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DEDICATION

For Jo Sykes, trainer and teacher, who told me six books ago as I stared at my third rejection slip from as many publishers and pondered punching the Delete key, “Keep writing!”

And for Joyce Guerrero, who told me many other things.


WARNING

Like construction workers who walk narrow beams at dizzying heights and cops who race through darkened doorways against armed suspects, the work of guard dog trainers is high-risk. That designation should not be a revelation—it’s common sense.

Still, be forewarned: The training methods presented in this book carry high potential for danger to owners, trainers, helpers and dogs. Given the work’s nature, you, the people assisting you and your dogs are at great peril and may be seriously injured.

People aren’t supposed to be perfect. Neither are dogs. Mistakes and accidents happen, and the less experienced you are, the greater the risk. As a trainer-friend from Germany once said, “You get bit; that’s part of it, too.”

This book is not for children. Hide it from them. There is no great mystery about protection training. A child can learn it. A child can also be shredded trying it.

As can an adult.

The canine training techniques described herein are intended for stable canine temperaments only and are not intended for any dog whose lineage or temperament makes him clearly unsuited for protection work.

Neither the Author nor the Publisher shall be liable for any claim, made by any person, trainer or owner, that arises out of the use or implementation of the various training methods presented in this book.
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We need another and a wiser and perhaps a more mystical concept of animals. Remote from universal nature, and living by complicated artifice, man in civilization surveys the creature through the glass of his knowledge and sees thereby a feather magnified and the whole image in distortion. We patronize them for their incompleteness, for their tragic fate of having taken form so far below ourselves. And therein we err, and greatly err. For the animal shall not be measured by man. In a world older and more complete than ours they move finished and complete, gifted with extensions of the senses we have lost or never attained, living by voices we shall never hear. They are not brethren, they are not underlings; they are other nations, caught with ourselves in the net of life and time, fellow prisoners of the splendour and travail of the earth.

Henry Beston

The Outermost House


PREFACE

This is a book about training man’s best friend to be an assailant’s worst nightmare, a canine protector who defends his human partner by threat or bite, according to command.

Manstopper is not just for protection buffs. Even trainers ill-disposed to guard dog work can profit from this book’s insights into canine nature and motivation, which can be adapted to enhance responsiveness in many areas of training. Moreover, obedience fans unschooled in protection work still have much to learn about obedience specifically and canine potential generally.

This guide operates beyond the genre’s typical “Do this, do that.” Though I’ve provided an extensive Glossary, the book uses a minimum of technical jargon, yet its style requires concentration and thought. This is appropriate, because guardian training demands concentration and thought. How much? Well, one does not sneeze when handling nitroglycerin.

By design, the book develops gradually; the first chapter does not open, “Start your pet’s protection training by. . . .” Beginners often wish to hasten the learning process; and while enthusiasm is understandable, even commendable, to race through bitework’s principles is like sticking your finger in a wall socket to study the nature of electricity. There is much you must know before ever attaching a leash.

In some instances the text is harsh. That’s because you and I are examining some harsh realities. No, it isn’t all serious. A sense of humor maintains perspective (and preserves sanity). Still, if certain passages make you wince, remember we seek neither show-ring trophies nor performance titles. Our focus is combat. Successful combat.

We are teaching Cards familiaris that, on cue, he must unleash his fighting attributes—teeth, nails, cunning, intensity, speed and raw power—against Homo sapiens. Not just against padded sleeves but against people. Polite niceties are not coefficients in that equation.

Action scenes abound in Manstopper, to provide word pictures of guard training rather than just string together declarative sentences. Q&A sections are provided to fill in anticipated blanks.

Every other photograph doesn’t depict a dog biting someone, a proclivity among many protection books that teaches little. I’d rather allocate photo space to subtler aspects of training and handling, because to the dog they are not subtle; they are as important as what occurs during bite practice.

Further, I don’t waste your time with captions like, “This is a German Shepherd Dog.” Anyone whose experience doesn’t enable them to recognize a German Shepherd (or Doberman Pinscher or Rottweiler) at a glance is not ready to try guard work.

