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PART ONE 

This time 15 years ago, I was totally oblivious to the life I was about to 

embark on. We were showing two dogs from our first litter – Shaloney 

Boy About Town and Shaloney English Rose, known to us as Sid and 

Nancy and had been doing so for almost 2 years. Sid was doing well, 

qualified for Crufts every year since he was brought out and took the first 

place by a mile at the Bulldog Club Incorporated 125th Anniversary 

Champ show in his class.  Nancy was my son’s dog – he handled her in 

the ring and in Junior Handling classes. He was just 11 years old. 

Bulldog Rescue was run by Fred and Olive Hunt, friends of ours for over 

10 years, not only did she give us our first Bulldog – a rescue called 

Bessie, but she also bred Sid and Nancy’s mum Emjacks Wicked Lady 

for Shaloney – or as we knew her “Doza” 

 

We were running a very successful Record Company and everything 

was good. We were busy making plans for Nancy’s mating, she’d been 

hip and spine xrayed and all our spare time was being spent researching 

compatible pedigrees.  

At this time we had 5 bulldogs including Sid, Nancy and Doza, the 

children were just 11 and 12 years old and at secondary school and 

despite having lived together for 6 years, Dizzy and I were in our 2nd year 

of marriage. Things couldn’t be more different. 

 



PART TWO 

Everything was being concentrated on Nancy’s forthcoming mating, but 

a game with one of our other dogs had seen the stair gate across the 

Kitchen door fall away and Nancy had been trapped underneath it. The 

limp in her front leg was proving hard to shake off and showing her had 

to stop due to her continued lameness. Xrays had revealed nothing 

broken or fractured but the vet suspected it was a muscle injury. The 

plan was to rest her as much as possible with gentle exercise and lots of 

massage to try and get the leg at least strong enough to carry a litter – 

even it if meant Jason could no longer show her. A combination of heat 

pads, massages, gentle walks on soft ground and having to stop her 

playing with the other dogs was difficult but we were managing – the 

limp however wasn’t showing any signs of improving. The vet suggested 

hydrotherapy, something Nancy absolutely loved – and better still it was 

working. 

Olive, meanwhile had purchased a villa in Tenerife, her plans to give up 

the rescue and move out there with her husband Fred had begun. She 

asked us if we would like to take it over, we told her we would think 

about it, but that the answer would probably be no as coping with a 

rescue on top of everything else seemed rather daunting – not to 

mention the fact that I really didn’t think I could cope with the emotional 

roller coaster that came with it. Nancy was our future – or so we thought. 

 

 

 

 



PART THREE 

We told Olive we didn’t want to take on the rescue, we were so caught 

up with Nancy and her persistent limp it really wasn’t feasible. We had a 

stud dog lined up and really needed her healthy. The vet had checked 

her over, her heart was good, her hips and spine had been xrayed and 

both were good and we were a few weeks into the hydrotherapy.  

Olive asked if we could take over the phone calls for a week, just whilst 

she went out to sort out the villa as she still hadn’t found anyone willing 

to take over from them. I agreed to this and a divert was put on to our 

home phone. In that first week we collected a dog from London and 

somehow managed to rehome it near Bognor (this particular dog lived 

until she was 16 years old as she came back into rescue 6 years later 

aged 13!). 

Foot and mouth was rife across the UK, the local paper wanted to run a 

story on the alternative ways you could exercise your dog without going 

into the woodland, they photographed Nancy in her hydrotherapy pool 

for that week’s edition. 

Olive came back from Tenerife and asked how we had got on – her 

words “well you’d just as well carry on then”. I walked into that one didn’t 

I? On the Thursday (6th April 2001) Nancy was on the front cover of the 

local paper, I was sat at the edge of the hydrotherapy pool telling the 

lady that we were now going to take on the breed rescue. She was 

involved in working dogs and often helped their rescue so it was 

interesting to talk to someone who understood. 

It suddenly dawned on me that Nancy was very low in her harness, but 

she was still swimming. Her head was ducking under the water so I 

asked the lady if she could just higher the harness slightly. It was at that 

point she went limp and it was apparent something was wrong. The 

woman got in to the pool and dragged Nancy to the edge, she called her 

husband who was in a gun dog training class in a nearby field and the 

rest is a blur of phone calls, mouth to nose, heart compressions and the 

sound of me screaming. Nancy was dead. 



 

 

PART 4 

It looked as if Nancy had made the decision for us, it was almost as if 

she was telling us to go for it and to stop wasting time. I guess she 

figured our vocation was in rescue, not in breeding. At this time though 

we couldn’t see it, we were just so devastated and I think this was quite 

possibly the worst death of a dog I have ever experienced. Rescue was 

to become my world and in time would make me quite ill. 

