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Man’s Best Friend




When the Man waked up he said, ‘What is Wild Dog doing here?’ And the Woman said, ‘His name is not Wild Dog any more, but the First Friend, because he will be our friend for always and always and always.’


From Just So Stories (1902) by Rudyard Kipling (1865–1936)
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THE PARLOUR DOGS


Winthrop Mackworth Praed (1802–39)


And Don and Sancho, Tramp and Tray,


   Upon the parlour steps collected,


Wagg’d all their tails, and seem’d to say,


   ‘Our master knows you; you’re expected.’


From The Vicar (1829)


OLD BRUNO


Harriet Beecher Stowe (1811–96)


Old Bruno, a great Newfoundland, who slept at the end of the porch, rose, with a low growl, as she came near. She gently spoke his name, and the animal, an old pet and playmate of hers, instantly, wagging his tail, prepared to follow her, though apparently revolving much, in this simple dog’s head, what such an indiscreet midnight promenade might mean. Some dim ideas of imprudence or impropriety in the measure seemed to embarrass him considerably; for he often stopped, as Eliza glided forward, and looked wistfully, first at her and then at the house, and then, as if reassured by reflection, he pattered along after her again.


From Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852)


LUTHER THE SETTER


Théophile Gautier (1811–72)


He was a big white spaniel, with liver spots, and handsome brown ears. He was a setter, had lost his owner, and after looking for him a long time in vain, had taken to living in my father’s house at Passy. Not having partridges to go after, he had taken to rat-hunting, and was as clever at it as a Scotch terrier.


At that time I was living in that blind alley of the Doyenne, now destroyed, where Gérard de Nerval, Arsène Houssaye and Camille Rogier were the heads of a little picturesque and artistic Bohemia, the eccentric mode of life which has been so well told by others that it is unnecessary to relate it over again. There we were, right in the centre of the Carrousel, as independent and solitary as on a desert island in Oceanica, under the shadow of the Louvre, among the blocks of stone and the nettles, close to an old ruinous church, with fallen-in roof which looked most romantic in the moonlight.


Luther, with whom I was on a most friendly footing, seeing that I had finally abandoned the paternal nest, made a point of coming to see me every morning. He started from Passy, no matter what the weather was, came down the Quai de Billy, the Cours-la-Reine, and reached my place at about eight o’clock, just as I was waking. He used to scratch at the door, which was opened for him, and he dashed joyously at me with yelps of joy, put his paws on my knees, received with a modest and unassuming air the caresses his noble conduct merited, took a look round the room, and started back to Passy.


On arriving there, he went to my mother, wagged his tail, barked a little, and said as plainly as if he had spoken: ‘I have seen young master; don’t worry; he is all right.’ Having thus reported to the proper person the result of his self-imposed mission, he would drink up half a bowlful of water, eat his food, lie down on the carpet by my mother’s chair – for he entertained peculiar affection for her – and sleep for an hour or two after his long run. Now, how do people who maintain that animals do not think and are incapable of putting two and two together explain this morning visit, which kept up family relations and brought to the home-nest news of the fledgeling that had so recently left it?


From My Private Menagerie (1902),
translated by F. C. de Sumichrast (1845–1933)


A FRIENDLY WELCOME


Lord Byron (1788–1824)


’Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest


bark Bay deep-mouth’d welcome as we draw near home;


’Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark


Our coming, and look brighter when we come;


’Tis sweet to be awaken’d by the lark,


Or lull’d by falling waters; sweet the hum


Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds,


The lisp of children, and their earliest words.


From Don Juan (1837)


A LOST DOG FOUND


Louisa M. Alcott (1832–88)


So she stood on tip-toe and got a good view of a dusty, brownish dog, lying on the grass close by, with his tongue hanging out while he panted, as if exhausted by fatigue and fear, for he still cast apprehensive glances at the wall which divided him from his tormentors.


‘His eyes are just like Sanch’s,’ said Betty to herself, unconscious that she spoke aloud, till she saw the creature prick up his ears and half rise, as if he had been called.


‘He looks as if he knew me, but it isn’t our Sancho; he was a lovely dog.’ Betty said that to the little boy peeping in beside her; but before he could make any reply, the brown beast stood straight up with an inquiring bark, while his eyes shone like topaz, and the short tail wagged excitedly.


‘Why, that’s just the way Sanch used to do!’ cried Betty, bewildered by the familiar ways of this unfamiliar-looking dog.


As if the repetition of his name settled his own doubts, he leaped toward the gate and thrust a pink nose between the bars, with a howl of recognition as Betty’s face was more clearly seen. The boys tumbled precipitately from their perches, and the little girl fell back alarmed, yet could not bear to run away and leave those imploring eyes pleading to her through the bars so eloquently.


‘He acts just like our dog, but I don’t see how it can be him. Sancho, Sancho, is it really you?’ called Betty, at her wits’ end what to do.


‘Bow, wow, wow!’ answered the well-known bark, and the little tail did all it could to emphasize the sound, while the eyes were so full of dumb love and joy, the child could not refuse to believe that this ugly stray was their own Sancho strangely transformed.


All of a sudden, the thought rushed into her mind, how glad Ben would be! – and Bab would feel all happy again. ‘I must carry him home.’


Never stopping to think of danger, and forgetting all her doubts, Betty caught the gate handle out of Jimmy’s grasp, exclaiming eagerly: ‘He is our dog! Let me go in; I ain’t afraid.’


‘Not till Jud comes back; he told us we mustn’t,’ answered the astonished Jimmy, thinking the little girl as mad as the dog.


With a confused idea that the unknown Jud had gone for a gun to shoot Sanch, Betty gave a desperate pull at the latch and ran into the yard, bent on saving her friend. That it was her friend there could be no further question; for, though the creature rushed at her as if about to devour her at a mouthful, it was only to roll ecstatically at her feet, lick her hands, and gaze into her face, trying to pant out the welcome which he could not utter. An older and more prudent person would have waited to make sure before venturing in; but confiding Betty knew little of the danger which she might have run; her heart spoke more quickly than her head, and, not stopping to have the truth proved, she took the brown dog on trust, and found it was indeed dear Sanch.


Sitting on the grass, she hugged him close, careless of tumbled hat, dusty paws on her clean frock, or a row of strange boys staring from the wall.


‘Darling doggy, where have you been so long?’ she cried, the great thing sprawling across her lap, as if he could not get near enough to his brave little protector. ‘Did they make you black and beat you, dear? Oh, Sanch, where is your tail – your pretty tail?’


