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216 DISORDER AND EARLY SORROW

covers. She nods, with one last littde sob. For a quarter of
an hour he sits beside her and watches while she falls
asleep in her furm, beside the little brother who found the
right way so much earlier than she. Her silky brown hair
takes the enchanting fall it always does when she sleeps;
deep, deep lie the lashes over the eyes that late so abun-
dantly poured forth their sorrow; the angelic mouth with
its bowed upper lip is peacefully relaxed and a little open.
Only, now and then comes a belated catch in her slow
breathing,

And ber small hands, like pink and white fHowers, lie so
cuietly, one on the coverlet, the other on the pillow by her
face—Dr. Comelius, gazing, feels his heart melt with
tendemess as with strong wine, '

“How good,” he thinks, “that she breathes in oblivion
with every breath she draws! That in childhood each night
iz & deep wide gulf between one day and the next. To-
soirow, beyond all doubt, young Hergesell will be a pale
shadow, powerless to darken her little heart. Tomorrow,
forgetful of all but preseni joy, she will walk with Abel
and Snapper, all five gentlemen, round and round the table,
will play the ever-thrilling cushion game.”

Heaven be praised for thatl
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A MAN AND HIS DOG

He Comes Bound the Corner

WeEN spring, the fairest season of the year, does henowr
to its name, and when the trilling of the birds rouses me
eatly because I have ended the day before at'a seemly
hour, I love to rise betimes and go for a half-hour’s walk
before breakfast. Strolling hatless in the broad avenue in

- front of my house, or through the parks beyond, I like to

enjoy a few draughts of the young morning air and ftaste

its blithe purity befere I am claimed by the labours of the

day. Standing on the front steps of my house, 1 give a
whistle in two notes, tonic and lower fourth, like the be-
ginning of the second phrase of Schubert’s Unfinished
Symphony; it might be considered the musical setting of
a two-syllabled name. Next moment, and while I walk to-
wards the garden gate, the faintest tinlde sounds from afar,
at first scarcely audible, but growing rapidly louder and
more distinct; such a sound as might be made by 2 metal
licence-tag clicking against the trimmings of 2 leather col-
lar, I face about, to see Bashan rounding the corner of the
house at top speed and charging towards me as though he
meant to knock me down. In the effort he is making he has
dropped his lower lip, baxing two white teeth that glitter
in the moming sun. o

He comes straight from his kenmel, whick stands at the
back of the house, between the props of the veranda floor.
Probably, until my two-toned call set him in this violent
motion, he had been lying there snatching a nap after the
adventures of the night. The kennel has curtains of sack-
ing and is lined with straw; indeed, a straw or 50 may be
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clinging to Bashan’s sleep-rumpled coat or even sticking
between his toes—a comic sight, which reminds me of a
painstakingly imegined production of Schiller's Die Réuber
thai T once saw, in which old Count Moor came ¢ut of the
Hunger Tower tricot-clad, with 2 straw sticking pathetically
betwesn his toes, Involuntarily I assume a defensive position
" to meet the charge, receiving it on my flank, for Bashan
shows every sign of meaning to sun between my legs and
wip me up. However at the last minute, when a collision
is mominent, he always puts on the brakes, executing a
hali-wheel which speaks for both his mental and his physi-
ozl self-control. And then, without a sound—for he makes
spaving use of his soncrous and expressive voice—he dances
wildly round me by way of greeting, with immoderate
plungings and waggings which are not confined to the ap-
pendage provided by nature for the purpose but bring his
whole hind quarters as far as his ribs into play. He con-
tracts his whole body into a curve, he hurtles into the air
# a fying leap, he tums round and round on his own
azis——and curiously enough, whichever way I turn, he al-
ways coutiives to execute these manceuvres behind my
peck. But the moment I stoop down and put out my hand
he jumps to my side and stands like a statue, with his
sheulder against my shin, in a slentwise posture, his strong
paws braced against the ground, his face tumed upwards
so that he looks at me upside-down. And his utter im-
moebility, as I pat his shoulder and murmur encouragement,
is as concentvated and fiercely passionate as the frenzy be-
forva ithad beep. ,

Bashap is a short-haired German pointer—speaking by
and large, that is, and not too literally. For he is probably
0ot quite orthodox, as a pure matter of points, In the first
place, he is a litile too small. He is, I repeat, definitely
uadersized for a proper peinter, And then his forelegs are
not absolutely sivaight, they have just the suggestion of an
ouiward curve—which also detracts from his qualifications
&7 & dlood-dog. And he has a tendency to a dewlap, those
folds of hanging skin under the muzzle, which in Bashan’s
case are admirably becoming but again would be frowned
on by vow fapatic for pure breeding, as I understand
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that 2 pointer should have taut skin round the neck.
Bashan’s colouring is very fine: His coat is a rusty brown
with biack stripes and a good deal of white on chest, paws,
and under side. The whole of his snub nose seems to have
been dipped in black paint. Over the broad top of his head
and on his cool hanging ears the black and brown cembine
in 2 lovely velvety pattern. Quite the prettiest thing about
him, however, is the whorl or stud or Litdle tuft at the centre
of the convolution of white hairs on his chest, which stands
out like the boss on an ancient breastplate. Very likely even
his splendid coloration is 2 litde too marked and. would be
objected to by those who put the laws of breeding above
the value of personality, for it would appear that the classic
pointer type should have a.coat of one. colour or at most
with spots of a different one, but never stripes. Worst of
all, from the point of view of classification, is a hairy
growth hanging from his muzzle and the comners of his
mouth; it might with some justice be called a moustache
and goatee, and when you concentrate on it, close at hand
or even at a distance, you camnot help thinking of an
airedale or a schnauzer,

But classifications aside, what a geed and geod-looking
animal Bashan i5, as he stands there straining against my
knee, gazing up at me with all his devotion in his eyes!
They are particularly fine eyes, too, both gentle and wise,
if just a hitle too prominent and glassy. The iris is the’
same colour as his coat, a rusty brown; it is only a narow
tim, for the pupils are difated into pools of blackness and
the outer edge mesges into the white of the eye wherein
it swims. His whole head is expressive of honesty and in-
telligence, of manly gualities corresponding to his physical
structure: his arched and swelling chest where the ribs
stand out under the smooth and supple skin; the narrow
haunches, the veined, sinewy legs, the strong, well-shaped
paws. All these bespeak wvirility and a stout heart; they
suggest hunting blood and peasant stock—yes, certainly
the hunter and game dog do after all predominate in
Bashan, he is genuine pointer, no matter if he does not
owe his existence to a snobbish system of inbreeding. All
this, probably, is what I am really telling him as I pat his
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shoulder-blade and address him with a few disjointed words
of encouragement. :
So he stands and looks and listens, gathering from wha
i say and the tone of it that I distinctly approve of his

sxistence——the very thing which I am at pains to imply. And

suddenly he thrusts out his head, opening and shutting his
fips very fast, and makes a snap at my face as though he

meant to bite of my nose. It is a gesture of response to -

my remasks, and it always makes me- recoil with a laugh,
2s Bashan knows beforehand that it will, It is a kiss in the
air, half caress, half teasing, 2 trick he has had since
puppyhood, which I have never seen in any of his prede-
cessors, And he immediately begs pardon for the liberty,
crovching, wagging his tail, and behaving funnily embaxz-
rassed. So we go out through the garden gate and into the
ﬂi}eﬂh

We ave encompassed with a roaring like that of the sea;
for we live almost directly on the swift-lowing river that
foams over shallow ledges at no great distance from the
popular avenue. In between lie a fenced-in grass plot planted
with maples, and a raised pathway skirted with huge aspen
tvees, bizarre and willowlike-of aspect. At the beginning of
fune their seed-pods strew the ground far and wide with
woolly snow. Upstream, in the direction of the city, con-
struction {rocps are building a pontoon bridge. Shouts of
command and the thump of heavy boots on the planks
scund across the river; also, from the further bank, the
aoise of indusirial activity, for there is a locomotive foundry
o litde way downstream. Its premises have been lately en-
iarged tc meet increased demands, and light streams all
alght long from its lofty windows, Beautiful glittering new
epgines roll to and fro on trial runs; a steam whistle emits
wailing head-tones from tme to tme; muffled thunderings
of wnspecified origin shatter the air, smoke pours out of the
meny chimneys to be caught up by the wind and borne
away over the wooded country beyond the river, for it
seidomn or never blows over to our side. Thus in our half-
subwrban, half-rural ssclusion the voice of nature mingles
with that of man, and over all lies the bright-eyed fresh-
ness of the new day. '

A MAN AND HIS DOG Z2L

It might be about half past seven by official time when
I set out; by sun-time, half past six. With my hands behind
my back I stroll in the tender sunshine down the avenue,
cross-hatched by the long shadows of the poplar trees.
From where I am I cannot see the river, but I hear its
broad and even flow. The trees whisper gently, song-birds
fill the ajr with their penetrating chirps and warbles, twit-
ters and trills; from the direction of the sunrise a plane is
fiying under the humid-blue sky, a rigid, mechanical bird
with a droning hum that rises and falls as it steers-a free
course above river and fields. And Bashan is delighting my
eyes with the beautiful long leaps he is making across the
low rail of the grass-plot cn my left. Backwards and ior-
wards he leaps—as a matter of fact he is doing it because
he knows I like it; for I have often urged him on by shout-
ing and striking the railing, praising him when he fell in
with my whim. So now he comes up tc me after mearly
every jump to hear how intrepidly and elegantly he jumps.
He even springs up into my face and slavers all over the
arm 1 put out to protect it. But the jumping is also to be
conceived as a sort of morning exercise, and morning toilet
as well, for it smooths his ruffled coat and rids it of old
Moor's siraws.

It is good to walk like this in the early moming, with
senses rejuvenated and spirit cleansed by the night’s long

healing draught of Lethe. You look confidently forward to’

the day, yet pleasantly hesitate to begin it, being master
as you are of this little untroubled span of time between,
which is your good reward for good behavicur. You in-
dulge in the illusion that your life is habitually steady,
simple, concentrated, and contemplative, that you belong
entirely to yourself—and this illusion makes you quite
happy. For a human being tends te believe that the mood
of the moment, be it troubled or blithe, peaceful or stormy,
is the true, native, and permanent tenor of his existence;
and in particular he likes to exalt every happy chance into
an inviolable rule and to regard it as the benign order of
his life—whereas the truth is that he is condemned to im-
provisation and morally lives from hand to mouth all the
time. So now, breathing the morning air, you stoutly be-
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lieve that you are virtuous and free; while you ought to
Inew-—and at bottom do know—that the world is spread-
g i snares vound your feet, and that most likely to-
morrowy you will be lying in your bed until nine, because
you soaght i at two in the morning hot and befogged with
impessioned discussion. Never mind. Today you, a sober
character, as early riser, you are the tight master for that
siout hunter who has just cleared the railings again out of
sheer joy in the fact that today you apparently belong to
i alene and not to the world,

We foliow the avenue for about five minutes, to the point
where it ceases to be an avenue and becomes a gravelly
waste along the ziver-bank, From this we turn away to our
it and strike into another covered with finer gravel,
ch bas been laid out like the avenue and like it provided
#ith » cycle-path, but is not yet built up. It runs be-
iween low-lying, wooded lots of Jand, towards the slope
which is the eastern limit of our river neighbourhood and
Bashan’s theatve of action. On owr way we cross another
#0ad, equally embryonic, running along between fields and
meadows. Further up, however, where the tram stops, it
iy quite built up with flais. We descend by a gravel path
inie a well-laid-out, parklike valley, quite deserted, as in-
deed the whole region is at this hour, Paths are laid out in
curves aad rondels, there are benches to rest on, tidy play-
grouads, with wide plots of lawn with fine old trees whoss
“oughs neaily swesp the grass, covering all but a glimpse
oi trunk, They are elms, beeches, limes, and silvery willows,
in well-disposed groups. I enjoy to the full the well-land-
< guality of the scene, where I may walk no more
disturbed than if it belonged to me alome. Nothing has
neen forgotien—ihere are even cement gutters in the gravel

paths that lead down the grassy slopes. And the abundant

greepery discloses here and there a charming distant vista
of ane of the villas that bound the spot on two sides.

