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  This one is for the coming generation: my grandchildren, who show every sign of being besotted animal lovers, as is only proper.




  So to Daniel and Nicholas and Thomas and Clara, this book is dedicated with love from Madame.




  Foreword




  The Gift which I am sending you is called a dog, and is in fact the most precious and valuable possession of mankind.




  —Theodorus Gaza




  Laudation Canis: An Address to Mohammed II




  Everyone likes to talk about his dog. Whatever the animal’s apparent lack of charm, brains, or looks, you’ll still hear all about it if you sit still long enough.




  There are 68 million “owned” dogs in the United States—and that figure probably doesn’t include the dogs who are not registered, licensed, or otherwise accounted for in the files and records of bureaucracy.




  Those 68 million dogs live in some 40 million households, which works out to an average of 1.7 dogs per household. (That number, of course, is wildly wrong—not only because of the seven-tenths thing, but because there are people like me. At one time in my life I had in my household 11 Irish wolfhound puppies, 3 grown hounds, a couple of Shetland sheepdogs, a collie, and a whippet.)




  Assuming at least two people per household, that’s 80 million people only too eager to tell you how special their pet is. They will listen, with boredom thinly disguised, while you talk about your dog; what they really want is for you to listen while they talk about theirs. “My dog,” they start off pride-fully, “my dog ...”




  In clement weather my border collie rides around with me in my car, accompanying me to work, to school, and on my errands. I was in the laundromat the other day when a little old lady cornered me; she’d spotted Fire in my car and wished to tell me how she couldn’t take her dog anywhere because he’d tear up the car if she got out and left him. She was obviously quite proud of his bad behavior—it made him an individual, set apart from other, less interesting, dogs.




  A reviewer at the Spectator in 1955 said of James Thurber: “The more they bite him, scorn him, embarrass him in front of people, turn sick in his car and prefer to be fed by anyone else, the more he appears to dote on them.” Clearly, Thurber is not alone.




  Al in all, however, the mutual devotion between dog and owner is very touching. I had an elderly woman come up to me while I was walking Fire to tell me about her Chihuahua—in detail. She concluded by saying, “He’s very good company. I love him.” It seems that those of us who are, as the French say, “of a certain age” find especially deep and meaningful relationships with our dogs. The dog of our youth is not the dog of our silvering years—our need is much greater now.




  Not long ago I appeared on the local radio station to boost my last book.★ Without exception, the entire staff sought me out to tell me that they owned dogs, what kind of dogs they owned, and how they felt about those dogs. The host hadn’t had a dog since his childhood—nonetheless he identified strongly with his breed and had a number of anecdotes to share ... all dating back 40 years or more.




  The newscaster had a beagle. “The most loyal dog in the world,” he said. The receptionist had a pair of miniature schnauzers. “Not very well behaved,” she admitted, half embarrassed, half proud, “but we love them.”




  Wherever I go, the minute it becomes known I have a special interest in dogs, I hear about the quirks and foibles and splendid characters of people’s companions and friends, their dogs.




  John and Jane Doe are not alone in their desire to brag about their dogs. Better-known people—people with talent and imagination and the skill to transport us to other places and other feelings—those people too want to talk about their dogs. Even when what they write is intended to be read as fiction, I firmly believe there is a real dog underneath—one whom the author knew well.




  T. H. White, whose own familial relationships were somewhat awry, wrote a poem on the death of his dear companion, Brownie:




  My coward who leaned on my care


  In vain, my child and wife.




  My mother with the golden pelt,


  Myself with melting eye.




  Clearly, Brownie filled a void not warmed by closer human ties.




  Willie Morris titled his autobiography after his dog, calling it My Dog Skip. Mutt, Farley Mowat’s Dog Who Wouldn’t Be, touched not only Mowat’s life with wonder and amusement, but that of much of Saskatoon as well. It seems that the dogs of these authors’ childhoods became local characters, known for their odd and eccentric ways, and providing endless amusement to the populace.




  And then there are the dogs who work. Winterdance, Gary Paulsen’s tale of running sled dogs, tells us how deeply affected he is by his dogs, and in so doing, affects us as well. R. B. Robertson is only an observer of the finely tuned working sheepdog, but his admiring description of rounding up a reluctant ram in “That’ll Do!” puts us right there on the hill.




  Some authors are as proud of their bad dogs as was my friendly lady in the laundromat. James Thurber owned a dog who, as he proudly proclaims, “bit people.” And E. B. White confesses that training a dog is beyond him—at least training Fred, the dachshund, is.




  There are dogs here who hunt, and dogs who talk back, and dogs who live the high life in Provence ... dogs who write poetry, dogs who paint pictures, dogs who star in the movies.




  Rudyard Kipling wrote about devotion, Thomas Mann about companionship, John Graves about loss. And Lord Dunsany wrote about a gent who, under the influence, reverted to his former life as a dog himself.




  They all wish to tell us about their dogs, and they’ve done it in wondrous ways.




  Footnote




  ★ The Quotable Dog Lover (The Lyons Press, 2000)
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  A Faded Photograph




  From My Dog Skip




  BY WILLIE MORRIS




  MY DOG SKIP, from which this chapter is taken, is one of the most charming autobiographies ever written. In it, Willie Morris tells us of his life in Yazoo City, Mississippi, in the golden years before the Second World War. It is idyllic, funny, sweet. And whether he was playing football or raising a kitten, his constant companion was ... his dog Skip.




  Eventually, Morris left the slow meander of southern life to become the editor of one of America’s leading literary magazines, Harper’s Magazine, and a prominent writer and essayist.




  This selection was made for the very good reason that I love it. I love the description of Skip’s football prowess, I love the exceptional conversations Skip has with his family, and, most of all, I love the picture of Skip driving down the road in the old green DeSoto, amazing the church-going folk.




  ★  ★  ★  ★  ★




  I CAME ACROSS A photograph of him not long ago, his black face with the long snout sniffing at something in the air, his tail straight and pointing, his eyes flashing in some momentary excitement. Looking at a faded photograph taken more than forty years before, even as a grown man, I would admit I still missed him.




  It was 1943. I was nine years old and in the third grade when I saw him for the very first time. I had known we were getting him. My father had ordered him from a dog breeder he had heard about in Springfield, Missouri. Daddy had picked him up at the Illinois Central train depot, and when I came home that day from school he had just put the wire portable kennel on our back porch. I opened the door to the box and looked inside. I saw a little puppy drinking water from a container attached to the bottom. He glanced up at me.