A plaintive growl and a pathetic wag was all the answer he could make to these tender inquiries; for never would the story of his wrongs be known, and never could the glory of his doggish beauty be restored. Betty was trying to comfort him with pats and praises, when a new face appeared at the gate, and Thorny’s authoritative voice called out –


‘Betty Moss, what on earth are you doing in there with that dirty beast?’


‘It’s Sanch, it’s Sanch! Oh, come and see!’ shrieked Betty, flying up to lead forth her prize. But the gate was held fast, for someone said the words, ‘Mad dog’, and Thorny was very naturally alarmed, because he had already seen one. ‘Don’t stay there another minute. Get up on that bench and I’ll pull you over,’ directed Thorny, mounting the wall to rescue his charge in hot haste; for the dog did certainly behave queerly, limping hurriedly to and fro, as if anxious to escape. No wonder, when Sancho heard a voice he knew, and recognized another face, yet did not meet as kind a welcome as before.


‘No, I’m not coming out till he does. It is Sanch, and I’m going to take him home to Ben,’ answered Betty, decidedly, as she wet her handkerchief in the rain water to bind up the swollen paw that had travelled many miles to rest in her little hand again.


‘You’re crazy, child. That is no more Ben’s dog than I am.’


‘See if it isn’t!’ cried Betty, perfectly unshaken in her faith; and, recalling the words of command as well as she could, she tried to put Sancho through his little performance, as the surest proof that she was right. The poor fellow did his best, weary and foot-sore though he was; but when it came to taking his tail in his mouth to waltz, he gave it up, and, dropping down, hid his face in his paws, as he always did when any of his tricks failed. The act was almost pathetic now, for one of the paws was bandaged, and his whole attitude expressed the humiliation of a broken spirit.


That touched Thorny, and, quite convinced both of the dog’s sanity and identity, he sprung down from the wall with Ben’s own whistle, which gladdened Sancho’s longing ear as much as the boy’s rough caresses comforted his homesick heart.


‘Now, let’s carry him right home, and surprise Ben. Won’t he be pleased?’ said Betty, so in earnest that she tried to lift the big brute in spite of his protesting yelps. […]


If Sancho’s abduction made a stir, one may easily imagine with what warmth and interest he was welcomed back when his wrongs and wanderings were known. For several days he held regular levees, that curious boys and sympathizing girls might see and pity the changed and curtailed dog. Sancho behaved with dignified affability, and sat upon his mat in the coach-house pensively eyeing his guests, and patiently submitting to their caresses; while Ben and Thorny took turns to tell the few tragical facts which were not shrouded in the deepest mystery. If the interesting sufferer could only have spoken, what thrilling adventures and hairbreadth escapes he might have related. But, alas! he was dumb; and the secrets of that memorable month never were revealed.


The lame paw soon healed, the dingy color slowly yielded to many washings, the woolly coat began to knot up into little curls, a new collar, handsomely marked, made him a respectable dog, and Sancho was himself again. But it was evident that his sufferings were not forgotten; his once sweet temper was a trifle soured; and, with a few exceptions, he had lost his faith in mankind. Before, he had been the most benevolent and hospitable of dogs; now, he eyed all strangers suspiciously, and the sight of a shabby man made him growl and bristle up, as if the memory of his wrongs still burned hotly within him.


Fortunately, his gratitude was stronger than his resentment, and he never seemed to forget that he owed his life to Betty – running to meet her whenever she appeared, instantly obeying her commands, and suffering no one to molest her when he walked watchfully beside her, with her hand upon his neck, as they had walked out of the almost fatal backyard together, faithful friends for ever.


From Under the Lilacs (1878)


DOG


Harold Monro (1879–1932)


O little friend, your nose is ready; you sniff,


Asking for that expected walk,


(Your nostrils full of the happy rabbit-whiff)


And almost talk.


And so the moment becomes a moving force;


Coats glide down from their pegs in the humble dark;


You scamper the stairs,


Your body informed with the scent and the track and the mark


Of stoats and weasels, moles and badgers and hares.


We are going Out. You know the pitch of the word,


Probing the tone of thought as it comes through fog


And reaches by devious means (half-smelt, half-heard)


The four-legged brain of a walk-ecstatic dog.


Out through the garden your head is already low,


You are going your walk, you know,


And your limbs will draw


Joy from the earth through the touch of your padded paw.


Now, sending a little look to us behind,


Who follow slowly the track of your lovely play,


You fetch our bodies forward away from mind


Into the light and fun of your useless day.


*    *    *


Thus, for your walk, we took ourselves, and went


Out by the hedge, and tree, to the open ground.


You ran, in delightful strata of wafted scent,


Over the hill without seeing the view;


Beauty is hinted through primitive smells to you:


And that ultimate Beauty you track is but rarely found.


*    *    *


Home … and further joy will be waiting there:


Supper full of the lovely taste of bone.


You lift up your nose again, and sniff, and stare


For the rapture known


Of the quick wild gorge of food, then the still lie-down;


While your people will talk above you in the light


Of candles, and your dreams will merge and drown


Into the bed-delicious hours of night.


From Real Property (1922)


THE ARRIVAL OF MAIDA


Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)


I have got from my friend Glengarry the noblest dog ever seen on the Border since Johnnie Armstrong’s time. He is between the wolf and deer greyhound, about six feet long from the tip of the nose to the tail, and high and strong in proportion: he is quite gentle, and a great favourite: tell Will Erskine he will eat off his plate without being at the trouble to put a paw on the table or chair.


Letter to O. D. Terry, Alfred Place, Bloomsbury, London,
18 April 1816, quoted in Memoirs of the Life of Sir Walter
Scott (1837–8) by J. G. Lockhart (1794–1854)


DOT GOOD FOR NODINGS DOG


Fred Emerson Brooks (1850–1923)


You vant to buy my dog? Ah, vell,


Dere vasn’t much of him to sell.


His eye vas broke, his leg vas out,


Mid nodings else to brag about;


Und ven you ask his pedigree,


Dot make der laugh come out o’ me –


It vas a madder, I be blamed,


Aboud der vich he vas ashamed.


His breed vasn’t in der Catalogue,


He vas a good for nodings dog.


It vas a day I don’t forgot,


Mit rain und sleet und dings like dot,


Dis homely dog he comed along


Und sing me such a hungry song


I said: ‘Come in und take a seat


Und have some scraps und tings to eat!’


I smile mit him, he smile mit me,


Und look like he vas glad to be,


Although not in der Catalogue,


But yust a good for nodings dog.


Each time I come around, you bet


He vag dot tail already yet;


Und show me plain from either end,


He always vant to be my friend.


No madder I say yes! or no!


Where’er I gone he bound to go.