Despite my husband’s pleas to the contrary, I had an autopsy performed 

on her. He had come out to the pool but wasn’t happy about my decision 

to go straight to the vets. The lady that owned the pool drove me and 

Nancy back to the vets in my car, this was the one and only time I’d 

have a post mortem – the results were inconclusive, possibly Aortic 

Stenosis – but bearing in mind she’d had a full health check only weeks 

before they didn’t want to commit. She was laid to rest in our garden – 

the third grave amongst what is now 18 graves and where the memorial 

garden is being put together for this year’s anniversary celebrations. 

 
 
 
 
 



PART 5 
 
So April 2001 was officially the start of our involvement with the mad 
world of Bulldog Rescue, the only problem with that was, we had no 
access to the bank account or to the waiting list. We had to fund it all 
ourselves and literally start the whole thing over as if the previous 12 
years had never happened. We gradually began to build a small waiting 
list, every single caller was interviewed on the phone – it took almost an 
hour to work through the form I had so enthusiastically created, getting 
all the relevant information about them, their family and their home, all 
written by hand and carefully filed away in a box folder. On April 21st we 
had our first proper job, a bulldog called Bella. It was exciting and scary 
all at the same time – and it was a really long way away. With only 
myself and my husband at that time and no volunteer list it was up to us 
to sort it out. Nothing would prepare me for the heartbreak as we took an 
old ladies dog away from her. She was going into a home and wasn’t 
allowed to take Bella with her. I remember putting her in the car and 
saying to my husband “just drive”, waiting until we had got round the 
corner to settle her down as I didn’t want the lady to see her dog being 
driven away. However, there were a handful of people waiting for a dog 
and there was a suitable family en route back to Midhurst from Norfolk. 
Finally arriving, the emotional roller coaster took another turn, the 
children were so excited, the family thrilled with their new dog. Leaving 
her with them was easy, the home was perfect and she stayed with them 
until her death in July 2004 on the Isle of Wight where they subsequently 
moved to. We eventually arrived home, exhausted, but feeling good 
about our day’s work. This was actually going to be OK!? 
 

 



PART 6 

April 2001 saw us rehome 4 Bulldogs (5 if you include the last one we 

collected for Olive). Compare that to April 2015 when we rehomed 21 

dogs in the same period. We had our first dealing with the RSPCA, 

helping them to rehome a dog called Jack, a positive experience back in 

those days and we continued to run our business and raise our children. 

The rescue demanded no more than a couple of hours a week. There 

was no real structure, we were asked to help find a new home and we’d 

select someone from the waiting list for it to go to and no one demanded 

that their dog was gone immediately. At this point home checks were 

impossible due to it just being us and up until that point most of the 

enquiries were reasonably local (or South of Luton at least). We 

continued to fund it ourselves, but were beginning to build up some 

money in a new back account we had opened in the name of Bulldog 

Rescue; and coped easily with the 3 kennels we already had which we 

had converted our garage into when we began breeding. In the first few 

months only one dog needed to use them (a little girl called Chips) who 

we rehomed to a couple in London. On the 24th June 2001 we were 

asked to help a bulldog in the North, we had very few people waiting but 

there was one guy on our list who we subsequently contacted. The 

placement last 2 hours, the new owner’s mother was scared of the dog 

so he didn’t want to keep her. On contacting the original owners it was 

clear that they were just pleased to be rid of her and if it hadn’t worked 

out it wasn’t their problem. The dog was in Bradford! It was a really hot 

day and we had no idea how we were going to get her into our care. 

Eventually it was agreed that if the new owner drove down the M1 and I 

drove up we could meet in the middle, but due to the weather and the 

fact that very few cars had air conditioning back then we had to leave it 

until later on that night. My daughter and I drove up to Watford Gap 

services, but as soon as the car pulled into the car park I just knew 

something was wrong. Telling my daughter (then aged only 12) to stay in 

the car I was horrified to find that the dog had died on the way down the 

motorway. We brought little Abby’s body back to Midhurst and arranged 

with the vet for them to take her the next morning, but only after they 

spent 10 minutes convincing me she could not be buried in my garden 

“She may be the first death you deal with but it most certainly won’t be 

the last – and YOU CAN’T BURY THEM ALL” is about all I can 



remember of that conversation! Subsequently, the memorial was 

established as we placed a large beach pebble with her collar to 

remember the first death – there are now so many pebbles they make 

up the pathway of lives through the celebration garden due to be opened 

in April this year. I found it so hard on so many levels, but most 

especially the fact that she died alone, with strangers and with no one to 

love her. We needed cover in the North of England - it was clear we 

were going to need help. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PART 7 

Enter stage left – Mrs Vicky Collins. Vicky and I had got together over a 

mutual interest in Bulldog Health. It was around this time the European 

convention was calling for all dog breeds to be banned and for every dog 

to look the same (The Euro Dog as it was being called). Vicky had been 

involved in an earlier campaign and thanks to the protester in me; we 

had joined forces over a national campaign. This allowed us to cover 

both the North and the South of England. Very few dogs required foster 

care back then. Vicky lived near Stoke and initially at this time her job 

was mainly to deal with any emergencies that cropped up north of 

Birmingham. Maybe she should have turned and run for the hills now we 

have her locked into a lifelong contract as our Chairman! 