  “Come here, boy,” I said.




  He walked on unsteady legs toward me. I was sitting on the floor of the porch when he came out. He jumped into my lap and began nuzzling my hand with his nose. When I leaned toward him, he gave me a moist lick on my chin. Then he hugged me.




  I led him into the house and gave him some puppy food in a dish. Then I followed him as he gingerly explored every room in the house. That night he jumped into my bed and stared at me, as if he were looking me over. Then, perhaps because he missed his mother in Missouri, he went to sleep in my arms. I was an only child, and he now was an only dog.




  This was the first of our many days and years together. We named him Skipper for the lively way he walked, but he was always just Skip to me.




  We had had a whole string of dogs before. When I was a very little boy we had big bird dogs, and then two purebred English smooth-haired fox terriers like this one, and I got to know all about dogs, a most precocious expert—their funny or crazy moods, how they looked when they were hungry or sick, when they were ready to bite and when their growling meant nothing, what they might be trying to say when they moaned and made strange human noises deep in their throats.




  None of those other dogs ever came up to this one. You could talk to him as well as you could to many human beings, and much better than you could to some. He would sit down and look you straight in the eye, a long, mesmerizing gaze, and when he understood what you were saying he would turn his head sideways, back and forth, oscillating his whole body like the pendulum on a clock. Before going to sleep at night, with him sitting next to my face on the bed as he always did in such hours, I would say, “First thing tomorrow I want you to get your leash and then come get me up, because we’re gonna get in the car and go out to the woods and get some squirrels,” and the next morning sure enough he would get his leash, wake up both my father and me, walk nervously around the house with the leash in his mouth while we ate breakfast, and then lead us out to the car. Or I could say, “How about a little swim?” and his face would light up and he would push open the back door with his paws and escort me the quarter of a mile down the back alleyway to the swimming hole under the cypress near the bayou. Or, “Bubba’s comin’ over here today, and we’re gonna play some football,” and he would listen closely to this, and go out and wait around in front of the house and pick up Bubba’s scent a block down the street and come tell me he was on his way. Or, “Skip, how about some catch?” and he would get up and walk into the front room, open a door in the antique cabinet with his improbable nose, and bring me his tennis ball.




  I watched him grow up from the puppy who came to us from Missouri to the sleek, dexterous, affectionate creature who could do all these things, and more. He knew my father by the name of Big Boss. My mother was Bossie, and I was Little Boss or, interchangeably, Willie. (I called him, depending on the mood, Skip, Old Skip, and Boy. I have learned that when you love somebody, you will address him or her by different names.) Sometimes my father would hide in a closet and I would ask, “Skip, where’s Big Boss?” and he would search the whole house, looking on every bed and under every chair and table until he arrived at the right closet, and began scratching it with his paws.




  The town where Old Skip and I grew up together was an unhurried and isolated place then. About ten thousand people lived there, of all races and origins, and it sat there crazily, half on steep hills and half on the flat Delta. Some of the streets were not paved, and the main street, stretching its several blocks from the Dixie Theater down to the bend in the river, was narrow and plain, but down along the quiet, shady streets, with their magnolia and pecan and elm and locust trees, were the stately old houses that had been built long before the Civil War, slightly dark and decaying until the descendants became prosperous enough to have them “restored,” which usually meant one coat of white enamel.




  All this was before the big supermarkets and shopping centers and affluent subdivisions with no sidewalks and the monster highways and the innocence lost. It was even before there was television, and people would not close their doors and shut their curtains to watch the quiz games or the comedy hours or the talk shows where everybody talks at once. We would sit out on our front porches in the hot, serene nights and say hello to everyone who walked by. If the fire truck came past, we all got in our cars to follow it, and Skip was always the first to want to go. The houses were set out in a line under the soft green trees, their leaves rustling gently with the breeze. From the river sometimes came the melancholy echo of a boat’s horn.




  I knew the place then better than I did my own heart—every bend in every road, every house and every field, the exact spot where the robin went for her first crocus. It was not in my soul then, only in my pores, as familiar to me as rain or grass or sunlight. The town was poor one year and rich the next; everything in it pertained to cotton, and hence to usury and mortgage, debenture and labor. We lived and died by nature and followed the whims of the timeless clouds. Our people played seven-card stud against God.




  It was a sly and silent town then, and Skip and my friends and I absorbed its every rhythm and heartbeat and the slightest sounds from far away. I loved those funny silences. The whole town was also abundant with alleys behind the paved thoroughfares inherited from an earlier day, little vagrant pathways running with scant design or reason behind the houses and stores and barns and chicken yards and gardens. You could get away with anything in those alleys. How Skip adored the freedom of them!




  It was a lazy town, all stretched out on its hills and its flat streets, and over the years Skip also grew to know almost every house, tree, street, and alley. Occasionally he wandered around the town by himself, and everybody of any consequence knew who he was. Unbelievable as this may seem, Skip had the most curious and spooky way of sensing—don’t ask me how—where I might be at any given moment, what a later day called ESP.




  Our neighborhood was on one of the broad thoroughfares. In our side yard was a row of immense pecan trees shaped at the top like witches’ caps, and in the back a huge field, vined and bosky. On the front lawn was a full, towering oak, one of Skip’s favorite trees in the entire town.




  Every time I shouted “Squirrel!” Skip would charge on the oak tree and try to climb it, sometimes getting as high as five or six feet with his spectacular leaps. This would stop traffic on the street in front of the house. People in cars would see him trying to shinny up the tree and would pull up to the curb and watch. They would signal to other passersby and point toward Skip, and these people would pull over too. They would gaze up into the tree to see what he was looking for, and, after a respectable pause, ask me, “What’s he got up there?” and I would say, “Somethin’ small and mean.” They seldom recognized that Skip was just practicing.




