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            FOR AS LONG AS THERE have been wars, animals have been out there saving lives. Over the years cats, dogs, horses and even birds have shown incredible courage and devotion, and this book tells their extraordinary stories.

            Not all of these adventures have happy endings, but every one is true. They show us the unique bond that can develop between animal and man, and, by reminding us that not all heroes are human, cast a shining light on some of the worst moments in a hundred years of history.
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            Rip: a rescuer among the ruins

            THE BLITZ SECOND WORLD WAR LONDON, 1940

         

         

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         When we watch the news after a natural disaster such as an earthquake or tornado we often see dogs on television helping police and soldiers look for people buried in the rubble. These animals are highly trained and form an important part of the teams which specialise in this kind of urban search and rescue. Amazingly the first dog ever to do this had no training at all, and yet Rip was one of the best when it came to finding survivors.

         During the Second World War, in 1940, the wire-haired terrier turned up at the scene of an air raid in East London. No-one knew who he was or why he was there. I don’t suppose he knew either, but when he saw people clambering over the ruins looking for survivors perhaps he thought it was a game and decided to join in.

         Terrible scenes of devastation were common during the Blitz, when more than a million homes, shops and factories were damaged or destroyed by enemy bombs falling on British cities. In London it was the job of Air Raid Precautions (ARP) wardens to warn people to take cover before each air raid. After the ‘All Clear’ was sounded these same ARP wardens led the search for survivors.

         The terrier started following one of the wardens around, a man called Mr King. Mr King liked dogs and felt sorry for this particular one, which didn’t have a collar and looked rather hungry. The dog seemed genuinely grateful when Mr King gave him a piece of sandwich left over from his supper, and soon joined Mr King when he went on his rounds each night, directing people to the safety of the air-raid shelters.

         No collar meant no name tag, so Mr King decided to call his new friend Rip. He thought the little dog was probably homeless, as many were during the war. Thousands of families left London for the safety of the countryside, forgetting their cats and dogs in the rush to leave. Other pets lost their homes as a result of the air raids.

         After one of these raids Mr King was searching the site of a burned-out factory. Rip saw what he was doing and started to sniff around. This is something dogs do instinctively as a way of understanding the world, and it is something they are incredibly good at.

         Depending on its breed, a dog’s nose is as much as ten million times more sensitive to smell than yours. A human nose has around five million scent-detecting cells but a dog has nearly three hundred million of them, and the reason a dog’s nose is cold and wet is because this helps it capture even more scent.

         Using just his nose, a dog like Rip is able to interpret the world in a way we could not hope to copy. When humans smell their lunch they just smell lunch, but a dog can detect every ingredient individually. Similarly, just as a particular scent might alert a person to the presence of another animal somewhere nearby, that same scent will tell a whole story to a dog. What kind of an animal it is, whether it is male or female, young or old, and even what mood it is likely to be in.

         Knowing this, Mr King realised that Rip wasn’t just sniffing around the ruined building for fun and that when he started wagging his tail it must be because he had found something interesting beneath the broken bricks and splintered timber.

         The warden started digging and shortly afterwards, when a man was pulled alive from the rubble, Mr King realised that Rip had a real talent for finding people in trouble. It wasn’t just Rip’s superior sense of smell that helped him do this, but also his curiosity and inexhaustible energy. Best of all, because terriers are such small dogs, Rip was able to squeeze his way into spaces which were far too tight for a person to wriggle through.

         The risks Rip faced while doing this were considerable. Often there were fires still burning inside the buildings and occasionally unexploded bombs. The scale of destruction meant that walls could topple down at any time, and broken glass was a common problem. Rip refused to be scared by any of this, however, and his sense of adventure meant that as soon as a raid was over he was desperate to get stuck in. Clambering over the ruins, braving the smoke and flames, he went out night after night for as long as the raids continued.

         Altogether Rip spent five years on duty, and was soon famous in London for having what we call a sixth sense when it came to finding survivors. Sometimes the other wardens would want to call a halt and go home, convinced they had searched every square centimetre of a burned-out factory or warehouse. But Mr King knew that if Rip refused to leave the site it was because somehow he knew that someone was still trapped and needed their help.