Here for a while I stroll along the paths, and Bashan
sevels in the freedom of unlimited level space, galloping
acioss and acioss the lawns like mad with his body in.
clived in o cenirifugal plane; sometimes, barking with
miogled pleasure and exasperation, he pursues a bird which
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flutters as though spellbound, but perhaps on purpose io
tease him, along the ground just in front of his nose. But
if 1 sit down on a bench he is at my side at once and takes
up & positicn on one of my feet. For it is a law of his being
that he only runs about when I am in motion foo; that
when I settie down he follows suit, There seems ne obvious
reason for this practice; but Bashan never fails to conform
to . i

I get an odd, intimate, and amusing sensation from hav-

- ing him sit on my foot and wam it with the blood-heat of

his body. A pervasive fesling of sympathy and good cheer
flls me, as almost invariably when in his company and
looking at things from his angle. He has a rather rustic
slouch when he sits down; his shoulder-blades stick out
and his paws turn negligently in. He locks smaller and
squatter than he really is, and the little white boss on his
chest is advanced with comic effect. But all these faults
are atoned for by the lofty and dignified carriage of the
head, so full of conceniration, All is quiet, and we two
sit there absclutely still in our turn. The rushing of the
water comes to us faint and subdued. And the senses be-
come alert for all the Hny, mysterious litle sounds that
naiure makes; t,h.e\]izard’s quick dart, the note of 2 bird,
the burrowing of a mole in the earth. Bashan pricks up his
ears—in so far as the muscles of naturally drooping eass
will allow them te be pricked. He cocks his head to hear
the better; and the nostrils of his moist black nose keep
twitching sensitively as he sniffs,

Then he lies down, but always in contact with my
foot, I see him in profile, in that age-old, conventionalized
pose of the beast-god, the sphinx: head and chest held
high, forelegs close to the body, paws extended in parallel

lines, He has got overheated, so he opens his mouth, and

at once all the intelligence of his face gives way to the
merely animal, his eyes narrow and blink and his rosy
tongue lolls out between his strong white pointed teeth. .

How We Got Bashan

Ip the peighbourhood on ‘Télz there is 2 mountain iun,
kept by a pleasingly buxem, black-eyed damsel, with the
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gssistance of a growing daughter, equally buxom and
black-gyed. This damsel it was who acted as go-between in
ous introduction to Bashan and our subsequent acquisition
of him. Two years ago now that was; he was six months old
ai the Hime. Anastasia—for so the damsel was celled—
knew that we had had to have our last dog shot; Percy by
name, o Scotch collie by breeding and a harmless, feeble-
minded aristocrat whe in his old age fell victim to a pain-
ful and disfipuring skin disease which obliged us to put
him away. Since that time we had been without a guardian.
She telephoned from her mountain height to say that she
had taken to board 2 dog that was exactly what we wanted
ond that it might be inspected at any time. The children
siamoured to ses it, and our own curiosity was scarcely
hehind theirs; so the very next afterncon we climbed up
tc Anasiasia’s inm, and found her in her roomy kitchen
i of wavm and succulent steam, preparing her lodgers’
suppes. Her face was brick-red, her brow was wet, the
siceves were rolled back on her plump arms, and her frock
was open at the throat, Her young daughter went to and
fip, an industrious kitchen-maid. They were glad to see
us and thoroughly approved of our having lost no time in
coming, We locked about; whereupon Resi, the daughter,
led ws op to the kitchen table and, squatting with her
honds on her knees, addressed a few encouraging words
heneath it. Until then, in the flickering half-light, we had
seen aothing; but now we perceived something standing
there, tied by a bit of rope to the table-leg: an object that
must have made any soul alive burst into. half-pitying
langhter.

Gaunt and knock-kneed he stood there with his tail be-
tween his hind legs, his four paws planted together, his
hack arched, shaking., He may have been frightened, but
one had the feeling that he had ot enough on his bones
o keep him warm; for indeed the poor Little animal was
o skeleton, a2 mere rack of bones with a spinal column,
coverad with a rough fell and stuck up on four sticks, He
had l2id back his ears—which muscular contraction never
failz tc sxiinguish every sign of intelligence and cheer in
the face of any dog. In him, who was still entirely puppy,
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the effect was so consummate that he stood there expres-
sive of nothing but wretchedness, stupidity, and a muls
appeal for our forbearance. And his hirsute appendages,

‘which ke has to this day, were then out of all proportion

to his size and added a final touch of sour hypochondria
to his appearance.

We all stooped down and began to coax and encourage
this pictwre of misery. The children were delighted and
sympathetic at once, and their shouts mingled with the
voice of Anastasia as, standing by her cecoking-stove, she
began to furnish u¢ with the particulars of her charge’s
origins and history. He was named, provisionally, Luz, she
said, in her pleasant, level veice; and was the offspring of
irreproachable parents. She had herself known the mother
and of the father had heard nothing but geod. Lux had
scen the light on a farm in Hugelfing; and it was only due
to a combination of circumstances that his owmers were
willing to part with him cheaply. They had brought him to

" her inn because there he might be seen by a good many

people. They had come in a cart, Lux bravely running the
whole twenty kilometres behind the wheels. She, Anastasia,
had thought of us at once, knowing that we were on the
look-out for a good dog and feeling certain that we should
want him, ¥ we so decided, it would be a good thing
all round. She was sure we should have great joy of him,
he in his twn would have found a good home and be no -
longer lonely in the world, and she, Anastasia, would
know that he was well taken care of. We must not be
prejudiced by the figure he cut at the moment; be was
upset by his strange surroundings and uncertain of himself,
but his good breeding would come out strong before long,
His father and mother were of the best.

Ye-es—but perhaps not quite well matched?

On the contrary; that is, they were both of them good
stock, He had -excellent points—she, Anastasia, ~would
vouch for that. He was not speilt, either, his needs were
modest—and that meant 2 great deal, nowadays. In fact,
up to now he had had nothing to eat but potate-parings.
She suggested that we take him home oo trial; if we found
that we did not take to him she would receive him back
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and refand the modest sum that was asked for him. She
made free to say this, not minding at all if we tock her up.
Deeause, knowing the dog and kmowing us, both parties,
a5 i wers, she was convinced that we should grow to love
i, and never dream of giving him up.

411 this she said and a great deal more in the same strain
in her easy, comfortable, voluble way, working the while
her stove, where the flames shot up suddenly now
aad then as though we were in a witches’ kitchen. She even
ssmae sad opened Lux's jaws with both hands to show wus
his beautiful teeth and—for some reason or other—the
1 grogves in the roof of his mouth. We asked kmowingly
if he had hed distemper; she replied with a little impatience
thal she veally could not say. Cur next question—how large
wonld he get——she answered more glibly: he would be
about the size of owr departed Percy, she said, There were
arors questions and answers; a good deal of warm-hearted
wrging from Anastasia, prayers and pleas from the children,
wad on owr side 2 feeble lack of resolution. At last we
begped for a litte Hime to think things over; she agreed,
s0d we weat thoughtfully valleywards, exchanging impres-
pigas 25 we went. -

“But of course the children had lost their hearts to the
wratehad ltde quadruped under the table; in vain we
afiected to jeer at their lack of judgment and taste, feeling
tiie woll ot our own heart-strings. We saw that we should
ok bs able 1o get him out of cur heads; we asked ourselves
what would become of him if we scorned him. Into what
hunds would he fallP The gquestion called up a homid
mewaory, we saw again the knacker from whom we had
sascuad Percy with e few timely and merciful bullets and
ar, honourable grave by the garden fence. If we wanted to
abandon Lux to an uocertain and perhaps gruesome fate,
#hpn we should never have seen him at all, never cast eyes
spon hie nfent whiskered face. We lmew him now, we felt
- ponsibility which we could disclaim only by an arbi-
4 axarcise of suthority.
St it was that the third day found us climbing up those
same gentle foothills of the Alps. Not that we had decided
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to buy--no, we only saw that, as things stood, the matier
could hardly have any other sutcome.

This tme we found Frau Anastasia and her daughter
drinking coffee, one at each end of the long kitchen table,
while between them he sat who bore provisionally the name
of Lux, in his very attitude as he sits today, slouching over
with his shoulder-blades stuck out and his paws turned in.
A bunch of wild Howers in his worn leather collar gave
him a festive look, like a rustic bridegroom or a village -
lad in his Sunday best. The daughter, looking very trim
herself in the tight bodice of her peasant costume, said
that she had adorned him thus to celebrate his entry inte
his new home. Mother and daughter both told us they had
never been more certain of anything in their lives than
that we would come back to fetch him—they knew that
we would come this very day. j

So there was nothing more to say. Anastasia-thanked us
in her pleasant way for the purchase price—ten marks—

" which we handed over. It was clear that she kad asked it

in our interest rather than in hers or that of the dog’s own-
ers; it was by way of giving Lux a positive value, in terms
of money, in our eyes. We quite understood, and paid it
gladly. Lux was untied from - his table-leg and the end of
the rope laid in my hand; we crossed Anastasia’s door-step
followed by the warmest, most cordial assurances amd
good wishes,

But the homeward way, which it took us an hour to
cover, was scarcely a triumphal procession. The bridegroom
soon lost his bouguet, while everybody we met either
laughed or else jeered at his appearence—and we met a
good many people, for our route lay through the length
of the market town at the foot of the hill. The last straw
was that Lux proved to be suffering from an apparently
chronic diarrhoea, which obliged us to make frequent pauses
under the villagers’ eyes. At such times we formed a circle
round him to shield his weakness from unfriendly eyes—
asking ourselves whether this was not distemper already
making its appearance. Our anxiety was uncalled-for: the
future was to prove that we were dealing with a sound
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and cleanly consiitution, which has been proof against dis-
temper and all such ailments up to this day.

