-species relationship on the planet, although cat people may of course
object. We are able to get so close to these waggly, slobbery creatures partly because we
understand each other. You may not think you speak fluent dog, but actually we are all fairly
good at reading a dog’s expressions. We know an aggressive bark from a playful one, and a
growl from a squeal of pain. We know that their tap-dance at the door means they’re happy to
see us. We can tell when a dog is hungry, frustrated, angry, scared, excited and sleepy. They
give us cues in their body language and with the noises they make, so we can try to understand
what they need from us. Similarly, dogs know the difference between being praised and getting
in trouble. They can differentiate between tones of human voice and even learn certain words,
such as their own names and things like ‘walk’ or ‘sit’ or ‘dinner’.We communicate more clearly
and comprehensively with dogs than we do with just about any other species. Just think: would
you know if a duck was sad? Could you tell if a lizard was was happy to see you? Could you train
a fish to fetch things for you? We have learned to speak dog, and dogs, in turn, have found a way
to understand us. Their ability to interpret human gestures is extraordinary, especially when you
consider that our much closer relatives, chimpanzees and bonobos, cannot do so nearly as well.
Dogs can also be effectively trained using visual cues, scent and treats. They are repeatedly
proving that they understand us better than any other species.Beyond linguistic understanding,
we now believe that dogs can pick up on our moods and our emotions. Canine experts say that
our pet dogs are so in tune with us that we can actually shape their personalities and affect what
kind of dog they will grow up to be. Often, they reflect our own temperament back to us,
mimicking our calm or our anxieties. Dogs are perhaps more emotionally intelligent and alert
than we expect, although of course I am not at all surprised to hear that mine might be



sentimentally sophisticated.They can give us profound emotional support. Consider this
fantastic 2009 study led by academic Lawrence A Kurdek at Wright State University.
Researchers spoke to 975 dog owners and found that, in times of stress, people were more
likely to turn to their dogs for comfort than to their parents, siblings or children. They make
exceptional companions for this reason, but they’re also perfect as service animals. This has
seen a rapidly growing number of dogs now being trained as assistance and therapy dogs.
They’ve been known to smell cancer in patients. They can detect a diabetic person’s blood
sugar levels. They help nervous children read. They soothe children who live with autism. They
help people who live with blindness and deafness navigate the world. They tend to people who
live with mental illnesses. They help people with dementia to remember, even if it’s only for a
moment. They work in our armed forces, with our veterans, on our police forces and in our
prisons. They play integral parts in therapy and rehabilitation programs the world over.Dogs
improve our lives in myriad important, fascinating ways. Our centuries-long, enduring
relationship with these creatures is always evolving, as we learn more ways to be useful and
close to one another. Now, more than ever, we can see the clear health benefits of living with a
dog by our side. We are training them to help and support us in more ways than our ancestors
could probably have imagined — and hopefully giving them a life of safety, warmth, treats and
belly scratches in return.Research has shown that dogs are extremely good for our health, both
physical and mental. Studies suggest that children who grow up in households with dogs
develop better immune systems and get sick less often. They’re also potentially more
empathetic, as they learn to be gentle and exchange love with a living creature. The health
benefits of dog companionship extend into adulthood, too. On average, dog owners have lower
levels of anxiety, lower blood pressure, lower cholesterol levels and fewer heart attacks than
those who live without a dog. They tend to be more physically active than the dogless, simply
because they get into the routine of taking their beloved companion for walks.Dogs are also
extremely good for our social lives, in part because they make us more approachable in public.
Dog people talk to dog people at the park, which can lead to small moments of connection.
People delight in seeing dogs out and about, and frequently chat to the person at the end of their
lead. Thanks to dogs’ friendship, oxytocin-boosting snuggles and elated greeting when we arrive
home, people who live with dogs tend to respond better to stress.That’s what this book is about:
the remarkable health benefits of keeping a dog as a companion. It’s about a uniquely wonderful
relationship between two species that has endured for thousands of years. It’s about a new
phase in that affiliation; a phase in which we teach our companions to provide us with vital
healthcare and emotional support. It’s for anyone who has loved a dog and known their love in
return.I felt that I needed to write this book, mostly out of respect for Bertie. I felt that people
ought to know what a fiercely cute but also enormously helpful creature he is. Since he came
into my life, he’s been the most generous, transformative little munchkin and I am thankful for his
every snuffling, snorting breath.Just months into having him, I started thinking about how
extraordinary our pets can be, particularly when we need extra support or even, perhaps, a