  This exercise was nothing to compare with football games, however. I cut the lace on a football and taught Old Skip how to carry it in his mouth, and how to hold it so he could avoid fumbles when he was tackled. I instructed him how to move on a quarterback’s signals, to take a snap from center on the first bounce, and to follow me down the field. Ten or twelve of my comrades and I would organize a game of tackle in my front yard. Our side would go into a huddle, Skip included, and we would put our arms around one another’s shoulders the way they did in real huddles at Ole Miss or Tennessee, and the dog would stand up on his hind legs and, with me kneeling, drape a leg around my shoulder. Then I would say, “Skip, pattern thirty-nine, off on three” ; we would break out of the huddle with Skip dropping into the tailback position as I had taught him. Muttonhead or Peewee or Henjie or Bubba or Big Boy or Ralph would snap the ball on a hop to Skip, who would get it by the lace and follow me downfield, dodging would-be tacklers with no effort at all, weaving behind his blockers, spinning loose when he was cornered, sometimes balancing just inside the sidelines until he made it into the end zone. We would slap him on the back and say, nonchalantly, “Good run, boy,” or when we had an audience: “Did you see my block back there?” Occasionally he would get tackled, but he seldom lost his grip on the ball, and he would always get up from the bottom of the pile and head straight for the huddle. He was an ideal safety man when the other side punted, and would get a grip on the second or third hop and gallop the length of the field for a touchdown. After considerable practice, I succeeded in teaching him the “Statue of Liberty” play, always shouting “Statue of Liberty” to him and our teammates before the play unfolded. I would take the snap from center and fade back in a low crouch, less a crouch than a forty-five-degree list, holding the ball behind my shoulder as if I were about to pass, all the while making sure the loosened lace was at a convenient angle. Skip, stationed at the left-end position, would circle around behind me, taking the lace of the pigskin between his teeth, then moving with deft assurance toward the right side of the line of scrimmage, where I was leading interference, whereupon he would follow his usual phalanx of blockers to the enemy’s end zone for another spectacular score. “Look at that dog playin’ football!” someone passing by would shout, and before the game was over we would have an incredulous crowd watching from cars or sitting on the sidelines, just as they did when he was after squirrels. The older men especially enjoyed this stunning spectacle. Walking down the sidewalk in front of the house, they would stop and let go with great whoops of astonishment: “Man, that’s some dog. Can he catch a pass?”




  For simple gratification, however, I believe Skip enjoyed our most imaginative intrigue above any other, and there are people still living in the town who will testify to it.




  In that place and time, we began driving our parents’ cars when we were thirteen years old; this was common practice then, and the town was so small that the policemen knew who you were, and your family, although they of course expected you to be careful. When I started driving our old four-door green DeSoto, I always took Skip on my trips around town. He rode with his snout extended far out the window, and if he caught the scent of one of the boys we knew, he would bark and point toward him, and we would stop and give that person a free ride. Skip would shake hands with our mutual friend, and lick him on the face and sit on the front seat between us. Cruising through the fringes of town, I would spot a group of old men standing around up the road. I would get Skip to prop himself against the steering wheel, his black head peering out of the windshield, while I crouched out of sight under the dashboard. Slowing the car to ten or fifteen, I would guide the steering wheel with my right hand while Skip, with his paws, kept it steady. As we drove by the Blue Front Café, I could hear one of the men shout: “Look at the ol’ dog drivin’ a car!”




  Later we would ride out into the countryside, past the cotton fields and pecan groves and winding little creeks on the dark flat land toward some somnolent hamlet consisting of three or four unpainted stores, a minuscule wooden post office with its porch stacked with firewood in the wintertime, and a little graveyard nearby. Here the old men in overalls would be sitting on the gallery of the general store with patent-medicine posters on its sides, whittling wood or dipping snuff or swatting flies. When we slowly came past with Skip behind the steering wheel I heard one of them yell, “A dog! A dog drivin’!” and when I glanced slightly above the dashboard I sighted him falling out of his chair over the side of the porch into a privet hedge. One afternoon not long after that Henjie and Skip and I were out and about in the same country vicinity when far up the gravel road we saw a substantial congregation of humanity emerging from a backwoods church after a revival meeting. A number of the people, in fact, were still shouting and wailing as they approached their dusty parked cars and pickup trucks. I stopped the car and placed Skip at his familiar spot behind the steering wheel; then we slowly continued up the road. As we passed the church, in the midst of the avid cacophony a woman exclaimed: “Is that a dog drivin’ that car?” The ensuing silence as we progressed on by was most horrendously swift and pervasive, and that sudden bucolic hush and quell remained unforgettable for me, as if the very spectacle of Old Skip driving that green DeSoto were inscrutable, celestial, and preordained.




  Old Dog




  From On the Edge of the Wild




  BY STEPHEN BODIO




  STEPHEN BODIO FIRST CAME to my attention through his magazine articles, and then his book On the Edge of the Wild, from which this selection is taken. His works show respect for the wild, pleasure in nature, and an unexpected and delightful sense of humor.




  Clearly he is a thoughtful outdoorsman, a keen observer, a sensitive naturalist, a dedicated hunter, and an extremely talented writer. On everything from training and hunting with a gyrfalcon to fishing for catfish, Bodio brings a fresh and fascinating point of view to his material.




  “Old Dog” is a switch—no teary eulogy, this. Instead, Bodio is both admiring of and empathetic to Bart’s wholehearted pleasure in the hunt.




  ★  ★  ★  ★  ★




  NO, THIS ISN’T GOING to be one of those sentimental “I-knew-an-old-dog-who-died” stories. For one thing, Bart, black-and-white springer, is very much alive. If I take down the dog barrier in the door to my library, he’ll be here in an instant, flipping my hand up with his nose, pawing me incessantly. He means two things by this: Pay attention to me! (Not to those young dogs.) And: Let’s go. Birds. Hunting.




  The thing is, he’s old. Very old, by some standards. He’ll be fourteen in February. His long life has spanned human and animal disasters and triumphs, the publishing of my first book, widowhood, divorce, a new marriage. One of his puppyhood’s companions, my old “staghound” Riley, son of a coursing greyhound sire and a Scottish deerhound dam, died of old age five years ago. In his prime he was the scourge of jackrabbits and coyotes, running them down by sheer speed and energy, but he died in his sleep at nine, his great heart and legs broken down by his size and the strains of his profession. That whole canine generation is gone—rattlers, debilitating diseases, disappearance, even once the bullets of some subhuman jerk without a trace of a good dog’s nobility. The big back country of southwestern New Mexico can be hard on dogs and people.




  Bart has hunted quail here, always; pheasants and blue grouse (he didn’t like their habit of treeing) in Montana; ducks everywhere, and, for one season’s exile, woodcocks in Maine. He had to live in a kennel there and hated it, though he loved the smelly little woodsnipes once he realized they were dog-legal game.




  But when we went out after grouse after a September snowstorm in Montana, I thought he had reached the end of his hunter’s road. The cover, willow and aspen, ran up a narrow drainage, from cropland to dark timber, on the west side of a mountain range near Bozeman. Although you could often raise four or five flushes there the woods remained silent as the last flakes sifted down. Bart started valiantly, snorting and dislodging snow from low-hanging branches. Five minutes uphill he began trudging, and his tail began to hang low. In ten minutes he lay down to bite snowballs from between his toes. If fifteen, for almost the first time in his life, he was walking behind me, letting me break trail. When I realized that was what he wanted, I let him.