Divectly we got home we summoned the maids to make
acquaintance with the new member of the family and
express ibelr modest judgment of his worth. They had
gvidendy been prepared to praise; but, reading our own
iHSf’U.Lﬂ?IjF in our eyes, they laughed loudly, turning their
backs upon the appealing object and waving him off with
their hends, We doubted whether they could understand
the natwre of owr Hnancial transaction with the bemevolent
Anastasia and in our weakness declared that we had had
him as a present. Then we led Lux into the veranda and

“ga?ed him with a hearty meal of scraps.

He was toc irightened to eat. He sniffed at the food
we wged upon him, but was evidently, in his modesty,
vaable to believe that these cheese- -parings and chicken-
_ bones were meant for him, But he did not reject the sack
stuffed with seaweed which we had prepared for him on
the foor, He lay there with his paws drawn up under him,
wiils within we tock counsel and eventually came to a
cenchasion about the name he was to bear in the future.

On the following day he still refused to eat; then came

a period when he gulped down everything that came within
reach of his muzzle; but graduelly he settled down to 2
regular and more fastidious regimen, this result roughly
coriesponding with his adjustment to his new life in geo-
ﬁral so that I will not dwell further upon it. The process

of adaptaiion sulfered an interruption one day—Bashan dis-
sagpeaieé The children had taken him into the garden and
let him off the lead for better freedom of action. In a
mormentary lapse of vigilance he had escaped through the
bole vnder the garden gate and gained the outer world,
Wa were grieved and upset at his loss—at least the masters
of the house were, for the maids seemed inclined to take
Hght-heartedly the loss of a dog which we had received
as a gift; perhaps they did not even consider it a loss. We
relephoned wildly to Anastasia’s inn, hoping he might find
his we'y thither. In vain, nobody had seen him; two days
passerd before we heard that Anastasia had word from
Hugelfing that Lux had put in an appearance at his ﬁrst
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homs some hour and 2 half before. Yes, he was thers, his
native idealism had drawn him back to the world of his
early potato-parings; through wind and weather he had
trotted alone the twelve or fourteen miles which he had
first covered between the hind wheels of the farmer’s cart.
His former owners had to use it again to deliver him into
Anastasia’s hands once more, On the second day after
that we went up to reclaim the wanderer, whom we found
as hefore, tied to the table-leg, jaded and dishevelled, be-
mired from the mud of the roads. He did show signs of
being glad to see ws again—but then, why bad he gone
away?

The time came when it was plain that he had forgotien
the farm—yet without having quite struck reot with us;
so that he was a masterless soul and like a leaf carried by
the wind. When we took him walking we had to keep
close watch, for he tended to snap the frail bond of sym-

- pathy which was all that as yet united us and to lose him-

self uncbirusively in the woods, where, being quite on his
own, he would certainly have reverted to the condition
of his wild forbears. Qur care preserved him from this
dark fate, we held him fast upon his civilized height and
to his poslhon as the comrade of man, which his race in
the course of millennia has achieved. A_nd then a decisive
event, our removal to the city—or a suburbh of it—made
him wholly dependent upen us and deﬁmtely a member of
the family.

Notes on Bashan’s Cheracter and Manner of Life

A man in the Isar valley had told me that this kind of
dog can become a nuisance, by always wanting to be with
his master. Thus I was forewarned against taking teo per-
sonally Bashan's persistent faithfulness to myself, and it was
easier for me to discourage it a litde and protect myself
at need. It is a deep-lying patriarchal instinct in-the dog
which leads him—at least in the more manly, outdoor
breeds—to recognize and honour in the man of the house
and head of the family his absolute master and overlord,
protector of the hearth; and to find in the relation of vas-
salage to him the basis and value of his own existence,
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wheisas his attitude towards the rest of the family is
much more independent. Almost from the very first day
Bashan behaved in this spirit towards me, following me
with his trustful eyes that seemed to be begging me to
cider him about—which I was chary of doing, for time
soon showed that obedience was notone of his strong
poinis—and dogging my footsteps in the obvious co?swic-
tion that sticking e me was the patural order of things.
in the family circle he always sat at my feet, never by any
chance at anyone else’s. And when we were walking, if I
strack off on a path by myself, he invariably followed me
and not the others. He insisted on being with me when I
worked; if the garden door was closed he would c?iscuncert
me by jumping suddenly in at the window, bﬁngmg much
gravel in his train and flinging himself down panting be-
acath my desk. ,
Put the presence of any living thing—even a dog—is
something of which we are very conscious; we attend to
it in a way that is distwbing when we want to be alone.
Thus Bashan could become 2 quite tangible nuisance. He
would come wp to me wagging his tail, look at me with
devouring gaze, and prance provocatively. On the smallest
snoowragement he would put his forepaws on the arm c.nf
my chair, lean against me, and make me laugh with his
Iisses in the air. Then he would examine the things on my
desk, obviously under the impression that they must be
good to eat since he so often found me stooped above
ihem; and so doing would smudge my freshly written page
with bis bioad, hairy hunter’s paws. I would sharply call
him o order and he would lie down on the floor and‘go
t sleep. But when he slept he dreamed, making running
motions with all four paws and barking in a subterran.ean
but perfecdy audibie sort of way. I quite comprehensibly
found this distracting; in the first place the sound was un-
cannily venuiloguistic, in the second it gave me a guilty
feeling, ¥For this dream life was obviously an a:rtlﬁclal sub-
stitute for real running, hunting, and open-air activity; it
vwas supplied to him by his own nature becxiiuse his Iife
with me did not give him as much of it as his blood and
his senses required. [ felt touched; but since thers was

|
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nothing for it, I was constrained in the name of my higher
interests to throw off the incubus, telling myself that
Bashan brought altogether too much mud into the room
2nd alse that he damaged the carpet with his claws.

So then the fiat went forth that he might not be with me
or in the house when I was there—though of course there
might be exceptiens to the rule. He was quick to under-
stand and submit to the unnatural prohibition, as being the
inscrutable will of his lord and master. The separation from
me—which in winter often*lasted the greater part of the
day—was in his mind only a separation, not a divorce or
severance of connections, He may not be with me, hecausa
I have so ordained. But the not being with me is & kind
of negative being-with-me, just in that it is carrying out
my command. Hence we can hardly speak of an independ-
ent existence carried on by Bashan during the hours when
he is not by my side. Through the glass door of my study
I can see him on the grass plot in front of the house, play-
ing with children and putting on an absurd avencular air,
He repeatedly: comes to the door and sniffs at the crack—
he cannot see me through the muslin curtains—io assure
himself of my presence within; then he sits down and
mounts guard with his back to the door. Sometimes I see
him from my window prosing along on the elevated path
between the aspen trees; but this is only fo pass the time,
the excursion is void of all pride or joy in life; in fact, it
is unthinkable that Bashan should devote himself to the
pleasures of the chase on his own account, though there
is nothing to prevent him from doing sc and my presence,
as will be seen, is not always an unmixed advantzge.

Life for him begins when I issue fiom the house—
though, alas, it does not always begin even then! For the
question is, when I do go out, which .way am I going to
turn: to the right, down the avenue, the road towards the
open and our huating-ground, or towards the left and the
place where the trams stop, to ride into town? Only in
the first case is there any sense in accompanying me. At first
he used to follow me even when I turned left; when the
tram thundered up he would look at it with amazement
and then, suppressing his fears, land with one blind asd
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devoted leap among the crowd on the platform. Thence
being dislodged by the popular indignation, he would
gallop along on the ground behind the roaring vehicle
which 50 little resembled the cart he once lmew. He would
heep up with it as long as he could, his breath getting
snorter and shorter, But the city trafic bewildered his
sustic brains; he got between people’s legs, strange dogs
fell on his flank, he was confused by 2 volume and variety
oi smells, the like of which he had never imagined, irvesist-
ibly distracted by house-corners impregnated with linger-
ing ancient scents of old adventures, He would fall behind;
sometimes he would overtake the tram again, sometimes
not; sometimes he overtook the wrong one, which looked

just the same, ran blindly in the wrong direction, further

apd further into a mad, strange world, Once he only came
home after two days’ absence, Limping and starved to
death, and, seeking the peace of the last house on the
river-bank, found that his lord and master had been sensible
enough to get there before him,

This happened two or three times. Then he gave it up
and definitely declined to ge with me when I turned to
the left. He always knows instantly whether I have chosen
the wild or the world, directly I get outside the door. He
sprinps up from the mat in the entrance where he has
besn waiting for me and in that moment divines my inten-
tions; my clothes betray me, the cane I camry, probably
even my bearing: my cold and negligent glance or on the
other hand the challenging eye I turn upon him. He under-
stands, In the one case he tumbles over himself down the
steps, he whirls round and round like a stone in a sling as
in dumb rejoicing he runs before me to the gate. In the
other he crouches, lays back his ears, the light goes out of
his eves, the fire I have kindled by my appearance dies
down to ashes, and he puts on the guilty look which men
and animals alike wear when they are unhappy.

Sometimes he cannot believe his eyes, even though they
plainly tell him that there is no hope for the chase today.
His yearning has been too strong. He refuses to see the
signs, the urban walking-stick, the careful city clothes, He
presses beside me through the gate, turns round like light-
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ning, and tries to make me turn right, by running off at 2
gallop in that direction, twisting his head round, and ig-
noring the fatal negative which I oppose to his efforts.
When I actually tumn to the left he comes back and walks
with me along the hedge, with little snorts and head-tones
which seem to emerge from the high tension of his interior.
He takes to jumping to and fro over the park railings;
although they are rather high for comfort and he gives
little moans as he leaps, being evidently afraid of hurting
himself. He jumps with a sort of desperate gaiety which
is bent on ignoring reality; also in the hope of beguiling
me by his performance. For there is still a little—a very
little—hope that I may still leave the highroad at the end
of the park and turn left after all by the roundabout way
past the pillarbox, as I do when I have letters to post. But
I do that very seldom; so when that last hope has fled,
then Bashan sits down and lets me go my way. '
There he sits, in that clumsy rustic posture of his, in the

" middle of the road and looks after me as far as he can see

me. If I turn my head he pricks up his ears, but he does
not follow; even if I whistled he would not, for he knows
it would be useless. When I turn out of the avenue I can
still see him sitting there, a small, dark, clumsy figure in
the road, and it goes toc my heart, I have pangs of con-
science as I mount the tram. He has waited so long——and

we all know what torture waiting can bel His whole life

is a waiting—waiting for the next walk in the open, a wail-
ing that begins as soon as he is rested from the last one.
Even his night consists of waiting; for his sleep is distrib-
uted throughout the whole twenty-four hours of the day,
with many a little nap on the grass in the garden, the sun
shining down warm on his coat, or behind the curtains of
his kennel, to break up and shorten the empty spaces of
the day. Thus his night sleep is broken too, not continuous,
and manifold instincts urge him abroad in the darkness;
he dashes to and fro all over the garden—and he waits,
He waits for the night watchman to come on his rounds
with his lantern and when he hears the recurrent heavy
tread heralds it, against his own better knowledge, with a
terrific outburst of barking. He waits for the sky to grow
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pale, for the cocks to crow at the mursery-gardener’s close
v; for the womning breeze to rise among the tree-tops—
and for the kitchen door to be opened, so that he may slip
in and warm himsell at the stove.