reason to keep living. My last book, The Friendship Cure, was about the importance of friendship
and the scourge of loneliness. This book is really an extension of that idea, only it’s specifically
about the remarkable companionship we can expect from animals — in particular, dogs. Once I
started thinking about the extreme loveliness of dogs, I couldn’t stop. I was convinced that I
could find other examples of dogs who had changed and indeed saved people’s lives. I set out
to find other stories, to make my case for the profound importance of dogs. My research led me
to meet ten of the most wonderful creatures — big and small, gentle and lively. I travelled across
the world to hear about how they’ve helped people with their mental and physical health
problems. I’ve spent time with some of the most effusive dog people I’ve ever met and it was an
absolute joy. I cannot think of a lovelier research topic and I feel so lucky to have patted to many
cuties and got away with calling it work.And so, I want to introduce you to those magnificent
pups I’ve met over the past year. Over the course of this book, I think you’ll come to agree with
me that dogs are unrivalled in their contribution to human lives. You’ll see that, across all age
groups and life stages, they have the capacity to improve a person’s existence.First, you’ll meet
my beloved shih tzu, Bertie. Since my boyfriend and I adopted him, he has become the third
member of our family. I spend more time with Bertie than any other living creature, and I am
grateful every day to have him by my side. I live with bipolar disorder and still quite regularly
plummet into depression. During these episodes, when I’m chemically bereft, Bertie refuses to
leave my side. His warm, hairy little body next to mine reminds me why it’s worth staying alive.
He gets me out of the house each morning, when otherwise I could stay in my pyjamas for
weeks. He is my solace on painfully melancholy days, and my absolute joy on the days I am able
to feel it.After reading about my Bert, you’ll hear about a darling, near-elderly, mostly-deaf pug
named Missy. She had a rough start in life, being kept outside and forced to produce many
puppies in less-than-perfect conditions. When she met 11-year-old Cody, she really landed on
her funny, black-socked feet. She helped him live more easily with himself and his autism
diagnosis. He helped her settle into a loving family, in a safe, warm home. May she escort Cody
into his teenage years as safely and as sweetly as possible.Next, you’ll meet trained therapy dog
Echo: a sturdy, sprightly labrador the colour of night. He lives with primary-school teacher
Aideen, who takes him into work with her each day. Children come to sit with Echo — sometimes
they read to him or do their homework by his side. Sometimes they confide in him something that
they are not quite ready to share with adult human beings just yet. He helps primary-school kids
with their literacy levels, but also with their grief and anguish and insecurity. He knows that when
he’s got his harness on, it’s time to be patient and earnest and good.After Echo, you’ll meet
valiant border collie Pip, who knows how to detect when the blood sugar levels of her owner,
Katie, change. Pip sleeps by Katie at night, and rushes to wake her parents if her young owner’s
blood sugar levels get too low or too high, allowing interventions that have saved Katie’s life
numerous times. Pip and Katie are a remarkable pair — resilient and clever and kind. Then,
you’ll meet Jingles, who works in a prison. You will hear from a young man in Northern Ireland
known as ‘wee Barry’ whose life has been touched by an energetic, four-legged friend. Jingles is