Und ven he lost me, runs around


Und smells me out upon der ground,


Den yumps yust like he vas a frog –


Und not a good for nodings dog.


My Meenie vas a leedle tot,


Yust big enough to be like dot;


Und run about und have some play


Yust mit der dog, until von day


I call her, und she vasn’t dere;


I couldn’t find her anyvere; –


‘Dot dog gone off,’ my vife, she say,


‘Und lead dot leedle girl avay: –


He vas a good for nodings dog,


Und vasn’t vorth der Catalogue!’


My leedle Meenie lost! Mine Got!


I never tink I cry like dot!


But ven I found dot leedle pet,


I cry me more as effer yet: –


Dot’s funny, ven a man feels glad


He cries, yust like ven he feels bad;


Der tears vas yust der same; oh, my,


But vat a difference in der cry!


Dere Meenie sat upon der log


Und pet dot good for nodings dog.


Und ven my senses all got clear,


I ask me: ‘Vot’s der matter here?’


Und looking vere my Meenie said,


Dere lay a great big vildcat dead!


‘Dot dog he killed him,’ said my vife,


‘Und save dot leedle Meenie’s life!’


I never saw her eyes more vet,


Und vile I hug dot leedle pet


She hug dot good for nodings dog,


Vot vasn’t vorth der Catalogue!


You vant to buy dot dog? Ah, vell,


Nobody’s here who vants to sell.


My vife she say, ‘You couldn’t buy


Von look of kindness oud his eye!’


Und as for me – dere’s not for sale,


Not e’en der vaggin’ of his tail!


Und Meenie told you plendy quick,


‘In all dis vorld you got your pick


Of dose vot’s in der Catalogue,


But not dot good for nodings dog.’


From Pickett’s Charge and Other Poems (1902)


BUCK


Jack London (1876–1916)


His father, Elmo, a huge St Bernard, had been the Judge’s inseparable companion, and Buck bid fair to follow in the way of his father. He was not so large – he weighed only one hundred and forty pounds – for his mother, Shep, had been a Scotch shepherd dog. Nevertheless, one hundred and forty pounds, to which was added the dignity that comes of good living and universal respect, enabled him to carry himself in right royal fashion. During the four years since his puppyhood he had lived the life of a sated aristocrat; he had a fine pride in himself, was even a trifle egotistical, as country gentlemen sometimes become because of their insular situation. But he had saved himself by not becoming a mere pampered house dog. Hunting and kindred outdoor delights had kept down the fat and hardened his muscles; and to him, as to the cold-tubbing races, the love of water had been a tonic and a health preserver. […]


For the most part […] Buck’s love was expressed in adoration. While he went wild with happiness when Thornton touched him or spoke to him, he did not seek these tokens. […] Buck was content to adore at a distance. He would lie by the hour, eager, alert, at Thornton’s feet, looking up into his face, dwelling upon it, studying it, following with keenest interest each fleeting expression, every movement or change of feature. Or, as chance might have it, he would lie farther away, to the side or rear, watching the outlines of the man and the occasional movements of his body. And often, such was the communion in which they lived, the strength of Buck’s gaze would draw John Thornton’s head around, and he would return the gaze, without speech, his heart shining out of his eyes as Buck’s heart shone out.


From The Call of the Wild (1903)


A POPULAR PERSONAGE AT HOME


Thomas Hardy (1840–1928)


I live here: ‘Wessex’ is my name:


I am a dog known rather well:


I guard the house; but how that came


To be my whim I cannot tell.


With a leap and a heart elate I go


At the end of an hour’s expectancy


To take a walk of a mile or so


With the folk I let live here with me.


Along the path, amid the grass


I sniff, and find out rarest smells


For rolling over as I pass


The open fields towards the dells. […]


MY DOG


John Kendrick Bangs (1862–1922)


I have no dog, but it must be


Somewhere there’s one belongs to me –


A little chap with wagging tail,


And dark brown eyes that never quail,


But look you through, and through, and through,


With love unspeakable and true.


Somewhere it must be, I opine,


There is a little dog of mine


With cold black nose that sniffs around


In search of what things may be found


In pocket or some nook hard by


Where I have hid them from his eye.


Somewhere my doggie pulls and tugs


The fringes of rebellious rugs,


Or with the mischief of the pup


Chews all my shoes and slippers up,


And when he’s done it to the core,


With eyes all eager, pleads for more.


Somewhere upon his hinder legs


My little doggie sits and begs,


And in a wistful minor tone


Pleads for the pleasures of the bone –


I pray it be his owner’s whim


To yield, and grant the same to him.


Somewhere a little dog doth wait;


It may be by some garden gate.


With eyes alert and tail attent –


You know the kind of tail that’s meant –


With stores of yelps of glad delight


To bid me welcome home at night.


Somewhere a little dog is seen,


His nose two shaggy paws between,


Flat on his stomach, one eye shut


Held fast in dreamy slumber, but


The other open, ready for


His master coming through the door.


THE BRONTËS’ KEEPER


Elizabeth Gaskell (1810–65)


The helplessness of an animal was its passport to Charlotte’s heart; the fierce, wild, intractability of its nature was what often recommended it to Emily. Speaking of her dead sister, the former told me that from her many traits in Shirley’s character were taken; her way of sitting on the rug reading, with her arm round her rough bull-dog’s neck; her calling to a strange dog, running past, with hanging head and lolling tongue, to give it a merciful draught of water, its maddened snap at her, her nobly stern presence of mind, going right into the kitchen, and taking up one of Tabby’s red-hot Italian irons to sear the bitten place, and telling no one, till the danger was well-nigh over, for fear of the terrors that might beset their weaker minds.


All this, looked upon as a well-invented fiction in Shirley, was written down by Charlotte with streaming eyes; it was the literal true account of what Emily had done. The same tawny bull-dog (with his ‘strangled whistle’), called ‘Tartar’ in Shirley, was ‘Keeper’ in Haworth parsonage; a gift to Emily. With the gift came a warning. Keeper was faithful to the depths of his nature as long as he was with friends; but he who struck him with a stick or whip, roused the relentless nature of the brute, who flew at his throat forthwith, and held him there till one or the other was at the point of death. Now Keeper’s household fault was this.


He loved to steal upstairs, and stretch his square, tawny limbs, on the comfortable beds, covered over with delicate white counterpanes. But the cleanliness of the parsonage arrangements was perfect; and this habit of Keeper’s was so objectionable, that Emily, in reply to Tabby’s remonstrances, declared that, if he was found again transgressing, she herself, in defiance of warning and his well-known ferocity of nature, would beat him so severely that he would never offend again. In the gathering dusk of an autumn evening, Tabby came, half-triumphantly, half-tremblingly, but in great wrath, to tell Emily that Keeper was lying on the best bed, in drowsy voluptuousness.