  He surged in front only once, when a yearling black bear feeding on rotting apples galumphed away like a cross between a black Lab and a beach ball. Bart swerved around me to give chase, as he had in the past for—once each—a coyote and a mountain lion. He’s nearly deaf now, and it took more than a couple of bellows to call him back. When he returned he got in line behind me again, stopping periodically to chew the ice on his feet. I figured that the aging process, which we first acknowledged when he collapsed on the third day of a mid-winter pheasant hunt east of Grassrange, was complete, and he would now spend his shortening days sleeping on my bed or in front of the stove.




  Right after that hunt Lib and I married and moved to my old house in Magdalena, where Bart had been born under the desk that held my late partner, Betsy’s, word processor. The old dog seemed to respond to the New Mexico sun. Though it’s often cold at sixty-five hundred feet he stopped begging to come in. He spent hours basking, lying in the soft dry dirt in front of the hawk’s perch. He stopped growling at the dachshund pup, and—not entirely intelligently—began challenging Bo, the two-year-old Aussie with the glaring blue-marble left eye.




  Still, the quail habitat around Magdalena seemed too rugged for an old dog’s legs, ranging as it does from six to eight thousand feet, all rocky and vertical and covered with cholla and goat’s head seeds and lechiguilla beneath its grass and oaks and piñons. The move and its attendant complications had caught us without a successor for Bart; besides, there are hawks to train, a yard to be refenced, kennels and lofts and mews to build. I decided to teach Bo to be an interim bird dog. He was intelligent and knew “fetch”; his father, Jedediah, flushed quarry for his owner’s hawk; he was curious about the sound of the gun and not a bit gun shy. Besides, our mountain hunting is of a rough-and-ready kind; in the same cover we can flush Gambel’s quail, occasional scalies, and Mearns’ in good years. Nor do we scorn cottontail or hares. Past teams have included such combinations as two springers and a saluki, or a springer, a shooter, and a hawk.




  For practice, we took the old dog and the young one to the abandoned dirt-track airfield just north of town, where the quail were never shot and so multiplied even in dry years. In fifteen minutes we were into a big early-season flock; thirty, perhaps even forty birds. Bo leaped about, ecstatic, giving chase like a sighthound. He had never been praised for chasing anything before. Bart didn’t even spare the energy for disgust. He was doing what he was born to do, flagged half tail whirling like a propeller, nose low, snorting like a pig. As Bo raced up and down the track like a mad thing Bart crossed and recrossed in the rabbit brush, nosing out single after double after single. He was wide awake and alive, though he kept giving us puzzled looks. Why weren’t we shooting?




  Bart is hunting again. I could end this, neatly and conventionally, by telling you the detailed story of his and Bo’s first gun hunt in New Mexico. Of how they nosed out a fat young cottontail in the junipers, and how I snap-shot instinctively with the French gun. Of how I was sure that I had connected and so sent Bo, the nearer dog, to fetch. Of how he didn’t come back. Of how Libby finally went in to find Bo standing in puzzlement and, to be fair, fascination over a dead bunny on the clean sand. And of how Bart, grumbling under his breath, shouldered aside the strong young macho and picked up the rabbit to deliver it to my hand, his slightly foggy eyes rolling in his head like marbles, the way they always do.




  But that’s not an end, not the point. Bart is hunting again, two times, three times a week. At almost fourteen, he still has the fire. His nose—his “turbo sniffer,” as Libby calls it—still drinks in the scent despite the lost cells of the aging process and two rattler bites. Bo is back guarding the yard and helping friends round up cattle.




  It’s late afternoon, and I’m tired and sweated out. My slightly arthritic right knee aches, and I’m passing the light double gun from hand to hand. I want to lean on a tree and rest.




  But look at that old dog! He’s been hunting for five hours now, going from morning’s frost to dry heat, snuffling through rocky arroyos, up and down and up again, from six thousand feet up to sixty-five, down to fifty-five, and back up again. We’ve moved one covey of Gambel’s, a four-point buck, a black-tailed jackrabbit, and an eagle. Sure, he’s rested a few times in the shade (he often digs a little and lies on his belly in the cool disturbed earth), and he’s soaked himself to the skin in a cattle tank, swimming as he drinks. Still, his tail, docked at two-thirds length rather than a show dog’s stub, waves high, flagging his progress through the thorny scrub.




  We’re nearly to the truck. I’m inclined to call it a day. I tell myself that I don’t want to wear Bart out. He’s been slowing down a bit for the last half hour, returning from his forays to walk at heel for a few paces, something he could never bring himself to do when he was young. My focus has been drifting, too; I’m daydreaming, and if a quail was to get up, I’d probably fumble the gun and miss it. And why hunt if you’re not intense; why hunt at all?




  We both see the truck at the same time. Bart stands in the path for a moment, staring, then wags his tail and leaps off the path into the brush-choked arroyo on my left. His turbo sniffer activates, his tail begins to vibrate. He noses under a cholla, emerges, picks a goat’s head from his foot, and goes on, directly away from the truck.




  See? He’s still hunting. I unscrew the cap of my canteen, take a long swallow and a deep breath, and mount my gun more firmly. There are birds out there, tantalizing smells, adventures over the next hill. “Find the birds, Bart. Find ’em.”




  On a Spaniel Called Beau Killing a Young Bird




  BY WILLIAM COWPER




  I HAVE THIS WONDERFUL mental picture of William Cowper faced with a deadline. He’s got poems to write, due next week—and not an idea in his head. So, like all writers, he makes work. It’s important to get everything just so: clean off the desk, sharpen the quill, refill the inkwell, line up the edges of the paper, look out the window.




  And as the anxiety level rises, he finally puts pen to paper, probably mostly just to get something, anything, written down. Thus this bit of foolishness addressed to the household pet—and the dog’s response.




  Cowper did, in fact, write quite a lot of poetry too, and about dogs ... including this little gem.




  ★  ★  ★  ★  ★




  A SPANIEL, BEAU, that fares like you,


  Well-fed, and at his ease,


  Should wiser be, than to pursue


  Each trifle that he sees.




  But you have kill’d a tiny bird,


  Which flew not till to-day,


  Against my orders, whom you heard


  Forbidding you the prey.