Siill, the nighi-time martyrdom must be mild compared
with what Bashan has to endure in the day. And partic-
vlarly when the weather is fine, either winter or summer,
when the sunshine lures one abroad and all the muscles
iwitch with the craving for viclent motion—and the master,
without whom it is impossible to conceive doing anything
——gimply will not leave his post behind the glass deor, All
that agile little body, feverishly alive with pulsating life,
i restad through and through, is worn out with resting;
sleep ic not to be thought of. He comes up on the terrace
sulside my deor, lets himself down with a sigh that seems

i come from his very heart, and vests his bead on his -

pavrs, rolling his eyes up patiently to heaven, That lasts
but a few seconds, he cannot stand the position any more,
he sickens of it. One other thing there isto do. He can go
down again and lift his leg against one of the litde formal
asbor-vitee trees that flank the rose-bed-—it is the one to
ihe vight that suffers from his attentions, wasting away so
tha! it has to be replanted every year, He does go down,
then, and performs this action, not because he needs to,
but fust to pass the time. He stands there a long Hme, with
very Hiile to show for it, however—so long that the hind

ieg in the air begins to iremble and he bas o give a lLitde

how to regain his balance. On four legs once more he is no
botier off than be was. He stares stupidly up into the
boughs of the ash trees, where iwo birds are flitting and
chirping; waiches them dart off like arrows and turns away
a5 Though in contempt of such light-headedness. He
siatches, At o tear himself apart, The streiching is very
thorough; it is done in two sections, thus: frst the forelegs,
ag the hind ones into the air; second the rear quarters,
by sprawling them out on the ground; both actions being
scopmpanied by tremendous yawning. Then that is over too,
canoot De spun out any longer, and if you have just
faished an exhawstive stretching you cannot do it over
apain fust at epce. e stands still and looks gloomily at the

()

A MAN AND HIS DOG 238

ground. Then he begins to turn round on himself, slowly
and consideringly, as though he wanted to lie down, yet
was not quite certain of the best way to do it. Finally he
decides not to; he moves off sluggishly to the middle of
the grass-plot, and once there fings himself violently on
his back and scrubs to and fro as though to cool off on
the shaven turf. Quite a blissful sensation, this, it seems,
for his paws jerk and he snaps in all directions in a delirium
of release and satisfaction. He drains this joy down to its
vapid dregs, aware that it is fleeting, that you cannot roll
and tumble more than ten seconds at most, and that zo
sound and soul-contenting weariness will result from it,
but only a flatness and returning boredom, such as always
follows when one iries to drug cneself. He lies there on his
side with his eyes rolled up, as though he were dead, Ther
he gets up and shakes himself, shakes as only his like can
shake without fearing concussion of the brain; shakes until
everything rattles, until his ears flop together under his
chin and foam flies from his dazzling white teeth, And
then? He stands perfectly still in his tracks, rigid, dead to
the world, without the least idea what to do next. And
then, driven to extremes, he climbs the steps once more,
comes up to the glass door, lifts his paw and scratches—
hesitantly, with his ears leid back, the complete beggar. He
scratches only once, quite faintly; but this tmidly lifted

paw, this single, faint-hearted scratch, to which he has’

come because he simply cannot think of anything else, are
too moving. I get up and open the door, though I kmow
it can lead to no good. And he begins to dance and jump,
challenging me te be a man end come abroad with him.
He rumples the rugs, upsets the whole room and makes an
end of all my peace and quiet. But now judge for yourself
if, after I have seen Bashan wait like this, I can find it
easy to go off in the tram and leave him, a pathetic Litle
dot at the end of the poplar avenuel -

'In the long twilights of suwmmer, things are not quite
so bad: there is a good chance that I will take an evening
walk in the open and thus even after long waiting he will
come into his own and with good luck be able to start 2

- hare. But in winter if I go off in the afternoon it is all over
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for the day, all hope must be buried for another fouzf:-a.lza?ﬁ-=
iwenty hours, For night will have fallen; if I go out again
our huniing-grounds will lie in inaccessible darkness and I
must bend my steps towards the traffic, the light.ed streetf,
and ity patks up the river—and this does not suit Bashan's
siple seul. He came with me at first, but soon gave it up
and stopped at home. Not only that space arlld. freedom
were lacking; he was afraid of the bright lights in the dark-
pess, he shied at every bush, at every human Eorm,n A
solicsman’s fapping cloak could meke him swerve .f_:tsnie
with a yelp or even lead him to attack the ofﬁcelf' with a
courage -hom of desperation; when the latter, frightened
in his marn, would let loose a stream of abuse to our address.
fiaforitunste episodes mounted up when Bashan and I went
out together in the dark and the damp. And speaking of

sobicamen reminds me that there are three classes of human

heings whom Bashan does especially abhor: policemen,
manks, and chimney-sweeps. He cannot stand them, he
sssaiiz them with a fury of barling wherever he sees them
ar when they chance to pass the house.

ind winier is of cowse the Hme of year when freedom
and: sobristy ave with most difficulty preserved against
snares: when it is hardest to lead a regular, retired, and
concentrated, existence; when I may even seek the city
5 second time in the day. For the evening has its social
riaimg, pursiwing which I may come back at midnight, with
the last wam, or losing that am driven to retwrn on foot,
oy head in 2 whitl with ideas and wine and smoke, full
of roseate views of the world and of course long past the
point of normal fatigue. And then the embodiment of th;at
ather, Wuer, soberer life of mine, my own hearthstone, in
person, as it were, may come to meet me; not wou.nded,
act reproachful, but on the contrary giving me joyous
welcome and bringing me back to my own. I mean, of
course, Bashan. In pitchy darkness, the river roaring in my
cars, | tem into the poplar avenue, and after the ﬁrst
few steps I am enveloped in a soundless storm of prancings
and swishings; on the first occasion I did not know what
was bappening. “Bashen?” I inquire ints the blackness.
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The prancings and swishings redouble—is this a dancing
dervish or a Berserk warrior here on my path? But not a
sound; and directly I stand still, I feel those honest, wet
and muddy paws on the lapels of my raincoat, and a snap-
ping and flapping in my face, which I draw back even as
I stoop down to pat the lean shoulder; equally wet with
snow or rain. Yes, the.good soul has come to meet the
tram. Well informed as always wpon my comings and
goings, he has got up at what he judged to be the right
time, to fetch me from the station. He may have been wait-
ing a long while, in snow or rain, vet his joy at my final
appearance knows no resentment at my faithlessness,
though I have neglected him all day and brought his hopes
to naught. I pat and praise him, and as we go home to-
gether I tell him what a fine fellow he is and promise him
(that is to say, not so much him as myself) that tomorrow,
no matter what the weather, we two will follow the chase
together. And resolving thus, I feel my worldly precccupa-
tons melt away; sobriety returns; for the image I have
conjured up of our hunting-ground and the charms of its
solitude is linked in my mind with the call to higher, stran.
ger, more obscure concerns of mine.

There are still other traits of Bashan’s character which
I should like to set down hers, so that the gentle reader
may get as lively and speaking an image of him as is any-
way possible. Perhaps the best way would be for me to
compare him with our deceased Percy; for a better-defined
contrast than that between these two never existed within
the same species. First and foremost we must remember
that Bashan was entirely sound in mind, whereas Percy,
as I have said, and as often happens ameong aristocratic
canines, bad always been mad, through and through, a
perfectly typical specimen of frantic over-breeding. I have
referred to this subject before, in 2 somewhat wider con-
mection; here I only want, for purposes of comparison, to
speak of Bashan’s infinitely simpler, more ordinary mental-
ity, expressed for instance in the way he would greet you,
or in his behaviour on our walks. His manifestations were
always within the bounds of a hearty and healthy com-
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mon sense; they mever even bordered on the hysterical,
whereas Percy’s on all such occasions oversiepped them
in a way that was at tmes quite shocking,

Aad even that does not quite cover the contrast between
these two creatures; the truth is move complex and invelved
still. Pashan is coarser-Bbred, true, like the lower classes;.
hui kke them also he is not above complaining. His noble
predecessor, on the other hand, united more delicacy and
a gizater capacity for suffering, with an infinitely firmer
anc prouder spirit; despite all his foolishness he far excelled
in self-discipline the powers of Bashan’s peasant soul. In
saying this I am not defending any aristocratic system of
valves. It is simply to do honour to truth and actuality that
i wani to bring out the mixture of softness and hardiness,
delicacy and fironess in the twe natures. Bashan, for in-

stance, is guite able o spend the coldest winter might out

of deors, behind the sacking curtains of his kennel. e has
2 wealmess of the bladder which makes # impossible for
him to remain seven howss shut up in a room; we have to
fusten him out, even in the most inhospitable weather, and
trust to his robust constitution. Sometimes after a particu-
lasly bitter and foggy winter night he comes into the house
with his moustache and whiskers like delicately frosted
wizas; with a little cold, even, and coughing in the odd, cne-
syliabled way that dogs have. But in a few hours he has
got ali over i and fakes no harm at all, Whereas we should
never have dared to expose our sitken-haired Percy to such
vigows. Yet Bashan is afraid of the slightest pain, bebaving
o abjectly that ome would feel disgusted if the plebeian
simplicity of his behaviour did not make one laugh instead.
When he goes stalking in the underbrush, I constantly
lheas him velping because he has been scratched by a thom
or & branch has strack him in the face. If he hurts his foot
ov sking hiz belly a little, jumping over a fence, he sets up
2 ory like an antique herc in his death-agony; comes to
me hobbling on three legs, howling and lamenting in an
abandeninent of self-pity—the more piercingly, the more
syinpaihty he gets—and this although in fifteen minuies
e wili be running and jumping again as though nothing
had heppened.
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With Percival it was otherwise; he clenched his jaws
and was stll. He was afraid of the dog-whip, as Bashan
is too; and tasted it, alas, more often than the latter, for
in his day I was younger and quicker-tempered and his
witlessness .often assumed a vicious aspect which cried
out for chastisement and drove me on to administer it,
When I was quite beside myself and took down the lash
from the nail where”it hung, Percy might craw!l under a
table or a bench. But not a sound would escape him under
punishment; even at 2 second flailing he would give vent
only to a fervent moan if it stung worse than usual—
whereas the base-born Bashan will howl abjectly i I so
much as raise my arm. In short, no sense of honour, nc
strictness with himself. And anyhow, it seldom comes to
corporal punishment, for I long ago ceased to make de-
mands upon him contrary to his nature, of a kind which
would jead to conflict between us.