People who have never owned or trained a dog, or possess but a vague awareness of the species, should first master obedience. They should not start in protection. One does not begin an education about cars or driving by entering the Indy 500. Dogs are pack animals from another age, not inarticulate children in furry costumes. They respect physical and mental strength, and submit to human domination only if their owners clarify expectations.

In the first chapter you will meet Greta, a German Shepherd who will show you what a manstopper is. And is not. But for now, take a look at perspective, a crucial element. As a professional, my outlook is different from that of competition trainers. Not better-different. Because training is my livelihood, not a hobby, my reputation rides on every dog I teach. Either I produce reliable, confident workers or I’m not only out of the ribbons, I’m out of business.

That said, this book is appropriate for German schutzhund and French ring sport trainers. (Schutzhund and ring sport competition have nothing to do with the vile practice of pit-dog fighting.) That it teaches neither sport implies no slight of either. Some very tough dogs participate in both arenas. But contests measure success in points and titles, not survival, and I’ve seen competition trainers joke with agitators (“bad guys” the dogs confront) in the animals’ presence. To a guard dog, a bad guy is a bad guy, not an actor but the real McCoy.

Police-dog trainers may also gain from Manstopper’s training and reinforcement methods. An important distinction, however, is that while police K-9s are trained to defend, they also know to chase and search. Our goals include neither pursuit nor investigation. We’re targeting defense. Period.

I presume your dog is a house pet, one who eats in the home, sleeps on or near the bed and knows he is a genuine member of the family. How important are these elements? Well, it’s no accident that police K-9s and military dogs often share the home of their handlers and families. A canine outsider, either in perception or location, or one who lives on a chain (please excuse the oxymoron), should not be protection trained. To guard train a dog trapped in such indifferent circumstances is to expect full-time work from part-time help. It is also to construct a time bomb that can explode in the owner’s face.

A common question of beginners is, “Since the animal cannot be forced to protect (in the same sense that he can be made to sit, for example), how can an owner be certain the dog will defend on command?” As you should expect, the book answers that question and many like it.

Read the entire text before starting training. Don’t just skim. Study. Indeed, go through it more than once, until you have internalized-not just pondered-its concepts. To do guard work with an air of, “Well, I sort of see what Joel means,” is not just careless, it’s dangerous. It increases the risk to you, your dog and your assistants in an already hazardous endeavor.

Sure, memorizing various steps and procedures may be necessary, but understanding the precepts that support the training’s mechanics is vital. Otherwise you are working in the dark, and in this undertaking you need all the light you can get.

The second point to contemplate is outlook. Yours. The German term schutz (as in schutzhund, hund meaning dog) translates as “protection; cover, shelter.” Add the notion that my approach to all training centers around a profound human-canine relationship, and the foundation of Manstopper’s ideology takes form. As I wrote in Advanced Obedience—Easier Than You Think, “By the time a person reaches this level, either he has something going with his dog or he never will without considerable restructuring.”

As in human relationships, if appreciation, commitment and trust underlie the attraction between you and your dog, all else follows naturally. Should any be conditional, haphazard or absent, surely chaos will ensue.


PART I

PRELUDES


CHAPTER 1

COMMAND PERFORMANCE

At a year old, Greta was a study in curiosity. Excited to be alive, eager to learn, each day offered the black-and-red German Shepherd too brief an adventure. Now in her autumn years, though time has frosted her muzzle and dulled her spark, she can still take your breath away. Greta’s loveliness and grace are the stuff of poetry, outshone only by her capacity for affection, which she gives openly and without barter.

But don’t misunderstand—Greta is no mouse. Her intensity in guardian work can chill the blood. I’ve seen it age more than one veteran bad guy. As a wizened trainer-friend once hooted while watching her in action, “Gott im Himmel! She works so efficient!”

On Location

Backdropped against a gray, winter-flecked spring all those years ago, Greta flowered in guardian training, sparkling in bitework like fireworks on the Fourth. Truly, she was platinum, a canine bundle of latent promise; the kind of dog who can make a trainer seem more skilled than he is.

