Poor Elsa

cuddenly it was dark, cold, and aslien, where seconds before it

hed teen home. Dark, it is true, but warm and cushioned and
familiar,

The puppy opened her mouth, and made & noise berely sudible to the
outside world. &the was unhappy snd momentarily lost and she secemed
to have come & long, long way in & very short time.

The beby squesk she had made, not heard st all bty the men who was
watching her, wss so loud to her that it roared and reverterated
inside her tiny head, and was her very first protest agesinst this
sudden and cruel precipitetion ianto a cold world. Then a wet, warn
blanket thing passed over her several times, and the adjuspment to
anotaer %gg began. A plessant feeling of being cared for came
over the pup.

Elsa, the o0ld bitch, was officiaslly past breeding, and the pup was
her leset, and an only one. The elderly couple who owned her
regarded the event with scant enthusiasm, btut were prepared to let
the pup live, mainly because any other course would involve troutbtle
and perhaps 8 little guilt.

There were now no children in the family, they hed grown up and
left home, and the couple had been expecting Elsa to te making for
& canine heaven soon. She was old. Her unexpected msternity wes
unweicome, the couple Jjust could not te tothered.

Elsa had teen the children's &09, & Germsn shepherd who had lived for
and guerded the children, and would have died for then.
Duringlthose happy days, her puppies were welcomed and loved by the
children, and Elsa glowed with pride. When the pups hsad te go to
nake lives of their own, the children cried, but by this time Elsa

was quite ready to let them go, and thus to have the children's



affection exclusively for herself, and to fully resume her gusrding
duties which she loved.

Elsa hsrdly remembered the handscme father of this, her last pup,
but by greast good luck he too was & German Shepherd, from over the
road, a bold fellow c¢f impeccalble breeding, to whom an eight-foot
gate was as nothing. He was a8 marvellous swan song for Elsa, the
lzset lover she would have, but now she was only concerned with the
fruit of the union.

The man who stood ready to @ssist with the birth, if necessary, was
the vet whom Elsa knew. The couple knew that they could never face
the children if anything happened to Elsa through neglect. When
the pup wes safely delivered and wss starting to eke out her
existence by tapping her mother's meagre milk suprly, the Yet
sought out the couple, and cheerily sannounced "another Elsa",

S0 Elsa she becsme, mainly because it would te btoring thinking up
enother nsme, and she'd te s0ld soon snyway.

Young Elsa waes a nervous mp, she hated to be far from her mother,
whe loved her, and poured into her care all the loneliness she had
felt since the children left home.

Six weeks passed, and the couple advertised the pup for sale. It
was very near Christmas, so there should te no trouble in selling
her.

Several pecple came to see her, cne lot decided that she would grow
too large for their smsll house. Two pecple almost bought her, then
decided to look for a dog instesd - less troutle.

The people who finally bought her were s young couple who wanted a
cresent for their little girl.

They had never had a dog before, ssked no questions, apparently not
in the leasst worried that before long the pup would te very lasrge

and no doubt btouncing too.



They were enchented with the seven week old pup, snd never
thousht thet @5 she grew and Lecame active and zffectionstely
bouncy, she might well knock the little girl down.

Thig, in faet, did happen, snd the couple in their ignorance
thought that they had bought & vicious dog, and decided to pass
her on, whilst their 1little girl still lived.

The moet interested of the enquirers after Elsa was a farmer who
saw in her the makings of s yard dog. &Che would bte well fed, but
chained 21l day to guard and wern off intruders.

Foor Mr Johns, no sooner had he estsblished Elss in what he hoped
was her programme for liviag than he met with an unfortunate
hunting secident, and was brought home on & hurdle.

Mrs Johns liked dogs, but the farm would heve to be sold, she
would not be sble to manage it alone. Thinking of herself
settled in = neat semi, she juet could not see Elss as part of her
new life - @ poodle masybe, but not Elsa, definitely not. Effz
The coalmén made his routine visit to the farm more out of
courtesy, in the circumstances, and to express sympathy.
Obviously with 8 sale penéing)coal would not te needed. The
coaslman, however, had & sharp eye for the unconsidered trifle, for
anything lying sbout or going cheap. 4 pound or two on such @
sale paid for his beer.

Hesring that the pup, now cslled Susie, was to be given away, he
mesgnanimously offered to "take ‘er off yer 'suds, mum®* .

8o Elsa, now cusie, was unceremonicusly bundled inte the cab of
the cosl lorry to be offered around, at a price.