  Nor did you kill, that you might eat,


  And ease a doggish pain,


  For him, though chas’d with furious heat,


  You left where he was slain.




  Nor was he of the thievish sort,


  Or one whom blood allures,


  But innocent was all his sport,


  Whom you have torn for yours.




  My dog! what remedy remains,


  Since, teach you all I can,


  I see you, after all my pains,


  So much resemble man!




  BEAU’S REPLY


  Sir! when I flew to seize the bird,


  In spite of your command,


  A louder voice than yours I heard


  And harder to withstand:




  You cried—Forbear!—but in my breast


  A mightier cried—Proceed!


  ‘Twas nature, Sir, whose strong behest


  Impell’d me in the deed.




  Yet much as nature I respect,


  I ventur’d once to break


  (As you perhaps may recollect)


  Her precept, for your sake;




  And when your linnet, on a day,


  Passing his prison-door,


  Had flutter’d all his strength away,


  And panting press’d the floor,




  Well knowing him a sacred thing,


  Not destin’d to my tooth,


  I only kiss’d his ruffled wing,


  And lick’d the feathers smooth.




  Let my obedience then excuse


  My disobedience now,


  Nor some reproof yourself refuse


  From your aggriev’d Bow-wow!




  If killing birds be such a crime,


  (Which I can hardly see)


  What think you, Sir, of killing Time


  With verse address’d to me?




  Moses




  BY WALTER D. EDMONDS




  A PROLIFIC WRITER, Walter D. Edmonds wrote over twenty adult novels, something like seventeen juvenile novels, a play, and numerous articles for magazines including the Saturday Evening Post, the Atlantic Monthly, and Harper’s Magazine. Probably his best-known book was Drums Along the Mohawk, but he won a Newberry Medal, a Boys’ Clubs of America award, and a National Book award for others.




  This selection is a charming tale of Heaven and dogs—a perfectly natural combination.




  ★  ★  ★  ★  ★




  IT WAS A LONG CLIMB. The scent was cold, too; so faint that when he found it behind the barn he could hardly trust himself. He had just come back from Filmer’s with a piece of meat, and he had sat down behind the barn and cracked it down; and a minute later he found that scent reaching off, faint as it was, right from the end of his nose as he lay.




  He had had the devil of a time working it out at first, but up here it was simple enough except for the faintness of it. There didn’t appear to be any way to stray off this path; there wasn’t any brush, there wasn’t any water. Only he had to make sure of it, when even for him it nearly faded out, with so many other stronger tracks overlaying it. His tail drooped, and he stumbled a couple of times, driving his nose into the dust. He looked gaunt when he reached the spot where the man had lain down to sleep.




  The scent lay heavier there. He shuffled round over it, sifting the dust with an audible clapping of his nostrils to work out the pattern the man had made. It was hard to do, for the dust didn’t take scent decently. It wasn’t like any dust he had ever come across, either, being glittery, like mica, and silvery in his nose. But he could tell after a minute how the man had lain, on his back, with his hands under his head, and probably his hat over his eyes to shield them from the glare which was pretty dazzling bright up this high, with no trees handy.




  His tail began to cut air. He felt better, and all of a sudden he lifted up his freckled nose and let out a couple of short yowps and then a good chest-swelled belling. Then he struck out up the steep going once more. His front legs may have elbowed a little, but his hind legs were full of spring, and his tail kept swinging.




  That was how the old man by the town entrance saw him, way down below.




  The old man had his chair in the shadow of the wall with a black and yellow parasol tied to the back of it as an extra insurance against the sun. He was reading the Arrivals in the newspaper, the only column that ever interested him; but he looked up sharply when he heard the two yowps and the deep chest notes that, from where he sat, had a mysterious floating quality. It was a little disturbing; but when he saw a dog was the cause he reached out with his foot and shoved the gate hard, so that it swung shut and latched with a sound like a gong. Only one dog had ever come here, and that sound had been enough to discourage him; he had hung round for a while, though, just on the edge, and made the old man nervous. He said to himself that he wasn’t going to watch this one, anyway, and folded the paper in halves the way the subway commuter had showed him and went on with the Arrivals.




  After a while, though, he heard the dog’s panting coming close and the muffled padding of his feet on the marble gate stone. He shook the paper a little, licked his thumb, and turned over half a sheet and read on through the Arrivals into the report of the Committee on Admissions. But then, because he was a curious old man, and kindhearted, noticing that the panting had stopped—and because he had never been quite up to keeping his resolves, except once—he looked out of the gate again.




  The dog was sitting on the edge of the gate stone, upright, with his front feet close under him. He was a rusty-muzzled, blue-tick foxhound, with brown ears, and eyes outlined in black like an Egyptian’s. He had his nose inside the bars and was working it at the old man.




  “Go away,” said the old man. “Go home.”




  At the sound of his voice the hound wrinkled his nose soberly and his tail whipped a couple of times on the gate stone, raising a little star dust.




  “Go home,” repeated the old man, remembering the dog that had hung around before.




  He rattled the paper at him, but it didn’t do any good. The dog just looked solemnly pleased at the attention, and a little hopeful, and allowed himself to pant a bit.




  “This one’s gong to be worse than the other,” the old man thought, groaning to himself as he got up. He didn’t know much about dogs anyway. Back in Galilee there hadn’t been dogs that looked like this one—just pariahs and shepherds and the occasional Persian greyhound of a rich man’s son.




  He slapped his paper along the bars; it made the dog suck in his tongue and move back obligingly. Peter unhooked his shepherd’s staff from the middle crossbar, to use in case the dog tried to slip in past him, and let himself out. He could tell by the feeling of his bare ankles that there was a wind making up in the outer heavens and he wanted to get rid of the poor creature before it began really blowing round the walls. The dog backed off from him and sat down almost on the edge, still friendly, but wary of the shepherd’s staff.




  “Why can’t the poor dumb animal read?” thought Peter, turning to look at the sign he had hung on the gatepost.




  The sign read:—




  TAKE NOTICE




  NO


  DOGS


  SORCERERS


  WHOREMONGERS


  MURDERERS


  IDOLATERS


  LIARS


  WILL BE


  ADMITTED




  When he put it up, he had thought it might save him a lot of trouble; but it certainly wasn’t going to help in the case of this dog. He expected he would have to ask the Committee on Admissions to take the matter up; and he started to feel annoyed with them for not having got this animal on the list themselves. It was going to mean a lot of correspondence and probably the Committee would send a memorandum to the Central Office suggesting his retirement again, and Peter liked his place at the gate. It was quiet there, and it was pleasant for an old man to look through the bars and down the path, to reassure the frightened people, and, when there was nothing else to do, to hear the winds of outer heaven blowing by.