For example, I never ask him to leam tricks; it would
be of no use. He is not talented, nc circus dog, no trained
down. He is a sound, vigorous young hunter, not a profes-
sor. I believe I remarked that he is a capital jumper. No
obstacle too great, if the incentive be present: if be can-
not jump it he will scrabble up somehow and let himself
fall on the other side—at least, he conquers it one way or
ancther, But it must be a genuine obstacle, not to be
jumped through or crawled under; otherwise he would
think it folly to jump. A wall, a ditch, a fencs, & thickset
hedge, are genuine chstacles; a crosswise bar, a stick held
out, are not, and you cannot jump over them without going
contrary to reason and leoking silly. Which Bashan refuses
to do. He refuses. Try t¢ make him jump over some such
unreal obstacle; in the end you will be reduced to taking
him by the scruff of the neck, in your anger, and flinging
him over, while he whimpers and yaps. Once on the other
side he acts as though he had done just what you wanted
and celebrates the event in a frenzy of barking and caper-
ing. You may coax or you may punish; you cannot break
down his reasonable resistance to performing 2 mere twick.
He is not unaccommodating, he sets store by his master’s
approval, he will jamp over a hedge at my will or my
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command, and not only when he feels like it himself, and
wn;av:. very much the praise I bestow. But over a bar or a
siick he will not jump, he will crawl underneath—if he
were to die for it. A hundred times he will beg for forgive-
ness, forbearance, consideration; he fears pain, fears it to
the peint of being abject. But no fear and no pain can make
him capable of a performance which in itself would be
chilld’s-play for him, but for which he obviously lacks all
mental equipment. When you confront him with it, the
question is not whether he will jump or not; that is already
settled, and the command means nothing to him but a
beating. To demand of him what reason forbids him to
understand and hence to do is simply in his eyes to seek
a pretext for blows, strife, and disturbance of friendly rela-
tions-~it is merely the frst step towards all these things.
Thus Bashan looks at it, so far as I can see, and I doubt
whether one may properly charge him with obstinacy,
Obstinacy may be broken down, in the last analysis it cries
out o be broken down; but Bashan’s resistance to perform-
fag a iwick he would seal with his death.

Extracrdinary creature! So close 2 friend and yet sc
wemotz; so different from wus, in certain ways, that our
language has not power to do justice to his canine logic.

Hor instance, what is the meaning of that frightful circum-

stantiality-—unnerving alike to the spectator and to the
parties ‘themselves-—attendant on the meeting of dog and
ﬂog, ar on their first acquaintance or even on their first
sight of each other? My excursions with Bashan have made
ms witness to hundreds of such encounters, or, I might
better say, forced me to be an embarrassed spectator at
themn. 4nd every time, for the duration of the episode, my
old familiar Bashan was 2 stranger to me, I found it impos-
sible to enter into his feelings or behaviour or understand
the {ribal laws which governed them. Certainly the meeting
in the open of two dogs, strangers to each other, is one
of the most painful, thrillng, and pregnant of all con-
ceivable encounters; it is swrrounded by an atmosphere of
ibe last umcanniness, presided over by a constraint for
which § have no preciser name; they simply camnot pass
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each other, their mutual embarrassment is frightful to
behold.

I am not speaking of the case where one of the parties
is shut up behind a hedge or a fence. Even then it is not
easy to interpret their feelings—but at least the situation
is less acute. They sniff each other from far off, and Bashan
suddenly seeks shelter in my neighbourhood, whining 2
little to give vent to a distress-and oppression which simply
no words can describe. At the same time the imprisoned
stranger sefs up a violent barking, ostensibly in his chaz-
acter as a good watch-dog, but passing over unconsciocusly
into a whimpering much like Bashan’s own, an unsatisfied,
envious, distressful whine. We draw near. The strange dog
is waiting for us, close to the hedge, grousing and be-
moaning his impotence; jumping at the barrier and giving
every sign-—how seriously ome cannot tell-—of intending
to tear Bashan to pieces if only he could get at him. Ba-

. shan might easily stick close to me and pass him by; but

he goes up to the hedge. He has to, he would even if I
forbade him; te remain away would be to transgress a code
elder and more inviolable than any prohibition of mine. He
advances, then, and with a modest and inscrutable bearing
performs that rite which he knows will soothe and appease
the other—even if temporarily—sc long as the stranger
performs it too, though whining and complaining in the .
act, Then they both chase wildly along the hedge, each on
his own side, as close as possible, neither making a sound.
At the end of the hedge they both face about and dash
back again. But in full career both suddenly halt and stand
as though rooted to the spot; they stand still, facing the
hedge, and put their noses together through it. For some
space of time they stand thus, then resume their curious,
futile race shoulder to shoulder on either side of the bar-
rier. But in the end my dog avails himself of his freedom
and moves offi—a frightful moment for the prisoner! He
cannot stand it, be finds it namelessly humiliating that the
other should dream of simply going off like that, He raves
and slavers and contorts himself in his rage; runs like one
mad up and down his enclosure; threatens to jump the
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hedge and have the faithless Bashan by the throat; he yells
insudts behind the vetreating back. Bashan hears it all, it
distrosses him, as bis manner shows. But he does not fum

sound, he jogs aleng beside me, while the cursings in our

wear die down into whinings and are still,

Such the proceduze when one of the parties is shut up.
Fmmbarrassments multiply when both of them are free. I
do not relish describing the scene: it is one of the most
painful and equivocal jmaginable, Bashan has been bound-
ing light-heartedly beside me; he comes up close, he fairly
forees himself vpon me, with a sniffling and whimpering
that seem to come from his very depths. I still do not
imow what moves his utterance, but I recognize it at once

and gather that there is a strange dog in the offing, I look-

abput-—yes, there he comes, and even at this distance his
sizained andl hesitating mien betrays that he has already

seen Bashan, I am scarcely less upset ﬂ'lan they; I find
he meeting most wndesirable. “Go away,” I say to Bashan.
"Why do you glue yourself to my leg? Can't you go off
and do your business by yourselvesP” I try to frighten him
off with my cane. For if they start biting—which may
easily hsnpen with reason or without—i shall find it most
*mz’a!f’asam to have them between my feet. “Go away!”
repaai, in 2 lower voice. But Bashan does not go away, he
shicks in his disaess the closer to me, making as brief a
pause 23 he can at a tree-irunk to perform the accustomed
rite; I can see the other dog doing the same. We are now
within fwenty paces, the suspense is frightful. The strange
dog is crawling on his belly, like a cat, his head thrust out.
In this posture he awaits Bashan’s approach, poised to
spring &t the right moment for his throat., But he does not
do it, nor does Bashan seem to expect that he will. Or at
isast he goes up to the crouching stranger, though plainly
trerabling and heavy-hearted; he would do this, he is
obliged 4o do it, even though I were to act myself and leave
him to face the situation alone by striking into a side path.
Hlowever painful the encounter, he has no choice, avoidance
is not to be thought of, He is under a spell, he is bound
ic the other dog, they are bound to each other with some
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obscure and equivecal bond which may not be denied. We
are now within two paces.

Then the other gets up, without a sound, as though he
had never been behaving like a tiger, and stands there
just as Bashan is standing, profoundly embarrassed,
wreiched, at a loss. They cannot pass each other. They
probably want {o, they turn away their heads, rolling their
eyes sideways; evidently the same sense of guilt weighs
on them both. They edge cautiously up to each other with
a hang-dog air; they stop flank to flank and sniff under
each other’s tails, At this point the rowing begins, and I
spezk to Bashan low-voiced and warn him, for now is the
decisive moment, now we shall know whether it will come
to biting or whether I shall be spared that rude shock. Tt
does come to biting, I do not know how, still less why:
quite suddenly they ave nothing but a raging tumult and
whizling coil cut of which issue the frightful ‘guttural noises
that animals make when they engage. I may have to engage

‘{oo, with my cane, to forestall a worse calamity; I may by

to get Bashan by the neck or the collar and hold him up
at arm’s length in the air, the stranger dog hanging on by
his teeth. Other horrors there are, too, which I may have
to face—and feel them afterwards in all my limbs during
the rest of our walk. But it may be too, that after all the
preliminaries the affair will pass tamely off and no harm
done. At best it is hard to part the two; even if they are
not clenched by the teeth, they are held by that inward
bond, They may seem to have passed each other, they are
no lenger flank to flank, but in a straight line with their
heads in opposite duectwns they may not even tumn their
heads, but only be rolling their eyes backwards. There
may even be a space between them-——and yet the painful
bond still holds, Neither kmows if the right moment for
release has come, they would both like to go, yet each

seems to have conscientious scruples. Slowly, slowly, the
" bond loosens, snaps; Bashan bounds lightly away, with,

as it were, a new lease on life.
I speak of these things only to show how under stress
of circemstance the character of a near friend may reveal
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itself as stange and doreign. T Is dark to me, it is
mysterious; I observe it with head-shakings and can only
dhimly guess what it may mean, And in ali other respects I
smderstand Bashan so well, I feel such lively sympathy for
all his manifestationsi For cxample, how well I know that
yrhining yawn of his when our walk has been disappoint-
ing, oo short, or deveid of sporting interest; when [ have
hegun the day late and only gone out for a quarter of an
hour before dinner. At such times he walks beside me and
vewns—an open, impudent yawn to the whole extent of
his jaws, an animal, audible yawn insultingly expressive of
his uiter boredom. “A fine master I havel” it seems to say.
“%Far in the night last night I met him at the bridge and
aow he sits behind his glass door and I wait for him dying
oF horedom, And when he does go out he only does it o
some back again before there is time to start any game. A
fine wmaster] Not a proper master at all—really a rotien
masier, i you ask me!”

Such was the meaning of his yawn, valgarly plain beyend
ali misunderstanding. And I admit that he is right, that he
f25 2 just grievance, and I put out a hand to pat his shoul-
der consolingly or io stroke his head, But he is mot, under
such circumstances, grateful for caresses; he yawns again,
if possible more rudely than before, and moves away from
my hand, although by nature, in conirast to Percy and
in havmony with his own plebeian sentimentality, he sets
zieat siore by caresses. He particulasly likes having his
throat scratched and has a funny way of guiding one’s hand
‘o the right place by energetic little jerks of his head. That
fie has po room just now for endearments is partly due te
his disappoiniment, but also to the fact that when he is
7 moHon—and that means that I also am—he does not care
for them. His mood is too manly; but it changes direcily
1 sit down. Then he is all for friendliness again and re-
sponds to it with clumsy enthusiasm.

* When I sit reading in a corner of the garden wall, or on
the lawn with my back to a favourite tree, 1 enjoy inter-
cupting my intellectual preoccupations to talk and play
with Bashan. And what do I say to himP Mostly his own
name, the two syllables which are of the utmost personal
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interest because they refer to himself and have an electric
effect upon his whole being. I rouse and stimulate his
sense ‘of his own ego by impressing upon him—varying
my tone and emphasis—that he is Bashan and that Bashan
is his name. By continuing this for a while I can actually
produce in him a state of ecstasy, a sort of intoxication with
his own identity, so that he begins to whirl round on him-
self and send up loud exultant barks to heaven out of the
weight of dignity that lies on his chest. Or we amuse our-
selves, I by tapping him on the nose, he by snapping at
my band as though it were a fiy, It makes us both laugh,
yes, Bashan has to laugh too; and as I laugh I marvel at
the sight, to mie the oddest and most touching thing in
the world. It is moving te see how under my teasing his
thin animal checks and the corners of his mouth will twitch,
and over his dark animal mask will pass an expression like
a human smile, or at least some ungainly, pathetic sem-

. blance of one. It gives way to a look of startled embarrass-

ment, then transforms the face by appearing again. . . .
But I will go no further nor involve myself in more de-
tail of the kind. Even so I am dismayed at the space I
have been led on to give to this little description; for what
I had in mind to do was merely to display, as briefly as 1
might, my hero in his element, on the scene where he is

most at home, most himself, and where his gifts show to .

best advantage; I mean, of course, the chase. But first I
must give account to my reader of the theatre of these
delights, my landscape by the river and Bashan's hunting-
ground, It is a strip of land intimately bound up with his
personality, familiar, loved, and significant to me like him-
self; which fact, accordingly, without further literary just-
fication or embellishment, must serve as the occasion for
my description.