Her education complete, the dozing animal’s head warmed my leg as I drove through a dense morning fog to a vacant schoolyard where her owner awaited us. He hadn’t seen his pet in nearly two months and had fretted on the phone, “Do you think she’s forgotten me?” Sensing my car braking, Greta raised her head, stood, yawned, stretched—saw Tim and almost came unglued.

“Yipe!” She flew to the back seat, spun around twice, fixed on Tim—“Yipe! Yipe!”—hurdled to the front seat, tap-danced against the dashboard, did another 360 turn, riveted once more on her human—“Yipe! Yipe! Yipe! Yipe! Yipe!”—then wailed and tried to tunnel under me to get at the door, all in the time it took to shift to Park and switch off the ignition while the car rocked like a small boat in violent waters.

“Yes, fickle one, I see him. Just let me get my door open.”

Her ballistic exit led to a stream of joyful yips and hops (by both owner and dog, incidentally), and while Greta washed Tim’s face, he hugged and petted her and told her how beautiful she was.

All reunions should be like that one.

Once man and dog had returned to Earth, Tim and I reviewed various basics about handling a guard dog. We’d had several such talks before, but today would mark his first time at the helm. I described situations soon to occur and verified that he knew Greta’s commands, especially her go and stop words: “Action” and “Out.”

Tim nodded, patted the Shepherd’s neck once more and heeled her through the mist toward the school’s football field. During the next several minutes the pair would twice walk its length, first along one sideline, then the other, as assistants emerging from behind the bleachers created scripted incidents to evaluate Greta as a manstopper. I took a seat to watch the show.

Lights! Camera! . . .

An old man strode through the haze. Clearly in a fog of his own, he carried a cane and jabbered to himself in loud, gruff tones. Jerky hand gestures punctuated his pronouncements as he poked at the fog with his stick.

Mindful that Greta might misread the moment, Tim altered their route so as not to intersect Mr. Strangeways’ path. The young dog looked the old man over, curious about his eccentric behavior, but otherwise paid him little mind as he faded into the vapor, still ranting like a politician in search of a podium. Tim and Greta continued their walk.

Soon a young woman rushed up to Tim and breathlessly rattled that she was lost, late for an urgent appointment and “Wherecanlfind?” a local business. After Tim gave directions, the woman thanked him, shot a hand toward Greta, petted her, said, “She’s sure easy on the eyes,” and flurried away.

Several yards later a group of children approached. “Mister, can we pet your dog?” Tim smiled. “Sure. She’d like that.”

The youngsters were as taken with Greta as she was with them. Her tail at full wag, she sniffed hands and licked faces. “She’s pretty.” “Her fur’s so soft.” “She likes me best, I can tell.”

The kids were still chattering about Greta when they departed. “It tickled when she licked my nose.” “I wish I had a dog like that.”

Tim and Greta went on their way.

A Toy Poodle raced onto the field. Tim stopped, Greta sat. The Poodle halted several yards distant and barked in outrage at the twosome. Fascinated by the tiny creature, Greta craned her head forward but made no move to leave Tim’s side. In a twinkling the wee dog departed and disappeared among the bleachers. Tim heeled Greta to the goal line, where they crossed to the other side of the field.

In each instance the German Shepherd showed no aggression, just curiosity, as one would expect of a stable, intelligent, friendly dog.

Then an inebriated panhandler lurched onto the scene. Tim stopped and spoke a word to Greta. “Listen.”

The dog switched channels. She showed no hostility, just intense interest as the man drew close and extended a begging hand. Tim ordered him away, but the derelict persisted, waving his arms above his head while cursing the fates in general and Tim in particular. Tim said, “Watchim!” Greta rumbled like summer thunder.

The moocher resembled Ichabod Crane but did a W.C. Fields double-take, as though noticing Greta for the first time. He exited stage left, sprinting across the field with remarkable animation and purpose, blowing hard, really getting his knees into it. Tim and Greta stood transfixed, watching the performance through the breaking fog. Then he told her that she had done well and commanded “Out”—settle down. In commentary Greta puffed a low “Smerf!” at the retreating scarecrow. Tim chuckled as he patted her neck. They journeyed on.

Moments later the indigent returned. “I don’t know what came over me,” he said. “I’m sorry for the way I acted.”