Looking through the list of dogs we helped in that first year brings back 

some wonderful memories. It’s easier to remember these early dogs and 

some of them are remembered for all the wrong reasons. Little Molly 

who turned out to have been very badly placed into the home of a 

scammer and upon receiving adoption paperwork tried to make out the 

dog had run away. I spent the evening walking the back streets of 

Croydon looking for a dog that we were later tipped off by the local 

newsagent had been sold. Although the woman never admitted it we 

knew what she’d done – we just couldn’t prove it; it was several years 

before we found out where the poor dog had ended up. This prompted 

the need for much better checks on potential new families which slowed 

the rehoming process down somewhat but made it much safer for the 

dogs. We met our first starvation case in the October, little Emma. We 

were alerted by the neighbours who had had no joy with the RSPCA and 

eventually were able to convince the owners that living in the back 

garden surrounded by her own mess was not the ideal living situation 

and if they let us take her she’d be safe. She was a bag of bones but the 

most loving little dog I had ever met, she went on to live a very long and 

happy life in Sussex and I remember the first time I saw her again after 

she had been rehomed – all fat and cuddly. I cried! Our first aggressive 

dog – rehomed and failed following a serious bite and at which point it 

became apparent the owners had told us fibs about previous behaviour, 

the feeling of utter failure at the point you realise that for everyone’s 



sake you do actually have to deal with euthanasia too! So many lessons 

were learned, many of which still influence how rescue is run today. 

Vicky and I were the only places dogs could go if they were not able to 

stay at home so it wasn’t unusual to find us in a motorway services late 

at night moving dogs from one to the other and I think this was probably 

Vicky’s reasoning behind the idea of setting up a Volunteer rosta! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PART 8 

By the end of March 2002 we were at the end of our first year. We had 

helped 114 dogs, seen neglect beyond anything I could have ever 

imagined, learned that not all dogs were friendly and to be fair neither 

were some of the people. Dealing with euthanasia struck me very hard 

and I found it so upsetting – feeling like I’d totally failed, but remember to 

this day a vet nurse telling me that if I ever reached the point where I 

could put a dog to sleep and not get upset it would be time to stop. I still 

cry for them. Vicky and I were pretty much doing it alone but we did now 

have access to the money (although we never did get any of the 

previous files or waiting list) and Fred and Olive were happily settled in 

Tenerife. People were beginning to offer their help and it wouldn’t be 

long before we had a decent sized roster of fantastic volunteers (if you 

were one of those early volunteers please say hi!) I continued to work for 

my husband’s record company by day and sorted out rescue stuff by 

night. The children suffered though, many a time my son would come 

home from school to find a dog in his room that was too poorly to be in 

the kennel. Sitting on the doorstep with my 12 year old explaining 

Qualify of Life when I’d gone to the vet with a very poorly dog and come 

back without her, they learned to keep out of my way when that 

happened. I was busy for every moment of every day and outside of that 

I was too tired to do anything constructive. It wouldn’t be long before 

losing Nancy would finally hit home too as the first anniversary became 

the final milestone. 

 



PART 9 

By 2002, there was a behaviour starting to form a pattern in the breed. 

We were seeing bulldogs that were not only aggressive, but also 

displayed similar symptoms. It became so noticeable it prompted me to 

do a bit of research and discover the condition known as “Idiopathic 

Rage Syndrome”. An awful seizure based decease that appeared to 

affect dogs from similar backgrounds. The words “We know when we 

have to leave him alone because he gets ‘that look in his eye’” became a 

sentence repeated to me over and over and the number of dogs who 

were moving and becoming uncharacteristically aggressive was 

becoming a worry. One dog in particular had been with us here at the 

kennel for quite a while and had been nothing but fabulous, I remember 

waving him off to his new home where there were children and feeling all 

was going to be fine. Around 11pm that evening the call came in to say 

he had bitten their son, they had managed to get him in the crate but he 

was behaving very strange and was very aggressive towards all of them. 

Dizzy and I drove over an hour to get to the home, armed with grasp 

pole, muzzle and another crate we were greeting by a little chap so 

please to see us it was almost impossible to understand this was the 

same dog they had described. Putting him back in the kennel in the early 

hours of that morning, knowing there was only one avenue left for him 

was heartbreaking. Sat in the vets with him the next day, knowing what 

needed to be done, but aware he was behaving as he’d always been 

with us, was the hardest thing I have ever had to do – and then he 

began to head butt the wall and you could see the change in his eyes. It 

was clear he was going into another “episode”.  