         Rip simply never got it wrong. His super-sensitive nose, the sight of his short stubby tail wagging rapidly from side to side, and above all the scrabbling noise of his little paws pushing away at a pile of bricks and tiles, was all the proof Mr King needed to keep looking. When Rip refused to give up the wardens would go back and search the ruins again – and every time the dog would be proved right and another person would be rescued.

         This astonishing success rate meant that Rip soon had new friends all over his part of the city. In those days it was a very poor area and food was strictly rationed; but many of the locals still insisted on giving Rip a little treat whenever he trotted around the corner. His biggest fans weren’t just the dozens of survivors he helped to rescue either, but also the people he met out on his nightly patrols with Mr King.

         For all of them it must have been a frightening time to be living in the capital, but somehow having Rip around made things more bearable. He was such a happy character and was always pleased to see a new face. People also thought that if Rip could cope with the war then so could they.

         Most of all people hoped the fighting would end and that life could go back to normal, but sadly for Rip it never did. Exhausted by all his hard work, and perhaps weakened by inhaling smoke and fumes from so many burning factories and other buildings, his little heart eventually gave up. When it did he was buried in a new cemetery created for animal heroes at Ilford in Essex, but his cheerful character and tireless enthusiasm means that he has never been forgotten. A few years ago a collector paid a fortune for the medal Rip used to wear on his collar, and today he is remembered as one of the pioneers who demonstrated how useful dogs can be when it comes to searching for survivors in peacetime as well as war.
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            Gallipoli Murphy: four-legged ambulance

            BATTLE OF GALLIPOLI FIRST WORLD WAR TURKEY, 1915

         

         

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         Helicopters and specially-equipped armoured vehicles are used to rescue troops injured in battle, but in the past soldiers who were wounded had to rely on other soldiers acting as stretcher-bearers to carry them to safety. Rescues likes this were difficult and dangerous, especially when heavy fighting meant stretcher-bearers could themselves be killed or injured. This is what happened in 1915 in a place called Gallipoli on the coast of Turkey, but luckily a plucky donkey called Murphy rode bravely to the rescue.

         Thousands of soldiers from Australia and New Zealand had come under fire from Turkish army guns, and a stretcher-bearer called Private John Simpson soon found himself surrounded by men in urgent need of emergency medical treatment.

         Carrying a man on a stretcher takes at least two people, and Private Simpson had no-one around to help him. He had an idea though, about how he might be able to rescue wounded soldiers without the help of anyone else. The previous day he had spotted a donkey grazing under some nearby trees. Armies used to use mules and donkeys to carry equipment and supplies on the battlefield, and Private Simpson was sure this one could help him move his injured comrades.

         Very slowly he approached the donkey across the field, speaking softly so as not to scare it off. When he was close enough, he looped a rope around the donkey’s neck as a sort of makeshift halter, and then led it back to where the men were lying. All the time he kept chatting in a quiet, reassuring manner, hoping to make friends with the donkey as well as keeping it from trying to run away from the guns.

         Simpson decided to call his new companion Murphy, and over the next twenty-five days the two of them worked tirelessly bringing injured men to safety. Any who could walk were escorted to one of the first-aid posts which the Australian army had set up on the beach at Anzac Cove. The more badly wounded were carefully helped onto the donkey’s back, and then slowly carried down to the shoreline.

         With so many men killed and injured it was slow work. It was also extremely dangerous as the battle raged all around, the enemy firing on the fighting men as well as on Simpson and Murphy as they made their way down to the cove. Again and again they braved the gunfire, Murphy keeping his head down and his ears back, and Private Simpson trying to calm him by whistling and singing quietly by his side as the two of them walked on.

         No-one knows quite how many lives were saved by Private Simpson and Murphy in this way, but over the course of three weeks it must have been at least a hundred, maybe more. Tramping up and down to the cove night and day, and snatching only short rests every now and then, the pair were somehow able to ignore the danger and the terrifying noise all around them. No matter how fierce the fighting, if there was an injured man out on the battlefield who needed their help the pair would go and find him.