really just at the beginning of his career and I expect he will help countless other inmates in his
time, not to mention the staff and his family.Next, along comes gorgeous guide dog Poppi. She
belongs to Liz, who has a degenerative eye condition that means she cannot see well. Together,
they can navigate the world safely, happily, steadily and at a reasonable pace. The money to
raise and train Poppi was left as a bequest by a wonderfully generous couple who just wanted to
change one person’s life. That person was Liz — and how lucky Poppi and Liz are to have one
another. Speaking of luck, it was extremely lucky that Mya, our next dog, met her person, too.
Mark is a war veteran who developed PTSD after his service. He didn’t ask for help for many
years and, when he finally did, it came in the form of a puppy who could fit in his hands. Mya has
saved Mark’s life twice, by stopping him from hurting himself. They keep each other safe and
content.After Mya, we meet Gwen. A sweet, blonde labrador with special training, Gwen works in
court with a volunteer therapy dog handler called Julie. Together, they meet and console victims
and witnesses who have to testify, many of whom have been affected by sexual violence. Theirs
is an important job, and they do it beautifully. I only hope programs like theirs will become better
funded and more widespread over the years, so more people have the chance to access them.
Then, we meet Jack. Or should I say, Sir Jack Spratticus. He’s a wily border terrier who lives with
a woman called Vanessa. Ness, as she’s known, has had a hard life. She was abused as a child
and teenager, and now she lives with dissociate identity disorder, among other things. She has
trained Sir Jack to fetch her medication, bring her the landline phone and comfort her through
panic attacks. Sir Jack is Ness’s reason for being.After that, we visit a schnoodle by the name of
Teddy — Ted, once you get to know him. He is the beloved companion of a man named Andy.
Ted actually woke Andy from a coma and helped nurse him back to health. Now, he works at the
same hospital as a therapy dog, greeting and comforting sick people, many of whom have
suffered from strokes. In the time since we met, Andy lost someone very close to him and he
says Teddy was the most enormous comfort throughout.Finally, we’ll meet another schnoodle,
called Noodle, who accompanies her human, Debbie, to dementia wards. She helps elderly
people remember, even for a moment, who they might have been. She snuggles, licks and
nuzzles people who crave affection.It is my absolute delight to have met all of these very good
boys and girls. I hope you will come to love them, too. They are crucially important to their human
companions, just as Bertie is to me. If you’ve ever known the true friendship of a dog, particularly
at a time when you truly needed it, then you might recognise your own luck and affection in
these stories. Dogs can be our greatest allies, our sweetest helpers and, indeed, our best
friends. They give us solace, warmth, comfort and joy. They make us so besotted with them that
we think of them as members of our families. Personally, I wouldn’t have it any other
way.CHAPTER 1Bertie, the dog who saved me from myselfIT’S EASY TO BE cynical about love
at first sight.Until you’re home alone one Friday night and you see pictures of a small, scruffy dog
on the internet and he has soft paws and wonky eyes and a pink tongue and all of a sudden you
just know that your life will never be complete until he’s in your arms.When that kind of love came
for me, I was lying on the sofa in my pyjamas. My main hobby at the time was scrolling through



pet adoption sites. I’d stared into a lot of dog faces, but as soon as I saw this one particular face I
knew immediately: he’s ours. I knew with the kind of certainty we traditionally reserve for making
eye contact with handsome strangers across rooms at parties. I just knew.I’d spent months
searching for the right creature for my boyfriend and me to adopt. One day we nearly brought
home an obese springer spaniel called Fat Scotty because his majestic, plump face was
irresistible. Unfortunately, he had a tendency to strain against the lead with all 48 of his kilos, and
nearly pulled me face-first into the mud. I simply couldn’t handle him — and so he was likely
rehomed to someone with stronger biceps. We needed someone smaller. Someone gentler.
Someone with an almost flat face, a completely undignified beard, and a disproportionately long
body. Someone whose little paws make tap-tap sounds on wooden floorboards, who snores like
a beast three times his size. A shih tzu. A shih tzu was what we needed; I knew it in my heart.As
it happens, I’d rescued a shih tzu before: an elderly lass with crooked, rotting teeth I christened
Lady Fluffington (silent middle name: Beyoncé). She was stubborn and funny and haughty, like
an old lady who’d earned her crankiness. She snored heartily and farted courageously, all her
days. She was six kilos of heaven, with a face only a mother could love — which is lucky,
because I thought of myself as her mama for the six years we had her. She slept beside me
every night, with my boyfriend at the time relegated to another bed. She would curl up in my
arms and make noises you would swear had to come from a larger beast. She came with me just
about anywhere she could, sitting buckled into the passenger seat of my blue car, watching out
the window in case there was something that required a single, loud bark on our way past.My
then-boyfriend and I rescued Lady Fluff from a place in Sydney called Monika’s Doggie Rescue
when she was about eight years old. She had a slipped disc, a bad hip and an even worse
haircut. In photographs on the website advertising her availability to be adopted, she could be
seen wearing a multicoloured cardigan and snarling into the camera with as much casual
contempt as she could muster. She had been at Monika’s shelter a long time, having been saved
from a pound planning to kill her because they couldn’t find her a home.Lady Fluff took her time
getting accustomed to living with us, but once she settled in she was the queen of her domain,
entitled to every treat and every cuddle she desired. She once stole an entire carrot from the
kitchen and devoured it, somehow, with her few remaining teeth and the power of her snapping,
pink gums. She was brittle and tender and full of personality. She had opinions, and she made
them known with short, sharp, surprisingly arresting barks no matter what time of the day or
night it was. I once made the mistake of dressing her in a duck outfit — I’ve never seen such
disdain exuding from a creature before or since. She was a profound treasure. We needed each
other — I only wish I had known her earlier in her little life.I adored Lady Fluffington fiercely and
completely. It broke my heart when she died, age 14. She finally expired, many years after she
was expected to, in my mother’s arms. Dogs sometimes move away from their pack to die, but
she simply dragged her fragile body up the bed, laid her head on my mum’s shoulder for the last
time, exhaled and slipped away. For days, I howled. For months, she was the first thing I thought
about in the morning and the last thing I’d picture at night. She was my precious girl and I missed