That poor dog will remain with me for the rest of my life and to be fair his 

previous owners probably had absolutely no clue he could behave in this 

way. Research showed that stress was often a trigger and the 

aggressive behaviour didn’t usually start until the dog was at least 18 

months old. I learned all I could about the 

condition but it became a worry when nice 

dogs became nasty dogs with no sign it was 

lurking in the brain, ready to “hatch” after the 

dog had been rehomed. Another pebble, 

another one I couldn’t save. 



PART 10 

It actually came as quite a shock how untruthful people could be when it 

came to the welfare of their dogs. We drove up to London to collect a 

dog from an old gentleman; the dog was upstairs and brought down only 

when it was time to be put in the car. No health issues he assured us. 

She came back with us – another one for Jason’s bedroom. 4 days later 

a family came to view her, literally as they walked through the gate the 

dog collapsed. Panicked, I rang the vet and invited the new family to join 

me. 

It turned out she had a heart condition. The tablets she would have been 

taking would take 4 days to leave the system. As it turned out the new 

family worked in a doctor’s surgery and the medication was easily 

sought. She went home with them and lived a full and happy life, but the 

shock that someone could put their dog at risk like that just to get rid of 

them – did he honestly believe we would not have taken her if we knew? 

Dog’s in Jason’s bedroom became routine but the one that we all 

remember with very fond memories was a little lady called Treacle. 

Signed over to our Wiltshire volunteer in the dark, living in the car and 

once back at theirs obviously grossly underweight. A tumour on her toe, 

which almost lost her her toe, but the most amazing character. She went 

on to live with a fantastic family and even stared as Bullseye in the 

school production of Oliver the following year. 

 

 

 

 



PART 11 

Some of those early dogs paved the way to meet some fantastic people: 

Dog number 126 for example – a lovely boy called Sam, he brought Val 

and Malc into our lives who would later go on to become trusted 

volunteers, Malc is still one of our Trustees to this day and they still have 

a beautiful rescue dog called Webby. 

Many became repeat adopters and some even started their show 

careers when a dog from Bulldog Rescue gave them the bug to go on 

and do more for the breed. Many of our current volunteers can be found 

on those early adoption lists too.  

By the end of our second year we had helped 224 dogs but we had 

learned some really hard lessons too along the way. Most people were 

fantastic and wanted their dog for all the right reasons, some however, 

were clearly out to get a free or cheap bulldog and cold calling became 

something we began to do on a regular basis for dogs we felt could be at 

risk. On one of these occasions we did feel it necessary to bring a dog 

back into our care – Dee Dee who lived out her life with Vicky when it 

was clear she was very old and very neglected. Two dogs in the North 

East who suddenly disappeared, as well as the Croydon incident paved 

the way for real structure within the rescue and it was a hard lesson to 

learn that people were not always what they said they were. Although 

we had a presence on line and had done from the start, this was long 

before the days of Social Media and back ground checking someone 

was far more difficult than putting a name into Google.  

 



PART 12 

2002/3 Was an interesting year, we met “Tobi” a little white bitch clearly 

starved who found her way to a lovely old lady who looked after her 

superbly until her dying day. Sam, with a tumour in his mouth, and who 

one night whilst eating his tea bit down on the tumour, I’ll never forget 

the phone call “There’s blood everywhere!” is about all I remember of it 

though. This was subsequently removed and was the first bulldog to be 

owned by our Trustee and volunteers Val and Malc Kirk. Mossop – 

who’s new owner is also now a volunteer, Pooch – the poor little lady 

with the “secret” heart condition, Treacle, our little squatter, Buddy – the 

dog that found it impossible to live in a house – so spent the rest of his 

days in the boot room of a large house with 2 acres of ground to wander 

around for the rest of his life. Barney, the naughty pup – I’ve no idea to 

this day how his new owners coped with him for the next 10 years! And 

Martha, bred to within an inch of her life by drug dealers in Birmingham. 

Having never stepped foot outside her high rise flat and having lost her 

last litter that was literally pulled form her womb by hand because they’d 

got stuck. A bag of bones who’s owner would make his money by getting 

Free to Good home males out of the Loot (no Gum Tree in those days), 

mating them, selling the male on for a profit and selling the poor pups to 

whoever had a thousand quid in their pockets. We offered him 50 quid 

for her – he snapped our hands off “She’s no good to me now anyway” 

were his parting words. She went on to live near Heathrow airport and 

the last photo I had of her was as an old lady sprawled out on a sun 

lounger! 

Butch the dog that had nightmares! Hatty and Dolly (AKA Hinge and 

Bracket), Gladys, the dog found as a stray with her ears cut off. Toby – 

the old dog forced to walk miles to be left tied up outside a pub. So many 

stories that a year before had only been something you’d read in an 

RSPCA newsletter but were now situations we were dealing with on a 

regular basis. Anyone who says things like this don’t change them is 

lying, it changes the way you see people but the dog’s were always 

paramount and regardless of how things have changed from those early 

days, what’s best for the dog will always be the mantra all of our staff 

and volunteers abide by, even if what’s best for that dog isn’t always a 

happy ending. 