Charlotte saw Emily’s whitening face, and set mouth, but dared not speak to interfere; no one dared when Emily’s eyes glowed in that manner out of the paleness of her face, and when her lips were so compressed into stone. She went upstairs, and Tabby and Charlotte stood in the gloomy passage below, full of the dark shadows of coming night. Downstairs came Emily, dragging after her the unwilling Keeper, his hind legs set in a heavy attitude of resistance, held by the ‘scuft of his neck’, but growling low and savagely all the time. The watchers would fain have spoken, but durst not, for fear of taking off Emily’s attention, and causing her to avert her head for a moment from the enraged brute. She let him go, planted in a dark corner at the bottom of the stairs; no time was there to fetch stick or rod, for fear of the strangling clutch at her throat – her bare clenched fist struck against his red fierce eyes, before he had time to make his spring, and, in the language of the turf, she ‘punished him’ till his eyes were swelled up, and the half-blind, stupified beast was led to his accustomed lair, to have his swollen head fomented and cared for by the very Emily herself.


The generous dog owed her no grudge; he loved her dearly ever after; he walked first among the mourners to her funeral; he slept moaning for nights at the door of her empty room, and never, so to speak, rejoiced, dog fashion, after her death. He, in his turn, was mourned over by the surviving sister. Let us somehow hope, in half Red Indian creed, that he follows Emily now; and, when he rests, sleeps on some soft white bed of dreams, unpunished when he awakens to the life of the land of shadows.


From The Life of Charlotte Brontë (1857)


ABOUT CAMP


Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)


Camp was […] of great strength and very handsome, extremely sagacious, faithful and affectionate to the human species, and possessed of a great turn for gaiety and drollery. Although he was never taught any tricks he learned some of his own accord and understood whatever was said to him as well as any creature I ever saw.


His great fault was an excessive ferocity towards his own species which sometimes brought his Master and himself into dangerous scrapes. He used to accompany me always in coursing of which he was a great amateur and was one of the best dogs for finding hares I ever saw though I have since had very fine terriers. At last he met with an accident which gave him a sprain in the back from which he never recovered after which he could not follow when I went out on horseback. The servant used to tell him when I was seen coming home. I lived then at Ashestiel and there were two ways by which I might return. If the servant said, ‘Camp, your Master is coming back by the hill’, he ran to meet me in that direction. If the lad said, ‘by the ford’, he came down to the bank of the river to welcome me; nor did he ever make a mistake in the direction named. I might mention many instances of similar sagacity. He was seldom scolded or punished and except in his pugnacious propensities I never saw so manageable a dog. I could even keep him from fighting so long as I had my eye on him but if I quitted my vigilance for a moment he was sure to worry the dog nearest to him.


From a letter to the bookseller John Stevenson,
11 March 1828, reproduced in H. J. C. Grierson (ed.)
The Letters of Sir Walter Scott (1932–37)


MY CHUMS


Albert Payson Terhune (1872–1942)


A swirl of gold-and-white and gray and black,


Rackety, vibrant, glad with life’s hot zest,


Sunnybank collies, gaily surging pack,


These are my chums; the chums that love me best.


Not chums alone, but courtiers, zealots, too,


Clean-white of soul, too wise for fraud or sham;


Yet senseless in their worship ever new.


These are the friendly folk whose god I am.


A blatant, foolish, stumbling, purblind god,


A pinchbeck idol, clogged with feet of clay!


Yet, eager at my lightest word or nod,


They crave but leave to follow and obey.


We humans are so slow to understand!


Swift in our wrath, deaf to the justice-plea,


Meting out punishment with lavish hand!


What, but a dog, would serve such gods as we?


Heaven gave them souls, I’m sure; but dulled the brain,


Lest they should sadden at so brief a span


Of heedless, honest life as they sustain;


Or doubt the godhead of their master, Man.


Today a pup; tomorrow at life’s prime;


Then old and fragile; – dead at fourteen years.


At best a meagre little inch of time.


Oblivion then, sans mourners, memories, tears!


Service that asks no price; forgiveness free


For injury or for injustice hard.


Stanch friendship, wanting neither thanks nor fee


Save privilege to worship and to guard:


That is their creed. They know no shrewder way


To travel through their hour of lifetime here.


Would Man but deign to serve his God as they,


Millennium must dawn within the year.


Foreword to Buff, A Collie and Other Dog Stories (1921)


FOUR FEET


Rudyard Kipling (1865–1936)


I have done mostly what most men do,


And pushed it out of my mind;


But I can’t forget, if I wanted to,


Four-Feet trotting behind.


Day after day, the whole day through –


Wherever my road inclined –


Four-Feet said, ‘I am coming with you!’


And trotted along behind.


Now I must go by some other round, –


Which I shall never find –


Somewhere that does not carry the sound


Of Four-Feet trotting behind.


From Limits and Renewals (1932)


THE NATURE OF A DOG


Edward Topsell (c.1572–1625)


There is not any creature without reason, more loving to his Master, nor more serviceable […] than is a Dog, induring many stripes patiently at the hands of his Master, and using no other means to pacifie his displeasure, than humiliation, prostration, assentation, and after beating, turneth a revenge into a more servent and hot love. In their rage they will set upon all strangers; yet herein appeareth their noble spirit, for if any fall or sit down on the ground and cast away his weapon, they bite him not; taking that declining for submissive pacification. They meet their Master with reverence and joy, crouching or bending a little (like shamefast and modest persons) and although they know none but their Master and familiars, yet will they help any man against another Wilde beast. They remember voices, and obey their leaders hissing or whisling. There was a Dog in Venice which had been three years from his Master, yet knew him again in the Market place; discerning him from thousands of people present.


From The History of Four-Footed Beasts (1607)


THE NOBLE DOG


Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832)


‘Royal brother,’ returned Richard, ‘recollect that the Almighty, who gave the dog to be companion of our pleasures and our toils, hath invested him with a nature noble and incapable of deceit. He forgets neither friend nor foe – remembers, and with accuracy, both benefit and injury. He hath a share of man’s intelligence, but no share of man’s falsehood. You may bribe a soldier to slay a man with his sword, or a witness to take life by false accusation; but you cannot make a hound tear his benefactor. He is the friend of man, save when man justly incurs his enmity. Dress yonder marquis in what peacock-robes you will, disguise his appearance, alter his complexion with drugs and washes, hide him amidst a hundred men, – I will yet pawn my sceptre that the hound detects him, and expresses his resentment, as you have this day beheld. This is no new incident, although a strange one. Murderers and robbers have been ere now convicted, and suffered death under such evidence, and men have said that the finger of God was in it. In thine own land, royal brother, and upon such an occasion, the matter was tried by a solemn duel betwixt the man and the dog, as appellant and defendant in a challenge of murder. The dog was victorious, the man was punished, and the crime was confessed. Credit me, royal brother, that hidden crimes have often been brought to light by the testimony even of inanimate substances, not to mention animals far inferior in instinctive sagacity to the dog, who is the friend and companion of our race.’