The Hunting-Ground

The spacious pardens of the suburb where we live con-
tain many large old trees that rise above the villa roofs and
form a striking contrast to the saplings set out at a later
period, Unquestionably they are the earliest imhabitants,
the pride and adornment of a settlement whick is still not
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vawy old. They have been carefully protected and pre-
sexved, so far as was possible; when any one of them came
inte conflict with the boundaries of the parcels of land,
some venerable silvery moss-grown trunk standing exacily
on a borderline, the hedge makes a little curve round it,
or an accommodating gap is left in a wall, and the ancient
towers up half on public, half on private ground, with bare
snow-covered boughs or adorned with its tiny, late-coming
lenves. ‘ ‘ .

They are a varety of ash, a iree that loves moisture more
fhan most——and their presence. here shows what kind of
soil we have. It is not so long since human brains re-
olaimed it for human habitation; not more than a decade or
s0. Before that it was a marshy wilderness, a breeding-place
for mosquitoes, where willows, dwarf poplars, and other
stunied growths mirtored themselves in stagnant pools.
Tha region is subject to Hoods. There is a stratum of im-
nevmeables soil a few yards under the surface; it has always
been hogpy, with standing water in the hollows. They
drained it by lowering the level of the river—engineering
is not my strong point, but anyhow it was some such de-
vice, by means of which the water which cannet sink into
the sarth now flows off laterally into the river by several
swbtesrancen channels, and the ground is left comparatively
diy-—but only comparatively, for Bashan and I, lnowing it
23 we do, are acquainted. with certain low, retired, and rushy
spots, relics of the primeval condition of the region, whaose
demp coolness defies the summer heat and makes them a
grateful place whereln to draw a few long breaths.

" The whole district has its peculiarities, indeed, which
distinguish it at a glance from the pine forests and TO8S-
grown meadows which ere the usual setting of a mountain
siteama. it has preserved its original characteristics even
since it was acquired by the real-estate company; even
ouisidle the gardens the original vegetation preponderates
over the mewly planted. In the avenues and parks, of
cpusse, hoise-chestnuts and quick-growing maple irees,
beeches, and all soris of omamental shrubs have been set
aul; also rows of French poplars standing erect in their
sizrile masculinity. But the ash izees, as I said, are the
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aborigines; they are everywhere, and of all ages, century-
old giants and tender young seedlings pushing their way
by hundreds, like weeds, through the gravel. It is the ash,
together with the silver poplar, the aspen, the birch, and
the willow, that gives the sceme its distinctive look. All
these trees have small leaves, and all this small-leaved foli-
age is very striking by contrast with the huge trunks. But
there are elms too, spreading their large, varnished, saw-
edged leaves to the sun. And everywhere too are masses of
creeper, winding round the young trees in the underbrush
and inextricably mingling its leaves with theirs. LitHe
thickets of slim alder trees stand in the hollows. There ara
few lime trees, no caks or firs at all, in our domain, though
there are some on the slope which bounds it to the east,
where the soil changes and with it the character of the
vegetation. There they stand out black against the sky,
like sentinels guarding our little valley.

It is not more than five hundred yards from slope to
river—I have paced it out. Perhaps the strip of river-bank
widens a little, further down, but not to any extent; so it
is remarkable what landscape variety there is in this small
area, even when one makes such moderate use of the play-
ground it affords along the river as do Bashan and I, whe
rarely spend more than two hours there, counting our go-
ing and coming, There is such diversity that we need hardly
take the same path twice or ever tire of the view or be
conscious of any limitations of space; and this is due to the
circumstance that our domain divides itself into three quite
different regions or zones. We may confine ourselves to one
of these or we may combine all three: they are the
neighbourhood of the river and its banks, the neighbour-
hood of the opposite slope, and the wooded section in the
middle.

The wooded zone, the parks, the osier brakes, and the
riverside shrubbery take up most of the breadth. I search
in vain for a word better then “wood” to describe this
strange tract of land. For it is no wood in the usual sense
of the word: not a pillared hall of even-sized trunks,
carpeted with moss and fallen leaves. The trees in our
bunting-ground are of uneven growth and size, hoary
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gianis of willows and poplars, especially along the siver,
though alse deeper in; others ten or fifteen years old, wb%ch
are probably as large as they will grow; and lastly a le_glon
of slender trees, young ashes, birches, and alders in a
aursory garden planted by nature herself. These look larger
than they are; and all, as I said, are wound‘ round with
sveepers which give a look of tropical lwxuriance to the

scene. But I suspect them of choking the growth of their

hosts, for 1 cannot see that the trunks have grown any
ghicker in all the years I have known them.

The trees ave of few and closely related species. The
alder belongs to the birch family, the poplar is after all not
vory different from a willow. And one might say that they
all approach the willow type; foresters tell us that trees
iend to adapt themselves to their local conditi_o_ns, show-
ing a certain conformity, as it were, to the prevailing mode.
It is the distorted, fantastic, witchlike sithouette of the
willow tree, dweller by still and by Howing waters, that
ssis the fashion here, with her branches like broom-splints
and her crooked-fingered tips; and all the others visibly
iy to be like her. The silver poplar apes her best_; but
often it is hard to tell poplar from birch, so much is t%le
iatter beguiled by the spirit of the place to take on mis-
shapen forms. Mot that there are not also plenty of very
shapely and well-grown single specimens of this lovable
treo, and enchanting they look in the favouring glow of
the late afterncon. In this region the birch appeass as a
slendex silvery bole with 2 crown of little, separate leaves
atop; as a lovely, lithe, and well-grown maiden; it has t.he
gretiest of chalk-white trunks, and its foliage droop-s like
delicate languishing locks of hair, But there are also birches
colessal in size, that no man could span with his arms, the
bark of which is only white high up, but near the groug&
has tuzned black and coarse and is seamed with ﬁssure-s.

The soil is not like what one expects in a wood. Lt is
ipamy, gravelly, even sandy. It seems anyt]'ling but fertﬂ(?,
snd vet, within its nature, is almost luxuriantly so; for it
iz overgrown with tll, rank grass, often the dry, sharp-
cornered. kind that grows on dunes. In winter it covers t?fxe
groond like trampled hay; not seldom it canmot be dis-
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tinguished from reeds, but in other places it is soft and fat
and juicy, and among it grow hemlock, coltsfoot, neftles,
all sorts of low-growing things, mixed with tall thistles
and tender young tree shoots. Pheasants and other wildfoy!]
hide in this vegetation, which rolls up to- and over the
gnarled roots of the trees. And everywhere the wild grape
and the hop-vine clamber out of the thicket to twine round
the trunks in garlands of flapping leaves, or in winter with
bare stems like the toughest sort of wire.

Now, all this is not a wood, it is not a park, it is simply
an enchanted garden, no more and no less. I will stand for
the word—though of course nature here is stingy and spazse
and tends to the deformed; a few botanical names exhaust-
ing the catalogue of her performance. The ground is rolling,
it constantly rises and falls away, so that the view is en-
closed on every hand, with a lovely effect of remoteness
and privacy. Indeed, if the wood stretched for miles to

~ right and left, as far as it reaches lengthwise, instead of

only a hundred and some paces on each side from the
middle, one could not feel more secluded. Only by the
sense of sound is one made aware of the friendly nearness
of the river; you cannot see it, but it whispers gently from
the west. There are gorges choked with shrubbery-—elder,
privet, jasmine, and wild cherry—on close June days the
scent is almost overpowering. And again there are low-
lying spots, regular gravel-pits, where nothing but a few
willow-shoots and a litlle sage can grow, at the bottom or

. on the sides.

And all this scene never ceases to exert a strange influence
upon me, though it has been my almost daily walk for
some years. The fine massed foliage of the ash puts me in
mind of a giant fern; these creepers and climbers, this bar-
renness and this damp, this combination of lush and dry,
has a fantastic effect; to convey my whole meaning, it is
a litle as though I were transported to another geclogical
period, or even to the botiom of the sea—and the fantasy
has this much of fact about it, that water did stand here

- once, for instance in the square low-lying meadow basins

thick with shoots of self-sown ash, which now serve as
pasture for sheep. One such lies directly behind my house.
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The wilderness is crossed in all directions by paths, some
of them omly lines of trodden grass or gravelly trais,
obvionsly bom of use and not laid out—though it would
be hard to say who irod them, for only by way of unpleasant

zxcepiion do Bashen and I meet anyone here. When that

hoppens he stands stock still and gives a little growl which
vary well expresses my own feelings too. Even on the fine
surimer Sunday afterncons which bring crowds of people to
welk in these parts—for it is always a few degrees cooler
heiz—we vemain undisturbed iz our fasiness. They knew
i not; the water is the great atlraction, as a rule, the river
in ite course; the human stream gets as close as it can, down
to the very edge if there is no flood, rolls aleng beside it,
and then back home again. At most we may come on 2
paiv of lovers in the shrubbery; they lock at us wide-eyed
and stertled out of their nest, or else deflantly as though

i aslc what objection we have to their presence or their

behaviour. 4IL which we disclaim by beating swift retzeat,
Bashen with the indifference he feels for everything that
does not smell like game; I with a face utterly deveid of
afi expression, either approving or the reverse.