PART 13 

The loss of Nancy was still raw, we were still determined to have “our 

line” and really wanted another litter. We had purchased Mable as an 8 

week old puppy in the May of 2001, her pedigree lines were very close 

to Nancy’s and she seemed the perfect dog to carry on with what we 

had started. Sadly, she was no good as a show dog, despite her 

promising start as a puppy, she had the worst ear placement you could 

have ever imagined. Since Sid had retired we had become strangers 

ring side but by March 2003 we were on our final attempt at another 

Shaloney litter. We had successfully got her in whelp but the litter had 

sadly reabsorbed. In hindsight we should have listened to Mother 

Nature, if you can’t get a bitch in whelp there’s usually a very good 

reason for it, but we were blinded by the need to continue and get 

something to show. Trips to Dorking and a certain ladies “infamous” 

garage were so common that Mable actually got excited as we pulled up 

– knowing what was coming and obviously not caring a jot! The mating 

took and it wouldn’t be long before we were welcoming home 3 brand 

new Shaloney Pups – George, Mildred and Little Lou. 

 

 



PART 14 

We left our second year behind us with some serious lessons learned 

and began our third year awaiting the news if we had successfully got 

Mabel in whelp 

In June of 2003 3 pups were born – Mabel hated them! Every feed was 

a struggle trying to get her to lay there long enough, the feeding brought 

on contractions and that was enough, she’d think nothing of getting up 

with pups hanging from her belly and walking off. Little Lou was the 

smallest – about half the size of the other 2 and Mildred clearly had 

some water retention, but not enough to make her a walrus pup. On day 

2 I woke for the 2am feed to find Little Lou had gone, during the course 

of the next day Mildred followed him, having gone very cold Diz put her 

up his t-shirt, but she never made it. We buried them both with Nancy – 

the babies she never got to have. George was supposed to go back to 

the stud dog owner but he wasn’t doing so well either. He refused to 

feed from a bottle and I wasn’t experienced enough to tube him. By 3 

weeks it was a case of wean him or lose him. He loved his raw mince – 

until the day he aspirated on some, he was rushed to the emergency 

vets that night who managed to revive him – we weren’t losing the last 

pup! I spent the next week in my dressing gown and George spent the 

week in my pocket. The phone was ringing constantly with complaints 

from people who wanted their bulldog rehomed and who were not happy 

that they’d had to wait so long, they needed their dog gone, I needed to 

keep mine alive. I didn’t know if I should be working or sleeping between 

feeds and this would be the final straw. The gradual spiral I’d been in 

since losing Nancy finally hit home and it wouldn’t be long before I was 

diagnosed with CFS – I had finally burnt out, I have never recovered. 

George survived – his pedigree name was Shaloney Soul Survivor, but 

he was never right. By 8 weeks he still couldn’t hold himself on his back 

legs, a contraption made from elastic bands did the trick and he soon 

gained strength, but as he grew he became more unpredictable, we had 

no choice but to keep him, he was definitely brain damaged – most likely 

from the night we revived him. He lived until he was 10. He could never 

mix with visitors or the other dogs and he bit pretty much everyone in the 

family except Diz – the only person that could do anything with him. 

Under today’s dog laws he would have landed us in court and in 



hindsight it would have been a darn sight cheaper to have gone out and 

bought a puppy.  

We never bred again, the stress was simply too much and we had to 

make a choice – breed or rescue – we chose Rescue. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Part 15 

In 2003 we met the legend that was to become Sir Winston of 

Poohtown. We were alerted to this dog by a local rescue, found 

abandoned in the new forest, with severe harness scarring and totally 

unable to walk on his back legs. They had placed him in a foster home 

but he was also doubly incontinent and it was just too much for them to 

cope with. He was being treated by a local vet in Bognor so I arranged to 

meet them there to discuss Winston’s future. 

Xrays revealed severe hemi vertebrae – but oh my goodness, what a 

fantastic dog he was. Thin but now using his back legs, he was one of 

the happiest dogs I’ve ever met. We agreed to take him on and back he 

came with us to Midhurst where he settled straight into kennel life. In fact 

he appeared so used to being in a kennel he refused point blank to 

come into the house – almost fearful to cross the threshold. The scars 

on his back were most definitely caused by a harness being too tight for 

too long and he was clearly very young, estimated around 12-18 months 

old. Little did we know what an impact that dog was about to have on our 

family 

 



PART 16 

Winston was the most amazing bulldog I’d ever met. When they found 

him he couldn’t even stand on his back legs but 6 months later he was 

like there had never been a problem. X-rays had revealed quite severe 

hemi vertebrae; he had feeling in his legs but not in his feet. The vet 

responsible for his care was more than happy with his progress and 

happily informed me that he was as good as he was ever going to get – 

it was now time to find him a new family. No one dare even guess how 

long he would have to live, the condition could result him becoming 

totally paralysed again or that the bones in his spine would slowly start 

to disintegrate and at which point he would need to be put to sleep. He 

still didn’t want to come into the house, despite leaving all the back 

doors open he’d come as far as the threshold and then run back to his 

kennel. 