Tim smiled and offered his hand, then commanded Greta, “Stand, stay,” and told the stranger, “You may pet her now, if you wish.” The dog remained calm yet watchful during this second encounter, and when the vagrant said “Nice doggy, nice doggy” and offered a tidbit from his pocket, she refused it, turning her head aside. The man sighed, shrugged and shuffled off. The team resumed their outing.

Soon a well-tailored gentleman approached, all smiles and stares of awed admiration. “What a beautiful dog!” Tim stopped and grinned, pleased by the compliment. “Truly magnificent!” the newcomer added, smiling broader. Lulled into complacency, Tim had forgotten that appearances are just that. He later said Greta seemed passive but I read her as skeptical, staring at the smiler’s face, her head cocked to one side, air scenting more than usual.

Earlier I had directed the well-tailored gentleman, “Send it through the eyes,” which he knew to mean that he should appear diplomat friendly in stance and speech, but his gaze should radiate the warmth of a crypt. A good actor can do that, and though Tim had missed the incongruity, Greta had not. Dogs are eagles at detecting anomalies like lying eyes.

I had told Tim that when this person disappeared, an assailant would emerge. That’s what happened, but not in the manner Tim expected. Had I been more specific, he might have inadvertently telegraphed a set-up cue to Greta, which could have clouded my evaluation of her responses.

The man moved closer. His smile died. Greta stood, tense, her stare locked onto the intruder. Muted sunlight glinted on a knife. “Let’s see some money, sucker.”

Tim recovered in a blink. “Action!” Things kicked into fast-forward as a roaring black-and-red blur flew at the assailant. Greta hit like a battering ram. Her bite was a vise. Her impact slammed the man to the ground as she nailed a forearm full-mouth, almost to her back molars.

The weapon fell away, forgotten as the onslaught’s ferocity and suddenness disrupted the crook’s mental processes. His world spun to ice as the pain took him, his liquid shrieks hideous in their counterpoint to the dog’s howling fury.

“No, dog! No! Out! Out!” the man screamed, writhing, but Greta hung on, driven. The mugger swung his free hand at her, but she just bit harder, her ancestors’ savage cheers echoing along the darker reaches of her mind. A dreadful intensity raged in her pitiless eyes, now inches from his.

In seconds the thief went from fear to terror to hysteria. “I quit! I quit! Get it off me! Please! Call it off!”

Tim shouted, “Out! Back!” Greta released and backed to Tim’s side. Saliva flew as she clacked her teeth together, her muzzle stabbing toward the robber as she bounced on her front paws, quivering in anticipation, ready for another rush. She wanted more of him, and he knew it.

“Get up and get gone!” Tim said.

“Get hold of that dog. K-k-keep it away from me.”

“Last chance—git!”

In slow, uncertain stages the man hauled himself to his feet, looking as harmless as he now was. Clutching his damaged arm, he shook his head as if to clear it. Dazed, swaying, his reality in disarray, he stared again at his arm, then at Tim, then at aftershock images only he could see.

His gaze snagged on Greta, on foam bubbling from her jaws. She leaned forward and growled deep in her throat. He heard her counsel and stepped backward. The mugger stumbled. He turned and ran.

Greta whined and raised a forepaw, her fire still smoldering as she stared after the figure shrinking into the distance. The mist had all but cleared as Tim knelt beside the German Shepherd, awestruck. He hugged and petted her, saying, “That was great, Greta! You’re fantastic!” Shaking his head, he also said, “I’ll be damned!” a lot.

From my vantage point, I thought Cut! This was a take. Greta was ready to go home.

Review

No one was hurt. The protagonist, a professional bad guy, known in the trade as an agitator, wore concealed protective gear. Moreover, everyone Tim and Greta encountered was a trainer (save the children, of course, who were sons and daughters of the trainers). All were acting and any could have played the bad guy’s role.

This was a dress rehearsal—serious business to the supporting cast but real only to the star, Greta.

And real to her it was. Know this about dogs: Play-acting is not of their world. To them, all moments are real. Think: Have you ever seen a dog or puppy chase a fuzzy toy, grab and shake it? “How cute,” I’ve heard owners say, and, “Isn’t that darling?”