  “Go away. Go Home. Depart,” he said, waving his staff; but the dog only backed down on to the path and lay on his wishbone with his nose between his paws.




  II




  Peter went inside and sat down and tried to figure the business out. There were two things he could do. He could notify the Committee of the dog’s arrival, or he could give the information to the editor. The Committee would sit up and take notice for once if they found the editor had got ahead of them. It would please the editor, for there were few scoops in Heaven. And then, as luck would have it, the editor himself came down to the gate.




  The editor wasn’t Horace Greeley or anybody like that, with a reputation in the newspaper world. He had been editor of a little country weekly that nobody in New York, or London, or Paris had ever heard of. But he was good and bursting with ideas all the time. He was now.




  “Say, Saint Peter,” he said, “I’ve just had a swell idea about the Arrivals column. Instead of printing all the ‘arrivals’ on one side and then the ‘expected guests’ on the other, why not just have one column and put the names of the successful candidates in upper-case type? See?” He shoved a wet impression under Peter’s nose and rubbed the back of his head nervously with his ink stained hand. “Simple, neat, dignified.”




  Peter looked at the galley and saw how simple it would be for him, too. He wouldn’t have to read the names in lower case at all. It would make him feel a lot better not to know. Just check the uppercase names as they came to the gate.




  He looked up at the flushed face of the editor and his white beard parted over his smile. He liked young, enthusiastic men, remembering how hard, once, they had been to find.




  “It looks fine to me, Don,” he said. “But the Committee won’t like losing all that space in the paper, will they?”




  “Probably not,” the editor said ruefully. “But I thought you could pull a few wires with the Central Office for me.”




  Peter sighed.




  “I’ll try,” he said. “But people don’t pay attention to an old man, much, Don. Especially one who’s been in service.”




  The editor flushed and muttered something about bums.




  Peter said gently, “It doesn’t bother me, Don. I’m not ashamed of the service I was in.” He looked down to his sandals. He wondered whether there was any of the dust of that Roman road left on them after so long a time. Every man has his one great moment. He’d had two. He was glad he hadn’t let the second one go. “I’ll see what I can do, Don.”




  It was a still corner, by the gate; and, with both of them silently staring off up the avenue under the green trees to where the butterflies were fluttering in the shrubbery of the public gardens, the dog decided to take a chance and sneak up again.




  He moved one foot at a time, the way he had learned to do behind the counter in the Hawkinsville store, when he went prospecting towards the candy counter. These men didn’t hear him any more than the checker players in the store did, and he had time to sniff over the gatepost thoroughly. It puzzled him; and as the men didn’t take any notice, he gumshoed over to the other post and went over that, too.




  It was queer. He couldn’t smell dog on either of them and they were the best-looking posts he had ever come across. It worried him some. His tail drooped and he came back to the gate stone and the very faint scent on it, leading beyond the gate, that he had been following so long. He sat down again and put his nose through the bars, and after a minute he whined.




  It was a small sound, but Peter heard it.




  “That dog,” he said.




  The editor whirled round, saying, “What dog?” and saw him.




  “I was going to let you know about him, only I forgot,” said Peter. “He came up a while ago, and I can’t get rid of him. I don’t know how he got here. The Committee didn’t give me any warning and there’s nothing about him in the paper.”




  “He wasn’t on the bulletin,” said the editor. “Must have been a slip-up somewhere.”




  “I don’t think so,” said Peter. “Dogs don’t often come here. Only one other since I’ve been here, as a matter of fact. What kind of a dog is he any way? I never saw anything like him.” He sounded troubled and put out, and the editor grinned, knowing he didn’t meant it.




  “I never was much of a dog man,” he said. “But that’s a likely-looking foxhound. He must have followed somebody’s scent up here. Hi, boy!” he said. “What’s your name? Bob? Spot? Duke?”




  The hound lowered his head a little, wrinkled his nose, and wagged his tail across the stone.




  “Say,” said the editor. “Why don’t I put an ad in the Lost and Found? I’ve never had anything to put there before. But you better bring him in and keep him here till the owner claims him.”




  “I can’t do that,” said Peter. “It’s against the Law.”




  “No dogs. Say, I always thought it was funny there were no dogs here. What happens to them?”




  “They get removed,” said Peter. “They just go.”




  “That don’t seem right,” the young editor said. He ruffled his black hair with his hand. “Say, Saint,” he asked, “who made this law anyway?”




  “It’s in Revelations. John wasn’t a dog man, as you call it. Back in Galilee we didn’t think much of dogs, you see. They were mostly pariahs.”




  “I see,” said the editor. His blue eyes sparkled. “But say! Why can’t I put it in the news? And write an editorial? By golly, I haven’t had anything to raise a cause on since I got here.”




  Peter shook his head dubiously.




  “It’s risky,” he said.




  “It’s a free country,” exclaimed the editor. “At least nobody’s told me different. Now probably there’s nothing would mean so much to the owner of that dog as finding him up here. You get a genuine dog man and this business of passing the love of women is just hooey to him.”




  “Hooey?” Peter asked quietly.




  “It just means he likes dogs better than anything. And this is a good dog. I tell you. He’s cold-tracked this fellow, whoever he is, Lord knows how. Besides, he’s only one dog, and look at the way the rabbits have been getting into the manna in the public garden. I’m not a dog man, as I said before, but believe me, Saint, it’s a pretty thing on a frosty morning to hear a good hound high-tailing a fox across the hills.”




  “We don’t have frost here, Don.”




  “Well,” said the editor, “frost or no frost, I’m going to do it. I’ll have to work quick to get it in before the forms close. See you later.”




  “Wait,” said Peter. “What’s the weather report say?”




  The editor gave a short laugh.




  “What do you think? Fair, moderate winds, little change in temperature. Those twerps up in the bureau don’t even bother to read the barometer any more. They just play pinochle all day, and the boy runs that report off on the mimeograph machine.”




  “I think there’s a wind making up in the outer heavens,” Peter said. “When we get a real one, it just about blows the gate stone away. That poor animal wouldn’t last a minute.”




  The editor whistled. “We’ll have to work fast.” Then, suddenly his eye blazed. “All my life I wanted to get out an extra. I never had a chance, running a weekly. Now, by holy, I will.”




  He went off up the avenue on the dead run. Even Peter, watching him go, felt excited.