Driving back from the final vet visit, knowing that he wasn’t housetrained, 

didn’t particularly want to live in a house and most certainly wouldn’t be 

able to go for walks, I convinced myself that he’d be better off staying 

with us. Arriving home I proudly announced I had made a decision, 

telling hubby that he was probably only going to live 6 months anyway 

and who else would be able to cope? 6 months – we could do that? He 

lived a further 7 years !!!! 

 

 

 



PART 17 

Over the next few weeks Winston began to find his feet. I was stood at 

the kitchen sink one day when who should suddenly come trotting 

through the back door but the man himself. It was almost a light bulb 

moment for him when he realised that was where the action was. Once 

in, he refused point blank to go back to the kennel – all those weeks of 

persuading him to come in with the others and suddenly it was like the 

best thing since sliced bread! However, he still wasn’t house trained and 

so Winston became “Winnie Pooh” as that’s all we ever seemed to say – 

Winnie’s Pooed! In time we worked out that he needed to go straight 

after eating and that walking would make him pee – so after every meal 

he was immediately herded out the back door. He didn’t always make it 

– but he got the idea and eventually he was almost housetrained simply 

by routine.  

He became quite the 

superstar, in the days 

long before FaceBook 

and Twitter, he began to 

keep his own blog on the 

original Bulldog Rescue 

Web site, telling stories 

about “his lady” and 

some of the dogs he 

was getting to meet. By 

the time the next Picnic 

came round he had his 

own area and believe it 

or not a queue of people 

wanting to meet him, 

many of which brought 

him stuffed Winnie the 

Pooh toys. He had 

become the first ever 

Bulldog Rescue mascot 

and he loved every 

single second of it. 



PART 18 

Winnie arrived starved, in his head he continued to be starved for the 

next 7 years. He’d think nothing of snatching food from your hands or 

scavenging through the rubbish which always had to be put out of his 

reach. One day he found a box of charcoal bonios and began to munch 

his way through them all. Everyone was totally oblivious to this crime 

until he began to pass black poo! In a panic it was assumed he was 

bleeding internally until the half munched box was discovered! He didn’t 

however like leaving the house and would often grumble in his diary 

about how he had been made to “do walking”. As a result he got fatter 

and fatter, and even now when I watch Disney’s Beauty and the Beast 

the foot stool always reminds me of him. I guess the day he was driven 

to the New Forrest and abandoned also never left him. Car rides terrified 

him, walks in the woods were a definite no go and so he lived out his life 

in his own little world – which usually didn’t go beyond the sofa. He 

enjoyed visitors and adored us – keeping Winnie Pooh was the best 

thing we ever did  

 

 

 

 

 

 



PART 19 

Winnie became a very well know mascot around the rescue so when we 

were asked to have a stall in the Pet Department at Harrods – and 

invited to bring a dog to help us fund raise – it was no surprise that we 

chose Winnie to take with us. He wasn’t happy about being woken at 

stupid oclock and even less impressed with the car ride, but knowing 

how much he loved attention he was the most obvious choice. 

We drove to London and eventually worked out how to get into the 

Harrods underground car park. I got Winnie out of the back of the car, 

put him in the crate on the trolley and left him with Diz whilst I went to 

find out where we needed to go. Eventually through security and up the 

stairs to reception where I announced our arrival and explained I had a 

dog in a trolley and a husband in a wheelchair that we needed to get into 

the building. 

She took one look at me and said I’d have to remove my nose stud 

before I was allowed in as it was a staff dress code. I wasn’t staff, I was 

invited, and I’ve never taken my nose stud out ever! So, no – I wasn’t 

taking it out, just tell me where we need to go to get the boys in and I’ll 

get on with what I’m here for. Lots of too-ing and fro-ing over the course 

of the next two hours followed and eventually I lost my temper and 

walked out. 

Walking back to the car I had an awful feeling, I shouted to Diz that I was 

putting Winnie back in the car 

and we were going. Then I 

noticed Winnie, the constant 

bleeping from the Lorries and 

the fork lift trucks in the 

underground car park had 

freaked him out so much his 

breathing had gone. Diz was 

powerless to help from the 

driver’s seat of the car and 

Winnie was in a really bad 

state. Diz was of course 

furious that I’d been so long, I 



was just plain furious. We covered him in water and stuck him in the 

front foot well with the air conditioning blowing cold on him the entire 

way back, how we ever got him back alive is a miracle! My one and only 

trip to Harrods was disastrous but do you know what – the minute he 

walked back through the front door, he sauntered into the living room, 

found the patch of sun light by the sofa, laid down and went to sleep like 

nothing had ever happened! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PART 20 

As the years went by, Winnie got fatter but continued to be totally 

convinced that he was still a starvation case. He saw many changes, 

dog coming and going and really enjoyed it when the new kennel block 

went up in 2004 and was a superb site supervisor. 