Right.

As pooch breaks the prey’s back. In the dog’s mind, that’s what she’s doing. It’s as though she can hear the vertebrae snap.

“My dog isn’t like that at all. When she shakes her furry toy she wags her tail.” Most dogs do during a kill.

Sure, an element of play may operate, but realize that your perception of reality differs from your pet’s. Play means one thing for us, something quite different for dogs.

Canis familiaris lives at once very near our world yet eons from it. The dog still has a paw or two in the wild. The closest we come to guard training of humans involves badges and military uniforms. Even then, we lay out rules with lawyerly precision. The dog follows but one rule: Win. Or, more accurately, don’t lose.

Casting

The bedrock of protection is selecting an able dog-Very few qualify as guardians. The animal must be keen, fearless and sound while being stable, intelligent, friendly, a people dog, one children intuitively trust—“Mister, can we pet your dog?” These qualities are not universal among any breed.

Q. You don’t want a suspicious, hot-tempered animal?

A. No! Such a dog can fire, but often at innocent occurrences, and shutting her down can be a whole other story.

Ethical training neither produces nor tolerates viciousness. Tim hugged and petted Greta just after she fought a man. Do that with a mean, fear-driven or unstable dog, one whose mind is nibbling on a fight’s leftovers, and you may lose face—literally.

We don’t want a distrustful biting machine that views every person as a potential target. Witness Greta’s disinterest in the old man who made strange, quick gestures with his club (the cane). Notice, too, her unconcern about the frantic soul who dashed up to Tim for directions. A dog with faulty temperament, or one trained with liberal doses of paranoia, might have reacted with violence to either person’s behaviors, or those of the Toy Poodle.

Greta keyed on the beggar only after Tim cued her, “Listen.” Though she ran the moocher off, she later accepted his touch because Tim’s manner said the man was okay—Tim offered his hand.

Even so, Greta would not take food from the stranger, a decision she made without coaching from Tim. Rejecting treats from outsiders is peripheral yet basic to guard dog training. Sick, vengeful minds can target your pet by lacing edibles with poison (or ground glass, or metal shavings or . . .).

The Script

The program entails five commands.

      •  Listen   Alert; focus on the person.

      •  Watchim   Threaten by growling, barking, snapping jaws and/or showing teeth. The command is a contraction of “Watch him!” As it should be spoken so rapidly that it becomes one word, “Watchim!” is used throughout this text.

      •  Action   Bite and hold the target’s nearer arm.

      •  Out   Cease aggression but remain alert. This command cancels any of the preceding three and also halts responses to provocation.

      •  Back   Hurry to the handler’s left side while keeping an eye on the bad guy.

As you see, Listen, Watchim and Action, the work commands, each contain two syllables. Out and Back, the shut-down cues, have one. Accident prevention and clear communication underlie this structuring: It takes two sounds to send the dog, one to stop her.

“That’s backwards,” some trainers say. “Triggers should be a single syllable,” their thought being expediency during a hot situation. Regarding effective use of a guard dog, the trainer part of me agrees; but the survivor part disagrees, given our society’s addiction to lawsuits and loopholes. Ergo, all my commands are one syllable, except the three protection cues. This provides something of a safety valve that allows me to say, “Everything’s okay,” with every command I give, except for words with two sounds. They launch the animal’s mind onto a different plane.

Notice Tim did not preface commands with the dog’s name, a common practice for many trainers but a no-no at my kennels. Speed and safety underlie my preference. While it’s obvious that omitting the name halves the words needed for ignition, safety elements may be less apparent. First, a bad guy using the dog’s name could obtain a measure of control, because name-linking sets up the dog’s mind to respond to the user. A real assailant, hearing the name, could throw it back and cause a blink of hesitation, which might make all the difference. Second, protectors often come to enjoy their rough-and- tumble work. Heartily. Repeated linking of the dog’s name with the go word can develop a response where the dog goes target shopping upon hearing his name. Its sound can switch the animal’s mind to cross-hairs mode.