But these woodland paths are not the only way we have
of reaching my park. There are streets as well—or rather
theve are traces, which once were streets, or which once
wore e have been sireets, or which, by God's will, may
vet hecome streets. In other words: there are signs that the
pickaxe has been at work, signs of a hopeful real-estate
snterprise for some distance beyond the built-up section
aad the villas, There has been some far-sighted planning
oo the part of the company which seme years ago acquired
the land; but their plans went beyond their capacity for
cpirying them out, for the villas were only 2 part of what
they bad in mind. Buildinglots were laid out; an area
sxionding for nearly a mile down the river was prepared,
and doubtless still remains prepared, to receive possible
puichasers and home-loving settlers. The building society
concaived things on a rather large scale. They enclosed the
siver between dykes, they built quays and planted gardens,
znd, not content with that, they had embarked on clearing
the woods, dumped piles of gravel, cut roads through the
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wilderness, one or two lengthwise and several across the
width; fine, well-planned roads, or at least the first steps
towards them, made of coarse gravel, with a wide foct-path
and indications of a curb-stone. But no oné walks there
save Bashan and myself, he on the good stout leather of
his four paws, I in hobnailed boots on account of the
gravel, For the stately villas projected by the company are
still non-existent, despite the good example I set when I
built my own house. They have been, I say, non-existent for
ten, no, fifteen years; it is no wonder that a kind of blight
has settled upon the enterprise and discouragement reigns
in the bosom of the building society, a disinclination to ge
on with their project. :

However, things had got so far forward that these
streets, though not built up, have all been given names,
just as though they were in the centre of the town or in
a2 suburb.. I should very much like to knmow what sort of
speculator he was who named them; he seems to have been

" a literary chap with a fondness for the past: there is an

Opitzstrasse, a Flemmingstrasse, a Biirgerstrasse, even an
Adalbert-Stifterstrasse—I walk on the last-named ‘with es-
pecial reverence in my hobnailed boots. At all the comners
stakes have been driven in the ground with sireet signs
affixed to them, as is usual in suburbs where there are no
house-corners to receive them; they are the usual littde

blue enamel plates with white lettering, But alas, they are -

rather the worse for wear. They have stood here far too
long, pointing out the names of vacant sites where nobody

wants to live; they are monuments to the failure, the dis-

couragement, and the arrested development of the whole
enterprise. They have not been kept up or remewed, the
climate has done its worst by them. The enamel has scaled
off, the lettering is rusty, there are ugly broken-edged gaps
which make the names sometimes almost illegible. Cne of
them, indeed, puzzled me a good deal when I first came
here and was spying about the neighbourhood. It was a long
pame, and the word “street” was perfectly clear, but most
of the rest was eaten by rust; there remained only an S
at the beginning, an E somewhere about the middle, and
another E at the end. I could not reckon with so many un-
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imown quantities. I studied the sign a long dme with my
bands behind my bacl, then continued along the foot-path
with Bashan. [ thought I was thinking about something
clse, but ali the Hime my braing were privately cudgelling
themselves, and suddenly it came over me. I stopped with
2 stait, stood still, and then hastened back, took up my for-
wer position, and tested my guess. Yes, it fitted. The name
of the street where I was walking was Shakespeare Street.

The streets suit the signboards and the signboards suit
the streets—it is a sirange and dreamiike harmony in decay.
The streets run through the wood they have broken into;
but the wood does not remain passive. It does not let the
strcets stop as they were made, through decade after decade,
until at last people come and settle on them. It takes every
asiep to close them again; for what grows here does not
mind gravel, it flourishes in it. Purple thistles, blue sage,
silvery shoots of willow, and green ash seedlings spring up
all over the road ‘and even on the pavement; the streets

with the poetic names are going back to the wilderness, .

whether ons likes it or not; in another ten years Opitzstrasse,
Flemningstrasse, and the rest will be closed, they will
nrobably as good as disappear. There is at present no
pround for complaint; for from the romantic and picturesque
woiné of view there are no more beautiful stveets in the
waorld than they are now. Nothing could be more delightful
then strolling through them in their unfinished, abandoned
siate, if ops has on stout bools and does not mind the
gravel. Flothing more agreeable to the eye than looking
from the wild garden beneath one’s feet to the humid
massing of fine-leafed foliage that shuts in the view—
foliage such as Claude Lorrain used to paint, three centuries
ago. Such as he used to paint, did I say? But surely he
naintad this. Ile was here, he knew this scene, he studied
my bullding-scciety man had not confined himself to
the litevary field, one of these rusty street signs might have
torne the name of Claunde. g

‘Well, that is ow middle or wooded region. But the
zasiern slope has its own charms not to be despised, either
by wme or by Bashan, who has his own reasons, which will

ik 4
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appear hereafter. I might call this region the zone of the
brogk; for it takes its idyllic character as landscape from
the stream that flows through it, and the peaceful loveliness
of its beds of forget-me-not makes it a fit companion-piece to

. the zone on the other side with its rushing river, whose

Howing, when the west wind blows, can be faintly heard
even all the way across our hunting-ground. The first of
the made cross-roads through the wood runs like a cause-
way from the poplar avenue to the foot of the hillside, be-
tween low-lying pasture-ground on one side and wooded
lots of land on the other. And from there 2 path descends
to the left, used by the children to coast on in winter, The
brock rises in the level ground at the bottom of this
descent. We love to stroll beside it, Bashan and I, on the
sight or the left bank at will, through the varied territory
of our eastern zone. On owr left is an extent of wooded
meadow, and a nursery-gardening establishment; we can
see the backs of the buildings, and sheep cropping the
clover, presided over by a rather stupid little girl in a red
frock. She keeps propping her hands on her knees and
screaming at her charges at the top of her lungs in =
barsh, angry, and imperious voice. But she seems to be
afraid of the majestic old ram, who looks enormousiy fat
in his thick fleece and who does as he likes regardless of
her bullying ways, The child’s screams rise-to their height
when the sheep are thrown into a panic by the appearance
of Bashan; and this almost always happens; quite against
his will or intent, for he is profoundly indifferent to their
existence, behaves as though they were not there, or even
deliberately and contemptuously ignores them in an effort
to forestall an atitack of panic folly on their part. Their
scent is strong enough tc me, though not unpleasant; but
it it not a scent of game, so Bashan takes no interest in
harrying them, But let him make 2 single move, or merely
appear on the scene, and the whole flock, but now grazing
peacefully over the meadow and bleating in their curiously
human voices, some bass, some treble, suddenty collect in
a huddled mass of backs and go dashing off, while the
imbecile child stoeps over and screams at them until her
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woice oracks and her eyes pop out of her head. Bashan
igoks up at me as though to say: Am I to blame, did I do
anything at all?

But ance something guite the opposite bappened, that
was even more extraordinary and distressing than any
panic. A& sheep, a guite ordinary specimen, of medium size
and. the usual sheepish face, save for a narrow-lipped little
mouih fumed up at the corers into a smile which gave
the ereature an uncommonly sly and fatuous look—this
sheep appeared to be smitten with Bashan’s charms. [t
solipwad hire; i left the fock and the pasmre-ground and
followed ab his heels, wherever he went, smiling with ex-
wavagant stupidity. He left the path, and it followed. He
ran, it galloped after. He stopped, it did the same, close
hehind hire and smiling its inscrutable smile. Embarrass-
ment and dismay were painted on Bashan’s face, and
cettainty his position was highly “distesteful. For good or
‘for il it lacked any kind of sense or reason. Nothing so
consummately silly had ever happened to either of us, The
sheep got furtber and further away from its base, but it
seemad not to care for thaty it followed the exasperated

Bashan apparently resolved to part from him nevermore, -

hut to be at his side whithersoever he went. He stuck close
st my side; not so much alarmed—Ffor the which there was
so canse—as ashamed of the disgraceful situation. At last,
as theugh he had had enough of it, he stoed still, turned
vound, and gave a menacing growl. The sheep bleated—it
was like a wman’s laugh, a spiteful laugh—and put poor
Bashan so beside himself that he ran away with his tail
between his legs, the sheep bounding absurdly behind
hiim.

iicanwhile he had got a good way from the flock; the
addlepated little girl was screaming fit to burst, and not
only bending her knees but jerking them up and down as
che screamed. il they touched her face, and she looked
teom & distance like a demented dwarl. A dairymaid in an
apron came running, her attention being drawn by the
shrieks or in some other way. She had a pitchfork in one
hand; with the other she held her breasts, that shook up and
Jdown as she ran. She tried to drive back the sheep with the
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pitchfork—it had started after Bashan again—but unsuc-
e.:essftﬂly. The sheep did indeed spring away from the fork
in the right direction, but then swung round again to follow
Bashan’s trail. It seemed no power on earth would divert
it. But at last I saw what had to be done and turned
round. We all marched back, Bashan beside me, behind
him the sheep, behind the sheep the maid with the pitch-
fork, the child in the red frock bouncing and stamping at
s all the while. It was not encugh to go back to the flock,
we had to do the job thoroughly. We went into the farm-
yard and to the sheep-pen, where the farm girl rolled back
the big'door with her strong right arm. We all went inside,
all of us; and then the rest of us had to-slip out again and
shut the door in the face of the poor deluded sheep, se
that it was taken prisoner. And then, after receiving the
farm girl’s thanks, Bashan and I might resume our inter-
rupted walk, to the end of which Bashan preserved a sulky
and humiliated air.

So much for the sheep. Beyond the farm buildings is
an extensive colony of allotments, that looks rather like a
cemetery, with its arbours and litde summer-houses like
chapels and each tiny garden neatly enclosed. The whole
colony has a fence round it, with a latticed gate, through
which only- the owners of the plots have admission. Some-

times I have seen a man with his sleeves rolled up digging‘

his few yards of vegetable-plot—he looked as though
he were digging his own grave. Beyond this come open
meadows full of mole-hills, reaching to the edpe of the
middle wooded region; besides the moles, the place abounds
in field mice—I mention them on account of Bashan and
his muitifarious joy of the chase.

But on the other, the right side, the brock and the hili-
side continue, the latter, as I said, with great variety in its
contours. The first part is shadowed and gloomy and set
with pines. Then comes a sand-pit which reflects the warm
rays of the sun; then a gravel-pit, then a cataract of bricks,
as though a house had been demolished up above and the
rubble simply flung down the hill, damming the brook at
the bottom. But the brook rises until its waters flow over
the obstacle and go on, reddened with brick-dust and
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dyeing the grass along iis edge, to flow all the more
blithely and pellucidly further on, with the sun making
diamonds sparkle on its surface.

I am very fond of brooks, as indeed of all water, fr(_)m
the ocean to the smallest reedy pool If in the mountains
in the summertime my sar but catch the sound of plashing
and pratiling from afar, I always go to seek out the source
of the liquid sounds, a long way if I must; to make the
acguaintance and to lock in the face of that conversable
child of the hills, where he hides. Beautiful are the torrents
that come tumbling with mild thunderings down bgatw.een
svergreens and over stony terraces; that form rocky bgthmg—
poois and then dissolve in white foam to fall perpendicularly
i the next level. But I have pleasure in the brooks of the
fatland tec, whether they be so shallow as hardly te cover
the shippery, silver-gleaming pebbles in their ]:fed, or as
deep as smeall rivers between overhanging, guardian willow
trees, their current flowing swift and strong in the centre,
still aad genily at the edge. Who would not choose to
follow the sound of running watersP Its attraction for th'e
nowoal man is of a natural, sympathetic sort. For man is
water's child, nine-ienths of our body consists of it, and at
& ceriain stege the feetus possesses gills, For my part I
irgely admit that the sight of water in Tfii{hatever form or
shape is oy mest lively and immediate kn?d of natural en-
jaﬁnant; yes, I would even say that only in contemplation
of it do [ achieve true self-forgetfuiness and feel my own
limited individuality merge into the universal. The sea,
siill-breoding or coming on in crashing billows, can put me
in 2 state of such profound organic dreaminess, such re-
moteness from myself, that I am lost to time. Boredom is
uidnovrn, howrs pass like minutes, in the unity oi_f that com-
penionship. But then, I can lean on the rail 'of.a 1115!'1?T bridge
over a brook and contemplate its currents, its whirlpools,
anc its steady flow for as long as you like; with no sense
oc fear of thai other Howing within and about me, that
awifl gliding away of Hime. Such love of water and under-
standing of it make me value the circumstance that the
nasrovs sizip of ground where I dwell is enclosed on both
sides by water,
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But my little brook here is the simplest of its kind, it
kas no particular or unusual characteristics, it is quite the
average brook. Clear as glass, without any guile, it does not
dream of seeming deep by being turbid, It is shallow and
candid and makes no bones of betraying that there are old
tins and the mouldering remains of a laced shoe in its bed.
But it-is deep enough to serve as a home for pretty, lively,
silver-grey little fish, which dart away in zigzags at oux
approach. In some places it broadens into a pool, and it
has willows on s margin, one of which I love to look a:
as I pass, It stands on the hillside, a litdle removed from
the water; but one of the boughs has bent down and reached
across and actually succeeded in plunging its silvery tip
into the flowing water. Thus it stands revelling in the
pleasure of this contact.