         To those they rescued, Murphy must have seemed like a sort of lucky charm, but his example sent a positive message to the other soldiers, too. The sight of the courageous pair steadfastly plodding up and down to the beach put new heart into even the most exhausted of them, almost as if the donkey realised how important his work was as a kind of four-legged ambulance.

         Because he saved so many lives, and encouraged the troops not to give up, ‘Gallipoli Murphy’ is now remembered as one of Australia’s real wartime heroes. Depicted in paintings, photographs and even statues, as the country’s most famous donkey he has even appeared on postage stamps and as the star of a movie called Murphy of Anzac.
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            Judy: animal prisoner of war

            FROM SINGAPORE TO BURMA SECOND WORLD WAR SOUTH-EAST ASIA, 1942

         

         

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         When their gunboat HMS Grasshopper was refuelling in the Chinese city of Shanghai a group of Royal Navy sailors saw a brown and white puppy for sale. She was a lively pointer, a breed with a reputation for being fun and friendly, so they bought her, called her Judy and took her on board.

         In 1942 the Grasshopper was docked at the British naval base at Singapore when it came under attack from the Japanese. The crew managed to sail out of the harbour just in time, but were then spotted by the pilots of two enemy aircraft. Hit by several shells, the gunboat sank very quickly, but not before Judy and the sailors had leapt overboard and started swimming towards the nearest shore – a tiny, inhospitable Indonesian island.

         Once on dry land the men thought they were safe, but very quickly their mood changed from relief to despair. They had escaped from Singapore, and had survived the sinking of the Grasshopper. But now they could find nothing to eat on the small island and, even more worryingly, no source of fresh water. Without water to drink the sailors knew they wouldn’t last more than a few days, and without a boat none of them could imagine how they could get off the island.

         They were still wondering what to do when one of the sailors noticed Judy down by the shore. Wet and bedraggled from the swim, she was pawing excitedly at a patch of ground. It looked as though she had found something interesting, and a couple of the men ran over to see what it was. Ignoring them Judy started digging furiously, and then stuck her head down into the hole and began drinking.

         The two sailors were overjoyed: like humans, dogs don’t drink seawater so they realised straight away that Judy must have found a freshwater spring. One of them knelt down to drink himself, and within moments all the sailors were jostling around Judy’s new waterhole waiting for their turn to quench their thirst.

         After refreshing themselves in this way the crew had a second stroke of luck when Judy started barking at a Chinese junk (a type of sailing boat) which her sharp eyes had spotted on the horizon. By waving and shouting the sailors managed to attract the captain’s attention, and as the junk drew nearer to investigate a few of them swam out to meet it. When the captain heard their story he agreed to take everybody to the much larger island of Sumatra, which the men thought might be safer. Together with Judy, they all piled on board.

         The journey to Sumatra was uneventful, but when they got there it must have felt as though their troubles were just beginning. Unfortunately, to reach the safest part of the island the group had a gruelling 300-kilometre trek ahead of them, most of it through dense rainforest. Luckily they were all fit young men, but the going was tough and they knew there were enemy troops on the attack in some parts of the island.

         Days were spent cutting a path through the jungle and each night they would have to find somewhere to rest until dawn. At first this arrangement worked well enough, but then one morning they awoke to find themselves surrounded by enemy soldiers. Exhausted and unarmed, the men realised they would have to surrender. They were forced to climb into the back of a lorry which had arrived to take them away, and with Judy hidden beneath a pile of empty rice sacks, they were driven off to a prisoner of war camp.

         The camp was many kilometres away, and everyone was parched and hungry by the time they got there, including Judy. It soon became apparent that prison rations were barely enough to survive on, but that didn’t stop Frank Williams, a 23-year-old airman in the camp, offering the dog some of his food. It was only a tiny portion of maggoty rice but this small gesture was the beginning of an important friendship for both of them, a friendship which would see Frank and Judy through many years of hardship and suffering at the hands of the prison guards.