The ccalman thought thet Susie was a soppy neme for a German
Shepherd, so he bougat a copy of "The Dog Handler" =nd decidéd
that Axel was a8 good neme - & selling name if ever there was

one. It hinted at breedin%,ngbility, ves, 8 fine nsme. it put



a quid or two on the price.

It sat tadly on @ poor bewildered pup who no longer knew who she
was or where she telonged, if indeed she did telong to anybody.
The Coelmsn was kind to her in his rough way, tut hated her when
she whimpered and cowered in her misery. A dog called Axel should

be fearless and proud - the sdoner he sold this misery the better.

—

e

At No. 34 Anaby Street lived Mrs Anites Scott, 3 mouse~-like lady
who feared most things snd people, but mest of all her husband,
Devid. They had no children, and David Soott was often sway. lirs
Scott was lonely and very ripe for the introduction of & dog te
the housenold. The coalman could be persussive, and in no time Mrs
Scott's need for affeetion and compsny reasched ocut in great
sympathy to this puppy, so leggy and forlora.

She looked and she loved, and yearned to spend herself in making
the pup happy and unafraid.

The coslman égz%§ nothing of the pup's background, teyond her

so journ with the fasrmer, but it needed little imasgination to see
thet she lacked confidence, and sadly - she cringed. The blows
received from the couple whe had thought her vicious had left
their merk.

Money chenged hends and once again Elsa/Cusie/Axel wae stepping
timidly into the unknown.

Mrs Scott, who always did the wrong thing kherself, had grest
sympathy with the pup and enveloped her with love. All the
little misdeameanors which lack of house-trsining creazted were
made light of, and Mrs Scott started to think of a new name.

She didn't like Axel, it reminded her of David and his interminable
talk of motor cars.

Heavens - David! He would soon be back from his business trip,

whet jould ne say about tae pup! Nervousness tedewed 'rs tcott's



brow.

the tried to remember anything thst David had said about dogs. Did
he like them? FReluetantly but with great honesty, Mrs Scott had

to admit to herself that David only liked Dasvid. He didn't even
like her very much, he found her useful in limited ways, but feekbl:
Yes, that is what he had called her. the suddenly felt a blsze of
anger - he may te right - but now she had something alive of her
very own, ard in its defence, she would grow. David could be very
unkind, and one dsy Daisy - yes, that was the neme : it suited her -
one dey Daisy would protect her.

Armed with a new resclve and an unaccustomed bravery, she marshalle
all her resources to meet her husband's wrath. She hadhot asked
his permission, and this would annoy him.

Thug David's return wes waited with some anxiety: which would it be?
- indifference, or shesrp reprimands followed bty heavy silences.

the would be creeping sbout trying to be invisitle.

Daisy was put in the picture, and implored to bte a good girl, and
not to make messes and puddles whilst David was there.

Daisy's knowledge of the English language was not even basgic. £he
did recognise & slightly disappointed tone in Mrs EBcott's voice whe:
she said "Oh é%r, you are & naughty Daisy, you've done it again"
but she also recognised the "It's all right" tone which went with
"Never mind, you are only & baby, mummie will e¢lesr it up". This
meant that nature had won agein, and it elways would, because lirs
Scott would Jjust wait for Dsisy to stop being a teby, she would
issue no commands, attempt no training always fearful of seeming
harsh.

David'e caer scrunched to a standetill in the drive, the door was
flung open, & case thrown in. A quick abesent-minded peck which

was Dsvid's usual loving embrace, and there he stood, five fool



six, and dour of countenance.

The journey had been trying - dsun fools who shouldn't be on the
road, messing about and getting in his way. Shouldén't te allowed.
Driving T@st wes a farce, pessing morons every day.

Really, Anits might have smartened herself up & bit to greet him.
The house smelt odd - not like its ususl bland sort of smell, a bif
strong, like a kennel. Must be one of Anite's feeble friends,
vieiting with a stinking dog. He must forbid 1it.

What wes Anite twittering about now - something stout & dog, a
puppy of her own. This wss unbelievable, & stinking dog, in his‘
hcuse, snd tought with his money, and without his permission, by
his wey-faced wife. This was the end, unbelievable.

Mrs Scott seldom plesded, she just pulled her invisible clcak over
her head and shut up. Todsy wae different, her Dsisy, joy of her
heart, her friend, was in danger of eviction. ©ohe put her cese as
never before, bringing btefore him her loneliness, artfully inter-
spersing the need of more of her husbend's company - which she
realised thankfully could not te forthecoming. David was Jjust
slightly mollified, end had to admit to himself that her life was
of course utterly meaningless without him,

Well, he wes prepared to be magnanimous, and to give the trute a
day or so.