her immediately, viscerally and with a primal sort of anguish that took a long time to recede. I
tried looking after other people’s dogs to ease the grief, but really I didn’t know if I’d ever have
the capacity to love another creature like I did that funny little gremlin-lookalike. She was
extremely special to me, and I will never forget how heart-achingly good it felt to have her in my
arms. RIP, Lady Fluff.In Lady Fluffington’s honour, this time around I scoured the internet for
abandoned shih tzus. I was convinced they were uniquely sweet, and I was quietly dead-set on
getting another one. So when a small, furry guy called Mungo appeared on the Battersea Dogs
and Cats Homes website, I opened his profile with frightening speed. There were four photos of
him online, one of which, inexplicably, was of him crouching down to wee on a fence. He was the
colour of clotted cream and biscuits, with silver-tipped ears and a black button nose. He had big
black eyes that rolled around in their sockets, and an under-supply of teeny white teeth. He
wasn’t especially handsome; shih tzus tend not to be. Their charm is usually in their defiance
and self-assurance, rather than any particular beauty. But oh, he was lovely. Impish and and
impossibly sweet.I was immediately committed to this little mongrel. Already picturing our lives
together, picking out toys, dreaming of tiny raincoats . . . I already knew, just looking at him, that I
could find a way to love him for all his days. My boyfriend, Jono, however, needed some
convincing. He’d never owned a dog before and he had this image in his head of the perfect
canine companion: sleek, athletic, long-snouted. He wanted a shiny, lithe spaniel — a proper
dog who’d bound across country fields and curl up by the fireplace after a hearty run. Not,
probably, one whose stumpy legs would carry him only so far between naps. I knew Mungo
didn’t fit Jono’s idea of the perfect dog, but I also knew he’d come to love Mungo if I could just
get them to meet.On this particular evening, my boyfriend was working late. His phone alerted
him to 68 WhatsApp messages from me over the course of three hours. First, I sent him a link to
Mungo’s profile on the rescue site, followed by a slew of messages in which I insisted, in caps-
lock, that we go and pick him up immediately. I drew speech bubbles above the dog’s head,
reading things like Why won’t you love me? and Come and get me, Jono. I made collages of his
face. I multiplied the four available photos of him until there were hundreds of his dog face on a
page. I sent them all with the desperate perseverance of a child asking her mother for a sweet
right after cleaning her teeth: I knew I was being naughty and yet I persisted. Nevertheless,
dissatisfied with my efforts up to that point, I printed out Mungo’s photos and sticky-taped them
inside the bathroom cabinet, underneath the lid of our loo and on our bedroom wall. I slipped A4
print-outs of Mungo’s face between our bedsheets and under Jono’s pillow. By the time he
arrived home later that night, I had successfully conveyed to him that I was completely
unravelling in my desperation to have a dog. And not just any dog, though. Mungo.Out of love, or
perhaps defeat, Jono agreed to meet Mungo. In order to get a rescue dog, you typically have to
reserve them to indicate your interest and make a time to go in. By this time, it was past opening
hours at Battersea Old Windsor, so I sent an after-hours email expressing my keenness to be
acquainted with Mungo. We planned to get there in time for opening at ten o’clock the next
morning, two trains and a bus away, just down the road from the Queen’s residence in Windsor.