From The Talisman (1825)


THE SUPPLICATION OF THE BLACK ABERDEEN


Rudyard Kipling (1865–1936)


I pray! My little body and whole span


Of years is Thine, my Owner and my Man.


For Thou hast made me – unto Thee I owe


This dim, distressed half-soul that hurts me so,


Compact of every crime, but, none the less,


Broken by knowledge of its naughtiness.


Put me not from Thy Life – ’tis all I know.


If Thou forsake me, whither shall I go?


Thine is the Voice with which my Day begins:


Thy Foot my refuge, even in my sins.


Thine Honour hurls me forth to testify


Against the Unclean and Wicked passing by.


(But when Thou callest they are of Thy Friends,


Who readier than I to make amends?)


I was Thy Deputy with high and low –


If Thou dismiss me, whither shall I go?


I have been driven forth on gross offence


That took no reckoning of my penitence,


And, in my desolation – faithless me! –


Have crept for comfort to a woman’s knee!


Now I return, self-drawn, to meet the just


Reward of Riot, Theft and Breach of Trust.


Put me not from Thy Life – though this is so.


If Thou forsake me, whither shall I go?


Into The Presence, flattening while I crawl –


From head to tail, I do confess it all.


Mine was the fault – deal me the stripes – but spare


The Pointed Finger which I cannot bear!


The Dreadful Tone in which my Name is named,


That sends me ’neath the sofa-frill ashamed!


(Yet, to be near Thee, I would face that woe.)


If Thou reject me, whither shall I go?


Can a gift turn Thee? I will bring mine all –


My Secret Bone, my Throwing-Stick, my Ball.


Or wouldst Thou sport? Then watch me hunt awhile,


Chasing, not after conies, but Thy Smile,


Content, as breathless on the turf I sit,


Thou shouldst deride my little legs and wit –


Ah! Keep me in Thy Life for a fool’s show!


If Thou deny me, whither shall I go! …


Is the Dark gone? The Light of Eyes restored?


The Countenance turned meward, O my Lord?


The Paw accepted, and – for all to see –


The Abject Sinner throned upon the Knee?


The Ears bewrung, and Muzzle scratched because


He is forgiven, and All is as It was?


Now am I in Thy Life, and since ’tis so –


That Cat awaits the Judgment. May I go?


From Thy Servant a Dog (1930)


TARTAR


Charlotte Brontë (1816–55)


‘Tartar is your dear companion. In summer, when you rise early, and run out into the fields to wet your feet with the dew, and freshen your cheek and uncurl your hair with the breeze, you always call him to follow you. You call him sometimes with a whistle that you learned from me. In the solitude of your wood, when you think nobody but Tartar is listening, you whistle the very tunes you imitated from my lips, or sing the very songs you have caught up by ear from my voice. I do not ask whence flows the feeling which you pour into these songs, for I know it flows out of your heart, Miss Keeldar. In the winter evenings Tartar lies at your feet. You suffer him to rest his head on your perfumed lap; you let him couch on the borders of your satin raiment. His rough hide is familiar with the contact of your hand. I once saw you kiss him on that snow-white beauty spot which stars his broad forehead. It is dangerous to say I am like Tartar; it suggests to me a claim to be treated like Tartar.’


From Shirley (1849)


DIOGENES, THE ROUGH AND GRUFF


Charles Dickens (1812–70)


‘Come, then, Di! Dear Di! Make friends with your new mistress. Let us love each other, Di!’ said Florence, fondling his shaggy head. And Di, the rough and gruff, as if his hairy hide were pervious to the tear that dropped upon it, and his dog’s heart melted as it fell, put his nose up to her face, and swore fidelity.


Diogenes the man did not speak plainer to Alexander the Great than Diogenes the dog spoke to Florence. He subscribed to the offer of his little mistress cheerfully, and devoted himself to her service. A banquet was immediately provided for him in a corner; and when he had eaten and drunk his fill, he went to the window where Florence was sitting, looking on, rose up on his hind legs, with his awkward forepaws on her shoulders, licked her face and hands, nestled his great head against her heart, and wagged his tail till he was tired. Finally, Diogenes coiled himself up at her feet and went to sleep.


From Dombey and Son (1848)


THE BLOODHOUND


Barry Cornwall (1787–1874)


Come, Herod, my hound, from the stranger’s floor!


Old friend – we must wander the world once more!


For no one now liveth to welcome us back:


So, come! – let us speed on our fated track.


What matter the region – what matter the weather,


So you and I travel, till death, together!


And in death! – why, e’en there I may still be found


By the side of my beautiful black bloodhound.


We’ve traversed the desert, we’ve traversed the sea,


And we’ve trod on the heights where the eagles be;


Seen Tartar, and Arab, and swart Hindoo;


(How thou pull’dst down the deer in those skies of blue!)


No joy did divide us; no peril could part


The man from his friend of the noble heart;


Ay, his friend; for where shall there ever be found


A friend like his resolute fond bloodhound!


What, Herod, old hound I dost remember the day,


When I fronted the wolves, like a stag at bay!


When downwards they galloped to where we stood,


Whilst I staggered from dread in the dark pine wood!


Dost remember their howlings! their horrible speed!


God, God! how I prayed for a friend in need!


And – he came! Ah! ’twas then, my dear Herod, I found


That the best of all friends was my bold bloodhound.


Men tell us, dear friend, that the noble hound


Must forever be lost in the worthless ground:


Yet ‘Courage’, ‘Fidelity’, ‘Love’ (they say),


Bear Man, as on wings, to his skies away.


Well, Herod – go tell them whatever may be,


I’ll hope I may ever be found by thee.


If in sleep – in sleep; if with skies around,


Mayst thou follow e’en thither, my dear bloodhound!