Much of his scarring never grew back and his coat never fully adapted to 

living in a house but with carefully placed foot stools he still managed to 

get in his chair. He was castrated due to a prostate problem which was 

thankfully sorted out and as his back end grew stronger - watching him 

run was hilarious as his back end would almost overtake his front end at 

times. 

He tolerated Sid, our show dog but 

out lived him by several years. He 

did suffer a seizure one Bonfire night 

and although we were convinced it 

was the start of epilepsy – he never 

had another one until the day he died 

several years later. 

As he got older we had to stop taking 

him to the picnic which was a real 

shame, but he couldn’t cope with the 

crowds anymore and would become 

over heated with stress, but he didn’t 

mind. He had his own armchair and 

spent many happy hours snoring his 

head off – even filmed for a channel 

5 news article snoring his head off! 

Unfortunately, this was the same 

armchair that suddenly one day he 

began to attack. For a dog we were told would only live 6 months we 

were by now almost 7 years down the line but there was clearly 

something beginning to go wrong. He’d suddenly start growling at 

inanimate objects and then make (what he considered with hardly any 

teeth) attempts to kill it (and he meant it!) Sir Winston of Poohtown was 

going Senile  



PART 21 

As the weeks went by, Winnie became increasingly aggressive towards 

his arm chair. He had reached the grand age of 10 years old and 

discussions had started as to if it was his “time”. One cold November 

morning we woke to find Winnie had fitted – his second fit throughout his 

lifetime and he was lying on the living room floor exhausted. I briefly left 

him to get dressed but on my return found he had peacefully passed 

away.  

Jason went out to dig the grave, another in what now holds 18 graves 

and where our memorial garden is now planted up ready for our open 

day in April. I sat with him, sad that he was alone and looking at the 

slobber up the walls from his seizure (it was days before I could even 

bring myself to wipe all that away). As I sat with him a bumble bee flew 

in through the open French doors, landed on his head, walked around 

for a bit and then flew out again – was that him coming back to make 

sure we’d found him? I’d like to think so and subsequently there is a 

bumble bee in my memorial tattoo in his memory. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PART 22 

By April 2006 we had helped 546 dogs, it had become necessary for me 

to give up a couple of days a week at work to concentrate on the rescue 

just to keep up. A lovely lady called Elizabeth Mills had adopted from us 

that Christmas and was eager for us to become registered as a charity. 

To be honest at that time I felt it would be more work than it was worth, 

but she managed to convince me that it was the right way to go. With the 

help of her solicitor friend, the whole thing was set up extremely 

smoothly, quickly and for free!!! To be honest it was the best thing for the 

rescue. Elizabeth came on board as a trustee and remained with us for 

several years after. She still advises us today and has proved to be a 

valuable friend to the charity over the years. Suddenly I was a Chief 

Executive! Vicky was a Chairman and we had a “board” of trustees 

around us. It was all very exciting and daunting too! Our little rescue had 

gone from something run from someone’s back garden in the corner of a 

record company office – to a national charity. On 1st April 2006 Bulldog 

Rescue and Rehoming became the Bulldog Rescue and Rehoming 

Trust – registered charity number 1115009 

 

 



PART 23 

We had 6 kennels at this time, the original 3 that were inside our 

converted garage and 3 that had been built in 2004 with help from a 

donation from the London Bulldog Society. In 2008 it became necessary 

to build 2 more kennels and thanks to a wonderful donation we were 

able to refloor the garage and set up both a New Arrival Pen and a Sick 

Bay, both monitored by CCTV. This meant we could now bring dogs in 

on a gradual basis and monitor their ability to cope with kennel life 

without constantly opening the door and disturbing them. Our team grew 

too, Georgia came on board as our Coordinator, dealing with the 

volunteers, sorting foster spaces and making all the arrangements 

needed to make sure dogs were where they were meant to be. Between 

us we managed to keep things on an even keel, but it wouldn’t be long 

before it became necessary for me to give up my share of our Record 

Company and go full time with the rescue. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PART 24 

In 2013 we were tracked down by a solicitor who had been trying to find 
the whereabouts of Bulldog Rescue since 1996 following the death of a 
client of theirs. Details on the Will pointed to Mrs Hunt of Dunstable who 
of course had already moved and later in 2001 gave up Bulldog Rescue 
completely. Being pre-internet the Will was archived until January 2013 
when a bored office clerk decided to google Bulldog Rescue. 

Eventually the legacy of Mrs Joan Davis finally made it's way to Bulldog 
Rescue and including interest the sum was quite substantial. At a 
meeting of Trustees it was agreed that some would be used for kennel 
improvements at Midhurst and the rest would be made available to the 
public to help those in need of financial help with vet bills. We built a 
grooming room, complete with bath, shower and electricity, we replaced 
all the fencing and the rest was put into a separate account to help 
members of the public who were in genuine need of help with their vet 
bills. 