Q. Canine mental processes are that fast?

A. Believe it. Dogs aren’t encumbered with decision filters like moral? ethical? legal? or the lending of gravity to the absurd, such as political correctness. Dogs accept. Some humans try to make the concrete abstract, but canines no more question reality than fish question water. The dog asks only, “Where lies my advantage?” The instant an answer becomes available, the animal reacts. She doesn’t second-guess herself. She knows that second thoughts always come too late.

Regarding technique, note Greta “nailed a forearm,” not a leg or the torso. In reaction to a dog’s charge, a person runs or raises his hands near chest level. The latter response puts arms at convenient targeting height. Leg-bite training has use in pursuit work, when an arm would be harder to get at; but, as mentioned in the Preface, chases are not for us.

Consider, too, that a frontal leg strike doesn’t just expose the animal to harm from above, where the hands are, perhaps clutching a weapon, it can also get a dog’s head kicked in.

Besides, a waist- or chest-high rush intensifies intimidation. It brings flashing teeth closer to the self—the heart, the eyes, the mind. A wrongdoer doesn’t ponder all this at the time, of course, but the human brain’s feral element, the part that never sleeps, recognizes the fact and responds with fear. Since fright exacerbates pain, an arm bite more overwhelms and thus more inhibits. Sensations arrive quicker, too, as the impulses travel a shorter distance than from a leg.

Greta bit “full-mouth, almost to her back molars.” A manstopper does not nip, she engulfs, thus generating pressure across a larger area and stimulating more nerve endings. A related component is bite-and-hold training—“Greta hung on”—not the rip-and-slash or “typewriter” variety (rapid bites along a limb). We want an effective bite, but one that causes as little damage as possible—a conceptual spin off from police use-of-force guidelines.

Did you catch that the assailant twice screamed “Out” at Greta? Sure, few hoodlums know traditional guard dog commands, like “Out,” but since some do know such stop words, I train my dogs to ignore cues not given by me or a family member.

Finally, Tim did not tell Greta to pursue the mugger. Her role is to shield her human from scoundrels, not to chase or apprehend them. That’s the cops’ job. Since someone on the run cannot threaten the dog’s owner, a private citizen sending a Greta after a fleeing troublemaker not only increases the risk of injury to the dog, but the act could be alleged as battery upon the lawbreaker and a violation of his civil rights. True, rational folks would not suffer insomnia from news of an assaulter having been assaulted. But the fact remains that injuries, real or fancied, resulting from pursuit and “action” could leave an owner vulnerable to criminal and civil charges.

Previews

You’ve read insights about what a manstopper is and isn’t. Of course, all this begs the question of how to train at this level. I’ll show you, but not until we lay ground-work rooted partly in another question, posed in the next chapter’s title.

Reflection

If you don’t like dogs in general, or if you’ve never owned

or wanted to own one, don’t even think about a guard dog.

The attack’trained animal is not a machine. Like all dogs, he needs

time, effort, and love. Deprived of these, he will disintegrate.

Jerrold J. Mundis


CHAPTER 2

IS THIS TRIP NECESSARY?

In Columbia Pictures’ timeless film The Karate Kid, an aged Okinawan teaches a California teenager karate. Several weeks into training they exchange insights.

“Miyagi hate fighting,” the instructor said of himself.

“Yeah, but you like karate,” the student, Daniel, said.

“So?” Mr. Miyagi said.

“So karate’s fighting. You train to fight.”

“That what you think?”

Was it? Daniel wondered a moment.

“No.”

“Then why train?” The old man challenged.

The student thought before answering. Then he grinned.

“So I wont have to fight.”

Deterrence

As the dialogue suggests, a martial arts master may never have to do battle to be effective. The same holds true of a guard dog. He must be trained against the eventuality that his demeanor may not discourage an antagonist, yet in many instances the dog’s presence alone may be deterrent enough.

Why? Because of the psychological impact of canine physiognomy, a nine- dollar word referring to facial features, expression and size. Even people unfamiliar with dogs know that the species is controlled by different urges than those of humans. “The dog always lives in the here and now and is unable to understand the reasons for his own actions.”1 To be confronted by a skillful guardian is to be cornered, because a human, no matter how fleet, cannot outrun a dog, and knows it.