From English Songs and Other Small Poems (1832)


SIR WALTER SCOTT’S DOGS AT ABBOTSFORD


Washington Irving (1783–1859)


After my return from Melrose Abbey, Scott proposed a ramble to show me something of the surrounding country. As we sallied forth, every dog in the establishment turned out to attend us. There was the old stag-hound Maida […], a noble animal, and a great favorite of Scott’s, and Hamlet, the black greyhound, a wild, thoughtless youngster, not yet arrived to the years of discretion; and Finette, a beautiful setter, with soft, silken hair, long pendent ears, and a mild eye, the parlor favorite. When in front of the house, we were joined by a superannuated greyhound, who came from the kitchen wagging his tail, and was cheered by Scott as an old friend and comrade.


In our walks, Scott would frequently pause in conversation to notice his dogs and speak to them, as if rational companions; and indeed there appears to be a vast deal of rationality in these faithful attendants on man, derived from their close intimacy with him. Maida deported himself with a gravity becoming his age and size, and seemed to consider himself called upon to preserve a great degree of dignity and decorum in our society. As he jogged along a little distance ahead of us, the young dogs would gambol about him, leap on his neck, worry at his ears, and endeavor to tease him into a frolic. The old dog would keep on for a long time with imperturbable solemnity, now and then seeming to rebuke the wantonness of his young companions. At length he would make a sudden turn, seize one of them, and tumble him in the dust; then giving a glance at us, as much as to say, ‘You see, gentlemen, I can’t help giving way to this nonsense,’ would resume his gravity and jog on as before.


Scott amused himself with these peculiarities. ‘I make no doubt,’ said he, ‘when Maida is alone with these young dogs, he throw’s gravity aside, and plays the boy as much as any of them; but he is ashamed to do so in our company, and seems to say, ‘Ha’ done with your nonsense, youngsters: what will the laird and that other gentleman think of me if I give way to such foolery?’ […]


Scott amused himself with the peculiarities of another of his dogs, a little shamefaced terrier, with large glassy eyes, one of the most sensitive little bodies to insult and indignity in the world. If ever he whipped him, he said, the little fellow would sneak off and hide himself from the light of day, in a lumber garret, whence there was no drawing him forth but by the sound of the chopping-knife, as if chopping up his victuals, when he would steal forth with humble and downcast look, but would skulk away again if any one regarded him.


While we were discussing the humors and peculiarities of our canine companions, some object provoked their spleen, and produced a sharp and petulant barking from the smaller fry, but it was some time before Maida was sufficiently aroused to ramp forward two or three bounds and join in the chorus, with a deep-mouthed bow-wow!


It was but a transient outbreak, and he returned instantly, wagging his tail, and looking up dubiously in his master’s face; uncertain whether he would censure or applaud.


‘Aye, aye, old boy!’ cried Scott, ‘you have done wonders. You have shaken the Eildon hills with your roaring; you may now lay by your artillery for the rest of the day. Maida is like the great gun at Constantinople,’ continued he; ‘it takes so long to get it ready, that the small guns can fire off a dozen times first, but when it does go off it plays the very d——l.’


These simple anecdotes may serve to show the delightful play of Scott’s humors and feelings in private life. His domestic animals were his friends; everything about him seemed to rejoice in the light of his countenance; the face of the humblest dependent brightened at his approach, as if he anticipated a cordial and cheering word.


From ‘Abbotsford and Newstead Abbey’ in The Crayon Miscellany (1835)


DOGS IN ANCIENT GREECE


Michel de Montaigne (1533–92)


As to fidelity, there is no animal in the world so treacherous as man. Our histories have recorded the violent pursuits that dogs have made after the murderers of their masters. King Pyrrhus observing a dog that watched a dead man’s body, and understanding that he had for three days together performed that office, commanded that the body should be buried, and took the dog along with him. One day, as he was at a general muster of his army, this dog, seeing his master’s murderers, with great barking and extreme signs of anger flew upon them, and by this first accusation awakened the revenge of this murder, which was soon after perfected by form of justice. As much was done by the dog of the wise Hesiod, who convicted the sons of Ganictor of Naupactus of the murder committed on the person of his master.


Another dog being to guard a temple at Athens, having spied a sacrilegious thief carrying away the finest jewels, fell to barking at him with all his force, but the warders not awaking at the noise, he followed him, and day being broke, kept off at a little distance, without losing sight of him; if he offered him any thing to eat he would not take it, but would wag his tail at all the passengers he met, and took whatever they gave him; and if the thief laid down to sleep, he likewise stayed upon the same place. The news of this dog being come to the warders of the temple they put themselves upon the pursuit, inquiring of the colour of the dog, and at last found him in the city of Cromyon, and the thief also, whom they brought back to Athens, where he got his reward; and the judges, in consideration of this good office, ordered a certain measure of corn for the dog’s daily sustenance, at the public charge, and the priests to take care of it. Plutarch delivers this story for a certain truth, and that it happened in the age wherein he lived.


Essays of Montaigne (1877) translated by Charles Cotton
(1630–87), edited by William Carew Hazlitt (1834–1913)


GREYFRIARS BOBBY


Eleanor Atkinson (1863–1942)


He knew the way, and that it was still downward. The distance he had to go was a matter of a quarter of a mile, or less, and the greater part of it was on the level, through the sunken valley of the Grassmarket. But Bobby had literally to drag himself now; and he had still to pull himself up by his forepaws over the wet and greasy cobblestones of Candlemakers Row. Had not the great leaves of the gate to the kirkyard been left on the latch, he would have had to lie there in the alcove, with his nose under the bars, until morning. But the gate gave way to his push, and so, he dragged himself through it and around the kirk, and stretched himself on Auld Jock’s grave.


It was the birds that found him there in the misty dawn. They were used to seeing Bobby scampering about, for the little watchman was awake and busy as early as the feathered dwellers in the kirkyard. But, in what looked to be a wet and furry door-mat left out overnight on the grass, they did not know him at all. The throstles and skylarks were shy of it, thinking it might be alive. The wrens fluffed themselves, scolded it, and told it to get up. The blue titmice flew over it in a flock again and again, with much sweet gossiping, but they did not venture nearer. A redbreast lighted on the rose bush that marked Auld Jock’s grave, cocked its head knowingly, and warbled a little song, as much as to say: ‘If it’s alive that will wake it up.’


As Bobby did not stir, the robin fluttered down, studied him from all sides, made polite inquiries that were not answered, and concluded that it would be quite safe to take a silver hair for nest lining. Then, startled by the animal warmth or by a faint, breathing movement, it dropped the shining trophy and flew away in a shrill panic. […]


Had the grave of his haunting been on the Pentlands or in one of the outlying cemeteries of the city Bobby must have been known to few of his generation, and to fame not at all. But among churchyards Greyfriars was distinguished. One of the historic show-places of Edinburgh, and in the very heart of the Old Town, it was never missed by the most hurried tourist, seldom left unvisited, from year to year, by the oldest resident. Names on its old tombs had come to mean nothing to those who read them, except as they recalled memorable records of love, of inspiration, of courage, of self-sacrifice. And this being so, it touched the imagination to see, among the marbles that crumbled toward the dust below, a living embodiment of affection and fidelity. Indeed, it came to be remarked, as it is remarked today, although four decades have gone by, that no other spot in Greyfriars was so much cared for as the grave of a man of whom nothing was known except that the life and love of a little dog was consecrated to his memory.