  “Nice dog,” he said to the hound; and the hound, at the deep gentle voice, gulped in his tongue and twitched his haunches. The whipping of his tail on the gate stone made a companionable sound for the old man. His beard folded on his chest and he nodded a little.




  III




  He was dozing quietly when the hound barked.




  It was a deep, vibrant note that anyone who knew dogs would have expected the minute he saw the spring of those ribs; it was mellow, like honey in the throat. Peter woke up tingling with the sound of it and turned to see the hound swaying the whole hind half of himself with his tail.




  Then a high loud voice shouted, “Mose, by Jeepers! What the hell you doing here, you poor dumb fool?”




  Peter turned to see a stocky, short-legged man who stuck out more than was ordinary, both in front and behind. He had on a gray flannel shirt, and blue denim pants, and a pair of lumberman’s rubber packs on his feet, with the tops laced only to the ankle. There was a hole in the front of his felt hat where the block had worn through. He wasn’t, on the whole, what you might expect to see walking on that Avenue. But Peter has seen queer people come to Heaven and he said mildly, “Do you know this dog?”




  “Sure,” said the stout man. “I hunted with him round Hawkinsville for the last seven years. It’s old Mose. Real smart dog. He’d hunt for anybody.”




  “Mose?” said Peter. “For Moses, I suppose.”




  “Maybe. He could track anything through hell and high water.”




  “Moses went through some pretty high water,” said Peter. “What’s your name?”




  “Freem Brock. What’s yours?”




  Peter did not trouble to answer, for he was looking at the hound; and he was thinking he had seen some people come to Heaven’s gate and look pleased, and some come and look shy, and some frightened, and some a little shamefaced, and some satisfied, and some sad (maybe with memories they couldn’t leave on earth), and some jubilant, and a whole quartette still singing “Adeline” just the way they were when the hotel fell on their necks in the earthquake. But in all his career at the gate he had never seen anyone express such pure, unstifled joy as this rawboned hound.




  “Was he your dog?” he asked Freeman Brock.




  “Naw,” said Freem. “He belonged to Pat Haskell.” He leaned his shoulder against the gatepost and crossed one foot over the other. “Stop that yawping,” he said to Mose, and Mose lay down, wagging. “Maybe you ain’t never been in Hawkinsville,” he said to Peter. “It’s a real pretty village right over the Black River. Pat kept store there and he let anybody take Mose that wanted to. Pretty often I did. He liked coming with me because I let him run foxes. I’m kind of a fox hunter,” he said, blowing out his breath. “Oh, I like rabbit hunting all right, but there’s no money in it.... Say,” he broke off, “you didn’t tell me what your name was.”




  “Peter,” said the old man.




  “Well, Pete, two years ago was Mose’s best season. Seventy-seven fox was shot ahead of him. I shot thirty-seven of them myself. Five crosses and two blacks in the lot. Yes, sir. I heard those black foxes had got away from the fur farm and I took Mose right over there. I made three hundred and fifty dollars out of them hides.”




  “He was a good dog, then?” asked Peter.




  “Best foxhound in seven counties,” said Freem Brock. He kicked the gate with his heel in front of Mose’s nose and Mose let his ears droop. “He was a fool to hunt. I don’t see no fox signs up here. Plenty rabbits in the Park. But there ain’t nobody with a gun. I wish I’d brought my old Ithaca along.”




  “You can’t kill things here,” said Peter.




  “That’s funny. Why not?”




  “They’re already dead.”




  “Well, I know that. But it beats me how I got here. I never did nothing to get sent to this sort of place. Hell, I killed them farm foxes and I poached up the railroad in the pre-serve. But I never done anything bad.”




  “No,” said St. Peter. “We know that.”




  “I got drunk, maybe. But there’s other people done the same before me.”




  “Yes, Freem.”




  “Well, what the devil did I get sent here for, Pete?”




  “Do you remember when the little girl was sick and the town doctor wouldn’t come out at night on a town case, and you went over to town and made him come?”




  “Said I’d knock his teeth out,” said Freem, brightening.




  “Yes. He came. And the girl was taken care of,” said Peter.




  “Aw,” Freem said, “I didn’t know what I was doing. I was just mad. Well, maybe I’d had a drink, but it was a cold night, see? I didn’t knock his teeth out. He left them in the glass.” He looked at the old man. “Jeepers,” he said. “‘And they sent me here for that?”




  Peter looked puzzled.




  “Wasn’t it a good reason?” he asked. “It’s not such a bad place.”




  “Not so bad as I thought it was going to be. But people don’t want to talk to me. I tried to talk to an old timber-beast named Boone down the road. But he asked me if I ever shot an Indian, and when I said no he went along. You’re the only feller I’ve seen that was willing to talk to me,” he said, turning to the old man. “I don’t seem to miss likker up here, but there’s nowhere I can get to buy some tobacco.”




  Peter said, “You don’t have to buy things in Heaven.”




  “Heaven?” said Freeman Brock. “Say, is that what this is?” He looked frightened all at once. “That’s what the matter is, I don’t belong here. I ain’t the kind to come here. There must have been a mistake somewhere.” He took hold of Peter’s arm. “Listen,” he said urgently. “Do you know how to work that gate?”




  “I do,” said Peter. “But I can’t let you out.”




  “I got to get out.”




  Peter’s voice grew gentler.




  “You’ll like it here after a while, Freem.”




  “You let me out.”




  “You couldn’t go anywhere outside,” Peter said.




  Freem looked through the bars at the outer heavens and watched a couple of stars like water lilies floating by below. He said slowly, “We’d go some place.”




  Peter said, “You mean you’d go out there with that dog?”




  Freem flushed.




  “I and Mose have had some good times,” he said.




  At the sound of his name, Mose’s nose lifted.




  Peter looked down at the ground. With the end of his shepherd’s staff he thoughtfully made a cross and then another overlapping it and put an X in the upper left-hand corner. Freem looked down to see what he was doing.




  “You couldn’t let Mose in, could you, Pete?”




  Peter sighed and rubbed out the pattern with his sandal.




  “I’m sorry,” he said. “The Committee don’t allow dogs.”




  “What’ll happen to the poor brute, Pete?”




  Peter shook his head.




  “If you ask me,” Freem said loudly, “I think this is a hell of a place.”




  “What’s that you said?”




  Peter glanced up.




  “Hello, Don,” he said. “Meet Freem Brock. This is the editor of the paper,” he said to Freem. “His name’s Don.”