Native canine alertness, the unmistakable loyalty toward his human partner, that riveting stare, those sharp, bone-white teeth, the fact that his tail just quit wagging—any of these can trigger primordial dread of the predator, especially among humans who predicate their existence upon predation. Fear has never been the strongest emotion, but for some it’s the only emotion.

Their histories have taught them to worship fear, chiefly their own.
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Physiognomy–the face reveals the character.



That’s why few sights shut down a genuine bad guy faster than an able dog unimpressed by human bluster. The dog not only yawns in the face of menace, he radiates, “To get at my friend you have to go through me, and I don’t take prisoners!” Result? A sharp intake of breath as psychological handcuffs snap on and a malefactor’s menace is mirrored back at him with stunning force. With a glance a dog can say, “I see you at your core, and you’re running on the rims.”

Two outstanding state-certified police K-9s I trained were Chattan and Smokey, a Doberman Pinscher and a German Shepherd who shared my days and nights for too few years. Friendly and affectionate, each was always on simmer and could kick up to full boil in a flash. Including my years in law enforcement, how many times do you suppose I flipped either dog’s action switch? Excluding training sessions, how many times did I command Chattan or Smokey to use teeth?

Once? Twice? Half a dozen? More? Take a guess.

Answer: Never.

Chattan’s roar “I’m here!” once froze a memorable bar fight, and one night I cued Smokey to growl at a drunken prowler (who miraculously achieved instant sobriety and an unwavering allegiance to law and order). Each instance pumped a psychological shotgun, and both were as close as I’ve come to setting a dog on anyone.
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Would you reach for Nick’s toy? Physiognomy, part two.



How many times did Chattan or Smokey’s presence forestall trouble? I have no way of knowing, but lots comes to mind as I write this. Further, more than one incarcerated burglar has told me that he wouldn’t touch a home with a dog in it; that he and his peers presume all house dogs bite.

Though I would never recommend using an untrained animal in a hot situation, all you may ever need to ward off evil intentions is a sizable, responsive dog at your side. Watchers noting that your canine buddy is under your control may reconsider the wisdom of finding out what other tricks he knows.

All this comes back to the chapter’s title. Do you need a guard dog? Not want—need?

Liability

Do you know what a good-sized dog can do to flesh? And how fast? Ponder words like ripped, and fractured, and hemorrhaging. Imagine savaged meat and the coppery smell of congealing blood. Add gray-white hues for exposed bone, and the sound of cartilage and tendons tearing, a sound like wet newspaper ripping.
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This is something of a Rorschach test—pick out the Doberman that’s not guard trained. (You’ll find the answer in Chapter 21.)



By nature, dogs don’t do anything halfway. And, like you and me, they can make mistakes. What if your pet should fire on an innocent? Do you realize how severely someone could be injured, how deep the scaring might go and the amount of civil damages you might have to face, as well as criminal charges?

Make no mistake: A bite-trained dog can be a frightful liability, for several reasons. Certain breeds’ bite compression is awesome. Doberman Pinscher and German Shepherd jaw pressure can exceed 750 pounds per square inch (psi). Double that for Rottweiler force. (For reference, the bite power of a great white shark approximates 1,000 psi.) Those numbers may seem startling until you remember that in the wild, the dog’s natural home, canines not only need to splinter the bones of prey to get at the marrow, but they must do so fast, lest they themselves become the hunted.

Canine jaws move up, down and sideways. They can grind. Imagine 42 teeth behind that crushing force and its effects applied in a twisting motion to arm or hand. Loss of either, or at least of fingers, can well result—in less time than it takes you to read this sentence.

Skeptical? A professional show dog handler once tried to stop a fight between two German Shepherds. Although the dogs were not guard trained—that is, their biting power was breed typical; it had not been built up through strenuous bite training—one of the man’s arms was instantly broken. In three places.

At a vaccination clinic a friend tried to restrain a scared, medium-size crossbreed. The dog snipped off a finger—and swallowed it!

I know a Doberman who can clamp a two-by-two with such power that, if you have the strength (and the nerve), you can hoist him from the ground by it.