At almost any hour Bobby might be found there. As he grew older he became less and less willing to be long absent, and he got much of his exercise by nosing about among the neighbouring thorns. In fair weather he took his frequent naps on the turf above his master, or he sat on the fallen table-tomb in the sun. On foul days he watched the grave from under the slab, and to that spot he returned from every skirmish against the enemy. Visitors stopped to speak to him. Favoured ones were permitted to read the inscription on his collar and to pat his head. It seemed, therefore, the most natural thing in the world when the greatest lady in England, beside the Queen, the Baroness Burdett-Coutts, came all the way from London to see Bobby.


From Greyfriars Bobby (1912)


EULOGY ON THE DOG


George Graham Vest (1830–1904)


Gentlemen of the jury: The best friend a man has in this world may turn against him and become his enemy. His son or daughter that he has reared with loving care may prove ungrateful. Those who are nearest and dearest to us, those whom we trust with our happiness and our good name, may become traitors to their faith. The money that a man has, he may lose. It flies away from him, perhaps when he needs it the most. A man’s reputation may be sacrificed in a moment of ill-considered action. The people who are prone to fall on their knees to do us honor when success is with us may be the first to throw the stone of malice when failure settles its cloud upon our heads. The one absolutely unselfish friend that a man can have in this selfish world, the one that never deserts him and the one that never proves ungrateful or treacherous is his dog.


Gentlemen of the jury: A man’s dog stands by him in prosperity and in poverty, in health and in sickness. He will sleep on the cold ground, where the wintry winds blow and the snow drives fiercely, if only he may be near his master’s side. He will kiss the hand that has no food to offer, he will lick the wounds and sores that come in encounters with the roughness of the world. He guards the sleep of his pauper master as if he were a prince. When all other friends desert, he remains. When riches take wings and reputation falls to pieces, he is as constant in his love as the sun in its journey through the heavens.


If fortune drives the master forth an outcast in the world, friendless and homeless, the faithful dog asks no higher privilege than that of accompanying him to guard against danger, to fight against his enemies, and when the last scene of all comes, and death takes the master in its embrace and his body is laid away in the cold ground, no matter if all other friends pursue their way, there by his graveside will the noble dog be found, his head between his paws, his eyes sad but open in alert watchfulness, faithful and true even to death.


The US lawyer Vest’s closing statement on a case for
damages on the killing of a foxhound named Old Drum in
Missouri, 1869 (Vest’s client, the dog’s owner, won).


DOGS AND MEN


Aldous Huxley (1894–1963)


To his dog, every man is Napoleon; hence the constant popularity of dogs.


THE DOG


Georges Cuvier (1769–1832)


The domestic dog […] is the most complete, singular, and useful conquest ever made by man; the whole species has become his property; each individual is devoted to his particular master, assumes his manners, knows and defends his possessions, and remains his true and faithful friend till death – and all this neither from constraint nor want, but solely from the purest gratitude and the truest friendship. The swiftness, strength and scent of the dog have rendered him man’s powerful ally against all other animals, and were even, perhaps, necessary to the establishment of society. Of all animals, he is the only one which has followed man through every region of the globe.


From The Animal Kingdom (1833), translated
by H. M’Murtrie (1793–1865)


THE GREAT PLEASURE OF A DOG


Samuel Butler (1835–1902)


The great pleasure of a dog is that you may make a fool of yourself with him and not only will he not scold you, but he will make a fool of himself too.


THE FAITHFULLEST BEAST


John Molle (c.1550–1637)


Of any beast none is more faithful found,


Nor yields more pastime in house, plain, or woods.


Nor keeps his Master’s person, or his goods,


With greater care than doth the dog or hound.


Command, he thee obeys most readily;


Strike him, he whines and falls down at thy feet;


Call him, he leaves his game and comes to thee


With wagging tail, off’ring his service meek.


In summer’s heat he follows by thy pace;


In winter’s cold he never leaveth thee;


In mountains wild he by thee close doth trace;


In all thy fears and dangers true is he.


Thy friends he loves; and in thy presence lives


By day; by night he watcheth faithfully


That thou in peace may’st sleep; he never gives


Good entertainment to thine enemy.


Course, hunt, in hills, in valley, or in plain –


He joys to run and stretch out every limb;


To please but thee he spareth for no pains,


His hurt (for thee) is greatest good to him.


Sometimes he doth present thee with a Hare,


Sometimes he hunts the Stag, the Fox, the Boar,


Another time he baits the Bull and Bear,


And all to make thee sport, and for no more.


If so thou wilt, a Collar he will wear;


And when thou list to take it off again.


Unto thy feet he croucheth down most fair,


As if thy will were all his good and gain.


In fields abroad he looks unto thy flocks.


Keeping them safe from wolves and other beasts;


And oftentimes he bears away the knocks


Of some odd thief that many a fold infests.


And as he is thy faithful body’s guard.


So he is good within a fort or hold.


Against a quick surprise to watch and ward,


And all his hire is bread, musty and old.


Canst thou then such a creature hate and spurn?


Or bar him from such poor and simple food? –


Being so fit and faithful for thy turn,


As no beast else can do thee half such good.


FIDELITY


William Wordsworth (1770–1850)


A barking sound the Shepherd hears,


A cry as of a dog or fox;


He halts – and searches with his eyes


Among the scattered rocks:


And now at distance can discern


A stirring in a brake of fern;


And instantly a dog is seen,


Glancing through that covert green.


The Dog is not of mountain breed;


Its motions, too, are wild and shy;


With something, as the Shepherd thinks,


Unusual in its cry:


Nor is there any one in sight


All round, in hollow or on height;


Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear;


What is the creature doing here?


It was a cove, a huge recess,


That keeps, till June, December’s snow;


A lofty precipice in front,


A silent tarn below!


Far in the bosom of Helvellyn,


Remote from public road or dwelling,


Pathway, or cultivated land;


From trace of human foot or hand.


There sometimes doth a leaping fish


Send through the tarn a lonely cheer;


The crags repeat the raven’s croak,


In symphony austere;


Thither the rainbow comes – the cloud –


And mists that spread the flying shroud;


And sunbeams; and the sounding blast,


That, if it could, would hurry past;


But that enormous barrier holds it fast.