We arrived early, waited in the car park, and walked in the moment the doors opened. ‘We’re
here to see Mungo,’ I said, with joy written all over my face. ‘I don’t think you are,’ said the
receptionist. ‘A family of four are coming to see him tomorrow.’ They had called first thing that
morning to reserve Mungo — nobody had checked the email inbox or seen my message from
the night before.I was, as you can imagine, crestfallen. We stumbled outside. I sobbed and
collapsed on a bench in the cold. ‘It’s a rough game,’ I howled. Jono quietly comforted me,
understanding properly for the first time just how much I love dogs. He would later, obviously,
mock me for saying that. And so we went all the way home again, on two trains and a bus. ‘But
he’s our dog,’ I kept saying. ‘How can they not know he’s our dog?’Back home, without my rascal-
faced little mate, I was distraught. I found no solace looking at other dogs on the internet,
because I was convinced Mungo was meant to be ours. This is just about the only sort of fate I
believe in: dog fate. And so, as stubborn as a shih tzu, I didn’t give up hope. Which turned out to
be quite correct, because the shelter called the next day to say that the family who’d wanted
Mungo couldn’t take him home. They already had one dog, and Mungo had snapped at him,
displaying precisely the bad temper I’d expected. Good boy, I thought. Wait there, we’ll come
and get you.Jono had a day off work that coming week — it was his birthday and we did have
plans, which were promptly cancelled — so we got back on those two trains and a bus. Mungo
was brought out to us, wearing a tattered maroon jacket. We took him for a wander around the
grounds to see if we got on. I was besotted immediately. He tottered about, leaving paw prints in
the snow as he went. We said, ‘Yes please, we’ll take him home with us immediately, thank you.’
So he sat on our laps on two trains and a bus, trembling. He was cold and frightened. Once
home, he scrambled about in his new surroundings and immediately began to destroy his new
nemesis, a teddy bear we’d bought for him.We wanted to rename him, and I briefly campaigned
for Harry, after Harry Styles and Harry Potter, two of the most important men in my life.
Eventually we settled on Gilbert, known to those who love him simply as Bertie. Often just Bert.
Sometimes, depending on our mood, any name that can be shortened to Bert will suffice:
Herbert, Albert, Robert, Cuthbert, Bertrand . . . he’s not so fussed about what you call him, just
so long as you call.It wasn’t perfect with Bert straight away; it rarely is with dogs. He was nervous
in his new home, unsure about us and probably quite scared. He’d been traumatised and he was
only nine months old, little mate. The shelter told us he’d been found as a stray and brought in
with a gang of other dogs. Actually, many months later we’d find out that might have been wrong.
He had been confiscated from a hoarder; someone whose house was dangerously full of things
they’d collected, including three neglected shih tzus who had to fight one another for any scraps
of food they were given.By the time he came into the shelter, he was so filthy that the women
who welcomed him wrote in his veterinary records that he was grey — although, of course, after
a serious bath he was found to be the colour of clotted cream and biscuits, with silver-tipped
ears. He had a very bad skin infection, missing or rotting teeth, and furiously matted hair. The
angels who worked at the shelter cleaned him up, gave him some medication for his infections,
and kept him safe until we could get to him.Before we came along, he’d had a couple of false



starts at a new life: once, with a couple who returned him for being too sprightly, and then the
family whose other dog he didn’t like. We will never know precisely what Bertie did the first nine
months of his life, or quite how poorly treated he was by the people who bought him as a puppy.
He’s a brave little fellow, though, and it was inevitable that he would have some behavioural
issues by the time he first came home with us.
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mary allen, “Good Dog. This book was inspiring, with an enjoyable storyline, especially for those
of us who have lived with dogs. I loved that owners took the time and showed their love to others
who need happiness. The studies are right!”

Ebook Tops Reader hewillnot, “great read. If you live or love dogs this is a great read”

Jean, “was a good book about dogs showed what they can do for people!. Was good showed
what dogs can do for us and that we should take care of them.”

Nancy Warren, “Animals are the BEST!!!!. Great and Wonderful Stories”

C. Yates, “A Good Dog. My head and heart were in this lovely book all the way!! A sweet read for
adult or young person. A good dog story takes the edge off this quarantine mess and all the
chaos of politics.  I highly recommend this book!”

The book by Kate Leaver has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 54 people have provided feedback.
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