  “What was that you said about Heaven being a hell of a place?” asked the editor.




  Freem drew a long breath. He took a look at old Mose lying outside the gate with his big nose resting squashed up and sideways against the bottom crossbar; he looked at the outer heavens, and he looked at the editor.




  “Listen,” he said. “That hound followed me up here. Pete says he can’t let him in. He says I can’t go out to where Mose is. I only been in jail twice,” he said, “but I liked it better than this.”




  The editor said, “You’d go out there?”




  “Give me a chance.”




  “What a story!” said the editor. “I’ve got my extra on the Avenue now. The cherubs will be coming this way soon. It’s all about the hound, but this stuff is the genuine goods. Guest prefers to leave Heaven. Affection for old hunting dog prime factor in his decision. It’s human interest. I tell you it’ll shake the Committee. By holy, I’ll have an editorial in my next edition calling for a celestial referendum.”




  “Wait,” said Peter. “What’s the weather report?”




  “What do you think? Fair, moderate winds, little change in temperature. But the Central Office is making up a hurricane for the South Pacific and it’s due to go by pretty soon. We got to hurry, Saint.”




  He pounded away up the Avenue, leaving a little trail of star dust in his wake.




  Freem Brock turned on Saint Peter.




  “He called you something,” he said.




  Peter nodded.




  “Saint.”




  “I remember about you now. Say, you’re a big shot here. Why can’t you let Mose in?”




  Peter shook his head.




  “I’m no big shot, Freem. If I was, maybe—”




  His voice was drowned out by a shrieking up the Avenue.




  “Extry! Extry! Special Edition. Read all about it. Dog outside Heaven’s Gate. Dog outside ...”




  A couple of cherubs were coming down the thoroughfare, using their wings to make time. When he saw them, Freem Brock started. His shoulders began to itch self-consciously and he put a hand inside his shirt.




  “My gracious,” he said.




  Peter, watching him, nodded.




  “Everybody gets them. You’ll get used to them after a while. They’re handy, too, on a hot day.”




  “For the love of Pete,” said Freem.




  “Read all about it! Dog outside Heaven’s Gate. Lost Dog waiting outside ...”




  “He ain’t lost!” cried Freem. “He never got lost in his life.”




  “‘Committee at fault,’” read Peter. “Thomas Aquinas isn’t going to like that,” he said.




  “It don’t prove nothing,” said Freem.




  “Mister, please,” said a feminine voice. “The editor sent me down. Would you answer some questions?”




  “Naw,” said Freem, turning to look at a young woman with red hair and a gold pencil in her hand. “Well, what do you want to know, lady?”




  The young woman had melting brown eyes. She looked at the hound. “Isn’t he cute?” she asked. “What’s his name?”




  “Mose,” said Freem. “He’s a cute hound all right.”




  “Best in seven counties,” said Peter.




  “May I quote you on that, Saint?”




  “Yes,” said Peter. “You can say I think the dog ought to be let in.” His face was pink over his white beard. “You can say a hurricane is going to pass, and that before I see that animal blown off by it I’ll go out there myself—I and my friend Freem. Some say I’m a has-been, but I’ve got some standing with the public yet.”




  The girl with red hair was writing furiously with a little gold glitter of her pencil. “Oh,” she said.




  “Say I’m going out too,” said Freem. “I and Pete.”




  “Oh,” she said. “What’s your name?”




  “Freeman Brock, Route 5, Boonville, NewYork, U.S.A.”




  “Thanks,” she said breathlessly.




  “How much longer before we got that hurricane coming?” asked Freem.




  “I don’t know,” said the old man, anxiously. “I hope Don can work fast.”




  “Extry! Owner found. Saint Peter goes outside with hound, Moses. Committee bluff called. Read all about it.”




  “How does Don manage it so fast?” said Peter. “It’s like a miracle.”




  “It’s science,” said Freem. “Hey!” he yelled at a cherub.




  They took the wet sheet, unheeding of the gold ink that stuck to their fingers.




  “They’ve got your picture here, Pete.”




  “Have they?” Peter asked. He sounded pleased. “Let’s see.”




  It showed Peter standing at the gate.




  “It ain’t bad,” said Freem. He was impressed. “You really meant it?” he asked. Peter nodded.




  “By cripus,” Freem said slowly, “you’re a pal.”




  Saint Peter was silent for a moment. In all the time he had minded Heaven’s Gate, no man had ever called him a pal before.




  IV




  Outside the gate, old Mose got up on his haunches. He was a weather-wise dog, and now he turned his nose outwards. The first puff of wind came like a slap in the face, pulling his ears back, and then it passed. He glanced over his shoulder and saw Freem and the old man staring at each other. Neither of them had noticed him at all. He pressed himself against the bars and lifted his nose and howled.




  At his howl both men turned.




  There was a clear gray point way off along the reach of the wall, and the whine in the sky took up where Mose’s howl had ended.




  Peter drew in his breath.




  “Come on, Freem,” he said, and opened the gate.




  Freeman Brock hesitated. He was scared now. He could see that a real wind was coming, and the landing outside looked almighty small to him. But he was still mad, and he couldn’t let an old man like Peter call his bluff.




  “All right,” he said. “Here goes.”




  He stepped out, and Mose jumped up on him, and licked his face.




  “Get down, darn you,” he said. “I never could break him of that trick,” he explained shamefacedly to Peter. Peter smiled, closing the gate behind him with a firm hand. Its gong-like note echoed through Heaven just as the third edition burst upon the Avenue.




  Freeman Brock was frightened. He glanced back through the bars, and Heaven looked good to him. Up the Avenue a crowd was gathering. A couple of lanky, brown-faced men were in front. They started towards the gate.




  Then the wind took hold of him and he grasped the bars and looked outward. He could see the hurricane coming like an express train running through infinity. It had a noise like an express train. He understood suddenly just how the victim of a crossing accident must feel.




  He glanced at Peter.




  The old Saint was standing composedly, leaning on his staff with one hand, while with the other he drew Mose close between his legs. His white robe fluttered tight against his shanks and his beard bent sidewise like the hound’s ears. He had faced lack of faith in others; what was worse, he had faced it in himself; and a hurricane, after all, was not so much. He turned to smile at Freem. “Don’t be afraid,” he said.




  “O.K.,” said Freem, but he couldn’t let go the gate.




  Old Mose, shivering almost hard enough to rattle, reached up and licked Peter’s hand.




  One of the brown-faced men said, “That’s a likely-looking hound. He the one I read about in the paper?”
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