Species capabilities comprise one basis of the liability inherent in owning a manstopper. Others are slipshod breeders and inept trainers, both as common as weeds. Preying upon an unsuspecting public, the former pass along genetic junk that should never be bite trained, and certainly not by the latter, whose interests center around status and the almighty dollar.

The court system also looms large in the liabilities column. Judges and lawyers have scant personal contact with crime scenes, their fields of expertise being laws and the courtroom. Their knowledge of dogs or training often derives from what they’re told by the media, whose dearth of knowledge about any subject has never precluded making authoritative pronouncements.

Thus, if you send a dog at someone, you damn well better be able to justify your action to a skeptical judiciary, one perhaps whose only personal involvement with crime is watching reruns of Murder She Wrote. If that indictment seems too stinging, ponder a passage from Obedience & Security Training for Dogs, a 1967 book by Tom Scott, then with the London Metropolitan Police Dog Section. Consider, too, that precedents in American civil law—the kind where people sue each other—have become more liberal, some would say loonier, since the 1960s.

In security training, care must be given to the choice of commands so that they do not confuse with other words that might at some time give offense. This is of special importance if an appearance in the police court may be necessary, since the expression used by a handler might influence a magistrate. For instance, directions to a dog to “Seize him,” “Do him,” or even “Get him” are frowned on. . . . A person who is being charged might say you told the dog to “Attack him,” when actually you said “At him.” I well remember explaining to a magistrate that the name of a dog I had at the time was Caesar, and that I had not directed my dog to “seize” the prisoner.

For any educated adult to purport that dogs attach judgmental nuances to words is nonsensical, but it happens. You and I know that when a dog hears a command, he reacts to a sound he has learned to associate with a specific behavior on his part. In psychological jargon, the stimulus elicits the response. No canine could understand that seize encompasses such disparate concepts as appropriate, grab, confiscate, steal, lock, apprehend, catch, possess and understand. Whether a trainer prefers a cue of, “Get him,” “Action,” or “Lamp shade” makes no difference to the dog. He responds to whatever verbal trigger you teach.

But the reality you have to live with is that, as Mr. Scott implies, judges have the power, nonsensical or not.

History and culture also affect the liability of guard dog ownership. Set- ting a dog on someone has seldom found favor in America, owing to excesses in the way police dogs have been used for crowd control, principally of minorities, which often has been grossly overdone. Someone chanting “Freedom, now!” has never been legitimate cause for releasing a K-9.

Appropriately last on the liability list is the legion of so-called animal lovers who really just love the sound of their own voice proclaiming that nothing justifies bite training. They’re as wrong as they are out of touch, of course, but they get plenty of air time nonetheless.

A Liability Scenario

Suppose you set your dog against someone, let’s say a mugger. The animal defends you, the robber flees, and you deem the time, effort and costs of training as sound investments. In a sane world such training would never be necessary, but we both know how the world is. Still, consider how much nuttier things can get.

A cop sees the thief. Noticing the man is injured, the officer questions him. Of course, the nefarious one won’t say, “I tried to rob someone but things went awry.” Instead, having no compunction against lying and beginning to see a ray of sunshine, he claims your dog bit him without provocation, or that you unjustly set the animal on him. The cop senses deceit but feels bound to investigate.

The felon empties his pockets, showing he carries no weapons. That he could have tossed an arsenal into a dumpster before encountering the officer doesn’t occur to anyone. His hefty criminal record seems irrelevant. The cop spots you and your dog. The nightmare begins.

You find yourself under investigation. The thief sues you, having engaged a lawyer more amoral than himself. Things go against you in court, as the carefully coached crook, camouflaged by a decent haircut and a new suit, appears the epitome of respectability. After weepy recountings of his terrible injuries, the court orders you to make a huge cash settlement and to foot the creep’s medical and trauma-counseling bills.

Your insurance company refuses to support you.
OEBPS/html/images/15_01.jpg





OEBPS/html/images/14_01.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/images/13_01.jpg





OEBPS/html/images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/html/images/9780876051443.jpg
Training a
Canine Guardian