We were now in a position where we could ensure Bulldog Rescue had 
a secure future and it was at this point we were able to set ourselves up 
as a full time charity with a structure and a core group of dedicated staff.  

The news only a year later that Olive had died was not only incredibly 
sad but also slightly ironic, she had laid the foundations to a rescue 
which was now bigger than she could have ever imagined. 

  



PART 25 

And so, 15 years ago we had just begun the most emotional chapter of 

our lives, almost 2 and half thousand bulldogs later, we are still here. We 

destroyed our children’s teenage years, turned our home into a kennel 

that the people were allowed to live in. Allowed something that was only 

meant to be a few evenings a week become a life style, sacrificing our 

free time and our own businesses to work full time for a breed we had 

grown to love. But there’s one man in amongst all of this who’s story we 

have left until the end, because without this man we would have almost 

definitely have given up. Mr Alan Russell. 

I didn’t meet Alan until 2005, my husband and I had been running 

Bulldog Rescue for 4 years and he and his wife June had an elderly 

bulldog that had become incontinent. Our very first conversation in his 

front room in Portsmouth wasn’t just about nappies but about nappies 

that would fit a bulldog. 

I’m not even sure how it came about that we stayed in touch, I speak to 

100s of bulldog owners over the course of a year but Alan and June 

stayed with us and after June’s death we sort of adopted him as a 

grandfather.  Nothing was too much trouble for him, and although he 

managed to keep himself quite private he’d join us each Christmas and 

would often call by for a cuppa or to give us a ride in the Bentley. 

He loved his bulldogs and after losing Winnie and Henry we named two 

of the kennels at Midhurst in their memory and although visiting the 

kennel would distress him, he’d often appear at the doorway “just having 

a look” he’d say. 

On my 40th Birthday in 2007 he was with us and just happened to notice 

a scared little bulldog in the end kennel that had arrived that morning as 

part of a major rescue from Ireland, we never got to know Bailey – he 

was gone that night and enjoyed a life of steak, roast chicken and the 

occasional McDonalds. Sadly Alan convinced himself that he was going 

to die alone and when he lost Bailey he refused to have any more 

bulldogs but continued to support our rescue in many other ways, the 

most memorable being half the cost of a brand new van – although he 

never forgave us for putting his name on the side of it. In return he won 

our Award that year for OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTION TO 



BULLDOG WELFARE, something else he told us off for and he was very 

upset at having to have his photo taken – but it remains the only 

photograph I have of him. 

He knew the end was coming, ill health had prevented him from 

venturing far from home over the past couple of years, but we were 

always welcome at his house so he could show off his most recent eBay 

bargains. He was a real down to earth kind of guy who loved his clocks, 

his bulldogs and his wife – they are now reunited, along with the many 

bulldogs they owned over the years. 

 He’s the only person I’ve ever met who managed to buy a Rolls Royce 

by mistake and who despite his size; could stay in the background 

always worrying he was intruding. But the Oak Tree planted in our 

garden that he grew from an acorn will always be a reminder of the 10 

years we were lucky enough to have him in our lives and as part of our 

15th Anniversary celebrations at Bulldog Rescue next week there will be 

a special place for him in the memorial garden .  

Alan was a man who always put our charity first, much of his amazing 

collection is slowly being sold via our Auction page and his memory will 

live on through the charity he loved, as although we don’t yet know how 

much, we do know that there is a legacy left to the bulldogs to secure 

the future. 

Alan Russell was not just a dear friend, but a man who ensured we 

always had what we needed 

.  



Thank you to everyone who played their part in the past 15 years, it’s 

been an interesting journey 

 Alan Russell 

 Elizabeth Mills 

 Victoria Collins-Natrass 

 David “Dizzy” Holmes 

 Sue Richards 

 Peter and Beverly Petchy 

 Sue Phillips 

 Annie Gambrill 

 Josephine Frew 

 Georgia Burton 

 Lana Alliston 

 Sue and Johnny West 

 Kath Harrison and Roly Hough (and Archie of course) 

 Allwyn Brown 

 Michelle Stonehouse 

 Team Towie 

 Stephen Mcevoy 

 Andrew Mitchell and all the vets at Woodlands Vets in Midhurst 

 Tom Bingham and all the vets at Walpole and Bingham in 

Wolverhampton 

 Our families – especially our children and our mums 

 Every single volunteer and Trustee – both past and present who 

have all played a massive part in our development 

 Every single person that gave a bulldog a second chance, without 

you guys these dogs would be lost 

 Everyone that has donated, bought from our auction, remembered 

us in their will or who gave up their time to fund raise, hold walks, 

ran marathons, threw themselves from a plane, climbed 

mountains, held a BDR event or did something for sponsorship – 

You all ROCK! 

 

Here’s to the next 15 years – Mmmmmmm, I’ll get back to you on that 

one 