Not free from boding thoughts, a while


The Shepherd stood; then makes his way


O’er rocks and stones, following the Dog


As quickly as he may;


Nor far had gone before he found


A human skeleton on the ground;


The appalled Discoverer with a sigh


Looks round, to learn the history.


From those abrupt and perilous rocks


The Man had fallen, that place of fear!


At length upon the Shepherd’s mind


It breaks, and all is clear:


He instantly recalled the name,


And who he was, and whence he came;


Remembered, too, the very day


On which the Traveller passed this way.


But hear a wonder, for whose sake


This lamentable tale I tell!


A lasting monument of words


This wonder merits well.


The Dog, which still was hovering nigh,


Repeating the same timid cry,


This Dog had been through three months’ space


A dweller in that savage place.


Yes, proof was plain that, since the day


When this ill-fated Traveller died,


The Dog had watched about the spot,


Or by his master’s side:


How nourished here through such long time


He knows, who gave that love sublime;


And gave that strength of feeling, great


Above all human estimate!


THE DOG AND THE WATER LILY


William Cowper (1731–1800)


The noon was shady, and soft airs


Swept Ouse’s silent tide,


When, ’scaped from literary cares,


I wandered on his side.


My spaniel, prettiest of his race,


And high in pedigree


(Two nymphs adorned with every grace


That spaniel found for me),


Now wantoned lost in flags and reeds,


Now starting into sight,


Pursued the swallow o’er the meads


With scarce a slower flight.


It was the time when Ouse displayed


His lilies newly blown;


Their beauties I intent surveyed,


And one I wished my own.


With cane extended far I sought


To steer it close to land;


But still the prize, though nearly caught,


Escaped my eager hand.


Beau marked my unsuccessful pains


With fixed, considerate face,


And puzzling set his puppy brains


To comprehend the case.


But with a cherup clear and strong


Dispersing all his dream,


I thence withdrew, and followed long


The windings of the stream.


My ramble ended, I returned;


Beau, trotting far before,


The floating wreath again discerned,


And plunging left the shore.


I saw him with that lily cropped


Impatient swim to meet


My quick approach, and soon he dropped


The treasure at my feet.


Charmed with the sight, ‘The world,’ I cried,


‘Shall hear of this thy deed;


My dog shall mortify the pride


Of man’s superior breed:


‘But chief myself I will enjoin,


Awake at duty’s call,


To show a love as prompt as thine


To Him who gives me all.’


MAN AND GOD


André Malraux (1901–76)


Man is a dog’s ideal of what God should be.


DOGS


Dr Samuel Johnson (1709–84)


I would rather see the portrait of a dog that I know, than all the allegorical paintings they can show me in the world.


DOGS AND BOOKS


Groucho Marx (1890–1977)


Outside of a dog, a book is probably man’s best friend, and inside of a dog, it’s too dark to read.
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The Shepherd’s Companion and Other Working Dogs




A Shepherd’s Dog there was; and he


Was faithful to his master’s will,


For well he lov’d his company,


Along the plain or up the hill;


All Seasons were, to him, the same


Beneath the Sun’s meridian flame;


Or, when the wintry wind blew shrill and keen,


Still the Old Shepherd’s Dog, was with his Master seen.


From ‘The Shepherd’s Dog’ by Mary
Darby Robinson (1757–1800)
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THE SHEPHERD’S DOG


John Clare (1793–1864)


The dog foregoes his sleep awhile, or play,


Springing at frogs that rustling jump away,


To watch each morsel carelessness bestows,


Or wait the bone or crust the shepherd throws;


For shepherds are no more of ease possest,


But share in harvest-labours with the rest.


From ‘August’ in The Shepherd’s Calendar (1827)


WATCH, THE FAMOUS SHEEP DOG


Mary Russell Mitford (1787–1855)


No man, between Salisbury Plain and Smithfield, was thought to conduct a flock of sheep so skilfully through all the difficulties of lanes and commons, streets and high-roads, as Jack Bint, aided by Jack Bint’s famous dog, Watch; for Watch’s rough, honest face, black, with a little white about the muzzle, and one white ear, was as well known at fairs and markets as his master’s equally honest and weather-beaten visage. Lucky was the dealer that could secure their services; Watch being renowned for keeping a flock together better than any shepherd’s dog on the road – Jack, for delivering them more punctually, and in better condition. No man had a more thorough knowledge of the proper night stations, where good feed might be procured for his charge, and good liquor for Watch and himself; Watch, like other sheep dogs, being accustomed to live chiefly on bread and beer.


From Our Village (1824)


THE FIREMAN’S FRIEND


Charles Henry Lane (fl. 1900)


More than forty years since, there was a London street dog which took a great fancy to following the fire engines. Whenever there was a fire there would the dog be seen running in and out among the throng apparently making himself as busy as possible. This strange conduct of the animal, of course, attracted the attention of the firemen, and after a time they used to feed and take notice of him, occasionally giving him a ride on the engine. At last, so well was the dog known that he came to be called the Fireman’s Dog. He owned no master, but stopped a day or two with any of the firemen he took a fancy to. He was always on the alert, directly the fire alarm was given, and used frequently to run by the side of the horses for miles together. At last the dog on one of the journeys, was run over and killed, when the firemen had his body stuffed and set up in a glass case in the principal office of the Metropolitan fire brigade, Watling Street, London. There it remained for some years, and numbers of people called to see him in his glass case.


From All About Dogs (1900)


THE SHEPHEARD’S DOG


Edward Topsell (c.1572–1625)


The Shepheards Dog [is] called by Virgil, Pecuarius Canis: and this cannot properly be tearmed a dumb keeper; for there is no creature that will more stir, bark, and move noise, than one of these against thief or wilde beast. They are also used by Heards-men, Swine-heards, and Goat-Heards, to drive away all annoyances from their Cattel, and also to guide & govern them, in executing their masters pleasure upon signs given them, to which of the stragling Beasts they ought to make force. Neither is it requisite that this Dog be so large or nimble as is the Greyhound, which is appointed for Deer and Hares.


But yet that he be strong, quick, ready, and understanding both for brauling and fighting, so as he may fear away and also follow (if need be) the ravening Wolf, and take away the prey out of his mouth; wherefore a square proportion of body is requisite in these Beasts, and a tolerable lightness of foot, such as is the Village Dog, used only to keep houses, and hereof also they are the best, who have the greatest or loudest barking voyces, and are not apt to leap upon every stranger or beast they see, but reserve their strength till the just time of imployment.
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