As long @s he didn't smell it, or hear it doing aaything louder tha:
padding gently from room to room, he'd give in. If it berked or
stank it was outl

Mrs Scott spent most of her dasy watching Dsisy, ready to cover for
her mistakes or to silence her barks with soft cearesses. It worked
for the first day, end Daisy had been rendered socially acceptable
bty selective washing snd perfuming.

The second dsy was & disaster. The Scott® lived some way from



the shops, and as Devid elways had the casr, when he did come home
he alwasys took his wife to the supermerket. He enjoyed this, ss

he could supervise the purchases, and meke sure thet Lis nmoney wa
not wasted.

Always in & fluster when going out with David, Mrs Scott cuite
forget to let laisy out, forgot to feed her, and neglected to remove
the remains of their breakfast from the working surface in the
kitchen.

pDavid wes slways in a hurry, end brooked no delsy - he shouted snd
stormed if kept weiting.

The door slasmmed, Daisy wass alone. The blenket of love had gone,
and gone with & disagreeable man.

Daisy howled, Lasisy barked, Dasisy's internals played her up, &nd
puddles and messes were widely spresd. )

The food which wass easy to reach smelt nice, but having removed it
from the surface and spreasd it sround & bit, Deisy didn't want it,
and succided, in a welter of misery and loneliness. Waen the front
door finally opened to admit Dsisy's 4%r mum, sccompanied by the
rivel, misery evapcrated, &nd Daisy was ready for joy &nd cuddles.
The house looked as thougn vandals had been in, and it wasﬂggt
sweet smelling either.

"ghat the hell" David wes purple in the face and outragec teyond
coherent speech "Bloody stinking dog". "Olean this outrageous
mess up instantly whilst I take this thing to be shot". “Obscene
sewer of an animsl, I'll not have it in the house another instant".
"o, I heve & better idea, clesn my house, and you take it and get
it put down, I'd boot it all the way there"” "Just don't bring it
tack if you went to keep iﬁ,you go with it, please yourself".

urs Scott's stomech wss Jjelly, and she was reduced to internal

shaking. Gone the blszing snger, the brave front. her nerves were



in ritbons.

the crept out, Daisy slinking beside her, dimly conscious that
she, laisy, was in some wey responsible for the black atmosphere
in the house.

However, she and mun hsd left the sngry man, so things would be
all right.

Mrs Scott sat hesvily on & stone wall, her arm round Daisy. What
could she do? Futting down was out of the question.

How did one hear of a good home on the spur of the moment?

Then suddenly came the thought that our policemen are wonderful.
She knew what she had to do. ©She would tie Deisy up outside the
Folice Station, and 8 kind policeman would see to it that she got
a good home.

the was crying bitterly as she tied up Daisy, her collar had no
nsme, and address, so she would not be brought btack. "Darling
Daisy" she wept "forgive me, I just can't fight David, he's so
unfeeling and unkind".

56 Daisy was passed on once more, this time her head was wet witqé
woman's tears, but she was zbandoned nongthe less,

Hours passed, and she shivered and whimpered miserably, she had
never felt so alone. OSomeone had loved her, but had gone, wss
there no end to desertion, cold and utter misery?

It was guite late at night when 2 police constable realised that
Daisy w=s not weiting for enyone, btut wes 8 gift for theml
vhe was teken in, snd registered in the book “Alsation biteh,
abtout © months old - no identification - tied up and sbandoned"”.
The police treated her well, fed her, 2nd to & msn felt sorry that
such 2 nice animal should be without @ happy secure home.

The ususl walting period, just in case she wae cleaimed, then two

alternetives. A 'phone call to & lady who would tzke in such dogs



if she could, and find & home, or 8 guick dispateh, and Daisy's
troubles would te at an end.
The lady esgreed to take her.
& wab\

How very much we have to thank #ex for that kind sctien, because
we needed & large dog Jjust at that time - to act as & deterrent,
btut to ke a friend too.

We have given her yet ancther name -~ Heidi - &nd this is for keeps
- we want her to forget her past, & new nace, & new home, and we
really love her.

She gets along well with the other animsls, end its great to see
the dawning of affection for us in her lovely brown eves, ©Ghe is

daily geining in confidence,she goes to a training class.

the is part of the family, she has arrived. he is home.

Nov. '&1
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