         In tough times good friends are important and, forced to endure terrible living conditions and regular beatings, Frank looked upon Judy as the best friend he could possibly have. It wasn’t just that he found her such good company. He also admired her uncanny instinct for danger (she always barked if there was a snake or poisonous scorpion anywhere near) and he was sure that, as one of nature’s survivors, Judy was a lucky charm.

         Many of the sailors from the Grasshopper felt much the same way, convinced that if a dog could survive the harsh jungle conditions then they certainly could. Her habit of barking loudly whenever one of the guards appeared cheered them up a lot too, but of course this made Judy very unpopular with the camp authorities.

         The prisoners loved watching Judy giving the guards a hard time, but after a few weeks one guard in particular had had enough and threatened to shoot her if she didn’t stop hassling him in this way. Frank was horrified by this, Judy was his best friend after all, and asked the camp commandant to do something to protect her. The commandant agreed to make Judy’s status official, which he thought might stop the guards shooting her. As ‘Prisoner No. 81A’ she became the world’s first ever animal prisoner of war.

         No-one was ever quite sure why the commandant was happy to help in this way but perhaps he was worried that if the dog was harmed by one of the guards the men might protest by causing a riot. It is also possible that he had heard a rumour that Judy was expecting puppies, and that as an animal lover he was hoping get a puppy in exchange for protecting her.

         The rumour turned out to be true, and a few weeks later Judy gave birth to nine puppies. (The prisoners assumed that the father was a guard dog, although they were never sure.) One of the puppies was handed over to the commandant, and for a while life became more bearable for Frank and his comrades.

         Their relief was to be short-lived, however. A few weeks later the prisoners were told that they were to be moved to a different camp. To get to this new camp the men had to board another ship, and naturally Frank was determined to find a way to take Judy with him. The only thing he could think of was to put her into another rice sack over his shoulder so he could smuggle her on board. He knew she would have to be in the sack for several hours. He wondered if he could carry her for that long (pointers are quite big dogs) and if Judy would be able to stay still and quiet.

         Amazingly she could! Despite the sweaty heat of the jungle, and the discomfort of lying upside down in the dark, Judy managed to stay completely still and silent for more than three hours. Frank was so proud of her, and very relieved when they got on the ship and he could put her down. Frank had no idea at this stage where they were going to, but as soon as they set sail he started looking for a secret hiding place. After a few minutes he found somewhere down below deck where Judy would stay safe and hidden.

         If anything the ship turned out to be even more uncomfortable than the camp. There were no threats from the guards, but with more than seven hundred prisoners squeezed into every nook and cranny, conditions below deck were suffocating. No-one had enough room to lie down properly or to move around, and the only food and water was what the prisoners had managed to steal from the camp.

         It must have seemed like things couldn’t get any worse, but then above the throbbing din of the ship’s engines came the unmistakeable sound of aircraft, followed by loud gunfire. The men realised they were under attack, presumably by a British pilot who didn’t realise that the ship was carrying prisoners of war.

         The attack didn’t last long, because in no time at all a torpedo dropped from the aeroplane found its mark, blowing a huge hole in the side of the ship. The men felt it lurch to one side and then, as water rushed into the hole, the ship began to sink, fast, very fast.

         The men in Frank Williams’ section were trapped by a locked door but he tried desperately to save Judy’s life by lifting her up and squeezing her through a broken porthole. Frank knew she could swim, as she had managed to reach that first tiny island. Now his only hope was that they were near enough land for her to take her chance and swim to safety.





OEBPS/a014_online.png





OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/a009_online.png





OEBPS/9780571304943_cover_epub.jpg
AND OTHER
EXTRAORDINARY
STORIES OF
ANIMALS

I“E IN WARTIME

RESCUE
DoG

DAVID LONG « i

Ilustrated by Peter Bailey pya





OEBPS/a001_online.png





OEBPS/a000iii_1_online.png
Jet the Reseue Doy
AND OTHER EXTRAORDINARY
STORIES OF ANIMALS
IN WARTIME

DAVID LONG

ILLUSTRATED BY PETER BAILEY

i

FABRER & FABRER









