
11 May  

Petal, just found this in my Spam Box.  Bit unnecessary surely, only trying to help your dog. 
Not my fault if he has decided to adopt me as his mentor. Hope this will not occur again. 
Uncle. 

“Uncle you bastard, if there was not a lock-down I would come round to your place and give 
you a good kicking.  What have you done to my lovely, lovely dog?  He is now an absolute 
monster that controls the house from top to bottom.  He spends most of his time stretched 
out on the sofa watching old TV programmes of greyhound racing, hare and hounds, and 
drag hunting.  Mrs Petal and I dare not sit on it, and when I try and grab the control he just 
growls and bares his teeth in a really menacing way.  Also when she makes out the shopping 
list unless there is on it a best cut of meat, including a juicy bone, he just chews it up.  He’s 
ruined our lovely white carpet by inviting all his doggy friends around, including mongrels 
who he would not have sniffed at a few months ago, and now we have muddy paw prints all 
over it plus chew marks at the edges.  The Chippendale Table in the hallway, a family 
heirloom, is completely ruined by them peeing against the legs, which has removed the 
varnish and beautiful marquetry work.  The final straw is he has taken over my desk and is 
designing online a Coat of Arms.  From a quick look it is an outline of Charles the Second 
holding an Orb in one hand while he sits on his lap dressed in a rich red velvet coat, with 
crossed bones and miniature crowns inlaid in gold thread. 

For God’s sake reel him in.  Mrs Petal in permanently in tears while Miss and Master Petal 
dare not look at him in case he sets next door’s Boxer on them, who acts as his minder.  Also 
I feel a complete stranger in my own house and spend most of the time in the greenhouse 
with the door locked, the only place I feel safe. 

Help. 

Petal.” 