It is pleasant to walk here in the warm breeze of sum-
mer. If the weather is very warm Bashan goes into the
stream to cool bis belly; not more than that, for he never
of his own free will wets the upper parts. He stands there
with his ears Jaid back and a look of virtue on his face and
lets the water stream round and over him. Then he. comes
back to me to shake_ himself, being convinced that this
can only be accomplished in my vicinity—although he
does it so thoroughly that I receive a perfect shower-bath

in the process. It is no goed waving him off with my stick

or with shoutings. Whatever seems to him natural and right
and necessary, that he will do.

The brook flows on westward to a little hamlet that
faces north between the wood and the hillside. At the be-
ginning of this hamlet is an inn, and at this point the brook
widens intg another poal where women kneel to wash their
clothes. Crossing the litile foot-bridge, you strike into a
road going back towards the city between wood and
meadow. But on the right of the road is another through
the wood, by which in a few minutes. you can get back to
the river.

And so here we are at the river zane, and the river itself
is in front of us, green and roaring and white with foam.
It is really nothing more than a mountain torrent; but itg
ceaseless roaring pervades the whole region round, in the
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distance subdued, but here a veritable tumult which-—if one
sannot heve the ocean itself—is quite a fair substitute for
its awe-inspiring -swell. Numberless gulls fill the air with
their cries; autumn, winter, and spring they circle scream-
ing round the mouths of the drain-pipes which issue here,
seeking their food. In summer they depart once more for
the lakss higher up. Wild and half-wild duck also take ref-
uge here in the neighbourhood of the town for the winter
menths. They rock on'the waves, are whirled round and
rausiad off by the current, rise into the air to escape being
sngalied, and then setile again on quister water.

And this river tract also is divided into areas of varying
chavacter. At the edge of the wood is the gravelly expanse
fnie which the poplar avenue issues; it extends for nearly
& mile downstream, as far as the ferry-house, of which I
will speak presenily. At -this point the underbrush comes
newily down to the river-bed. And all the gravel, as I am
awaie, consihutes the beginnings of the first and most im-
nortant of the lengthwise sireets, magnificently conceived
v the real-estate company as an esplanade, a carriage-road

hordered by irees and fowers—where eleganily turned-out -

sideis weve to hold sweet converse with ladies leaning back
shiny landaus. Beside the ferry-house, indeed, is a sign,
alieedly rickety and rotting, from which one can gather
that the site was intended for the erection of a café, Yes,
ihere is the sign—and there it remains, but there is no trace
of the little tables, the hurrying waiters and coffee-sipping
Zuesis; nobody has bought the site, and the esplanade is
oothing but a desert of gravel, where sage and willow-
shoots are almost as thick as in Opitz and Flemmingstrasse.

Down close to the river is another, narrower gravel waste,
a5 full of weeds as the bigger one. Along it are grassy
mounds supporting telegraph poles. I like to use this as a
path, by way of variety-—also because it is cleaner, though
more difficult, to walk on it than on the actual foot-path,
which i bad weather is often very muddy, though it is
acimally the proper path, extending for miles along the river,
finally going off into irails along the bank. It is planted on
ine siver side with young maple and birch trees; on the
piher side the original inhabitants stand in a row—willows,
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aspens, and silver poplars of enormous size. The river-
bank is steep and high and is ingeniously shored up with
withes and concrele to prevent the flooding which threatens
two or three times in the year, after heavy rains or when
the smows melt in the hills. At several points there are
ladderlike wooden steps leading down to the river-bed—
an extent of mostly dry gravel, six or eight yards wide. For
this mountain torrent behaves precisely as its like do,
whether large or small: it may be, according to the condi-
tions up above, either the merest green trickle, hardly-
covering the stones, where long-legged birds seem to be
standing on the water; or it may be a torrent alarming in
its power and extent, filling the wide bed with raging fury,
whirling round tree-branches and old baskets and dead cats
and threatening to commit much damage. Hers, too, there
is protection against Hoods in the shape of woven hurdles
put in slanting to the stream. When dry, the bed is grown
up with wiry grass and wild ocats, as well as that ommi-

* present shrub the blue sage; there is fairly good walking,

on the strip of flat stones at the extreme outer edge, and
it affords me a pleasant variety, for though the stone is
ot of the most agreeable to walk on, the close proximity
of the river atones for much, and there is even sometimes
sand between the gravel and the grass; true, it is mized
with clay, it has not the exquisite cleanness of sea-sand,
but after all it is sand. I am taldug a walk on the beach -
that stretches into the distance at the edge of the wave,
and there is the sound of the suige and the cry of the gulls,
there is that monotony that swallows time and space and
shuts one up as in a dream. The river roars eddying over
the stones, and half-way to the ferry-house the sound is
augmented by a waterfall that comes down by a diagonal
canal and tumbles into the larger stream, arching as it falls,
shining glassily like a leaping fish, and seething perpetuaily
at its base,

Lovely to walk here when the sky is blue and the feiry-
boat flies a flag, perhaps in honour of the fine weather or
because it is a feast-day of some sort. There are other
boats here too, but the ferry-boat is fast to a wire cable
attached to ancther, thicker cable that is spanned across
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the seam and runs along it on a litile pulley. The current
supplies the motive power, the steering is done by hand.
The ferryman lives with his wife and child in the ferry-
house, which is 2 litile higher up than the upper foot-path;
the howuse hes a kitchen-garden and a chicken-house and
e men undoubiediy gets it rent-free in his office as ferry-
man, It is a sort of dwarf villa, rather flimsy, with fuony
litde outcroppings of belconies and bay-windows, and
seems to have two rooms below and two above. I like to
sit on the little bench on the upper foot-path close to the
vny garden—with Bashan squatting on my foot and th_e
Temryman’s chickens stalking round about me, jerking their
heads forward with each step. The cock usually comes and
nerches on the back of the bench with his green bersaglieri
tail-feathers hanging down behind; he sits thus beside me
and measures me with a ferce side-glance of his red eye.
T watch the traffic; it is not crowded, hardly even lively;
indeed, the ferry-boat runs only at considerable intervals.
The more do I enjoy it when on one side or the other a
moan appears, or & woman with a basket, and wants to ba
put across; the “Boat ahoyl” is an age-old, picturesque cry,
with a poetry not impaired by the fact that the business
is done somewhat differently nowadays. Double flights of
steps for those coming and going lead down to the river-
hed and to the landings, and there is an electric push-
buiton at the side of each. So when a man appears on the
opposite bank and stands looking across the water, he does
not put his hands round his mouth and call, He goes up to
the push-button, puts out his hand, and pushes. The bel&
sings shrilly in the ferryman’s villa; that is the “Boat ahoy!

aven so, and it is poetic stll. Then the man waits and
looks about. And almost at the moment when the bell rings,
the ferryman comes out of his little official dwelling, as
thoagh he had been standing behind the door or sitting on
a chair waiting for the signal. He comes out, and the way
he walks suggests that he has been mechanically put in
mection by the ringing of the bell. It is like a shooting-
beoth when you shoot at the door of a littde house and
if vou bit it a figure comes out, a sentry or a cow-girl. The
ferryman crosses his garden at a measured pace, his arms
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swinging regularly 2t his sides; over the path and down
the steps to the river, where he pushes off the ferry-boat
and holds the steering-gear while the kittle pulley runs along
the wire abhove the stream and the boat is driven across.
The man springs in, and once safely on this side hands
over his penny and runs briskly up the steps, going off right
or left. Sometimes, when the ferryman is not well or is
very busy in the house, his wife or even his little child
comes out to ferry the stranger across. They can do it as
well as he, and so could I, for it is an easy office, requiring
no special gift or training, He can reckon himself lucky ta
kave thé job and live in the dwarf villa. Anyone, however
stupid, could do what he does, and he knows this, of
course, and behaves with becoming modesty: On the way
back to his house he very politely says: “Griiss Gott” to me
as I sit there on the bench between Bashan and the cock;
you can see that he likes to be on good terms with every-

_body.

There is a tarry smell, a breeze off the water, 2 slapping
sound ageinst the ferry-boat. What more can one want?
Sometimes these things call up a familiar memory: the
water is deep, it has a smell of decay—that is the Lagoon,
that is Venice. But sometimes there is a heavy storm, &
deluge of rain; in my macintosh, my face streaming with
wet, I take the upper path, leaning against the strong west
wind, which in the poplar avenue has torn the saplings
away from their supports. Now one can see why all the
trees are bent in ome direction and have somewhat lop-
sided tops. Bashan has to stop often to shake himself, the
water flies off him in every direction. The river is quite
changed: swollen and dark yellew it rolls threateningly
along, rushing and dashing in 2 furious hwry this way
and that; its muddy tide takes up the. whole exira bed up
to the edge of the undergrowth, pounding against the
cement and the willew hurdles—until one is glad of the
forethought that put them there. The strange thing about
it is that the water is guiet; it makes almost no noise at ail.
And there are no rapids in its course now, the stream is
too high for that. You can only see where they were by
the fact that its waves are higher and deeper there tham
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slsewhere, aud thet their crests break backwards instead of
forwards like the swrf on a beach. The waterfall is insignif-
igant now, iis volume is shrunken, no longer vaulted, and
the beiling water at its base is almost obliterated by the
heigbt of the flood. Bashen's reaction to all this is simple
unmitigated astonishment that things can be so changed.
ile cannot get over it, cannot understand how it is that the
dry territory where he is wont o run about has disappeared,
is covered by water. He flees up into the undergrowth to
get away from the lashing of the flood; looks at me and
wags his tail, then back at the water, and has a funny,
puzzled way of opening his jaws crookedly, shutting them
again and running his tongue round the corper of his
mouth. It is not 2 very refined gesture, in fact rather com-
mion, but very speaking, and as human as it is animal~-in
fact it is just what an ordinary simple-minded man might
do in face of a surprising situation, very likely scratching
nis neck at the same Hme.

Hiaving gone into some detail in describing the river
zone, 1 belisve I have covered the whole region and done
all 1 can to bring it before my reader’s eye. I like my de-
seription pretty well, but I like the reality of nature even
better, It is more vivid and various; just as Bashan him-
s5elf is warmer, more living and hearty than his imaginary
prgseptment. 1 am attached to this landscape, I owe it
something, snd am grateful, therefore, 1 have described it
it is my park and my solitude; my thoughts and dreams
are mingled and interwoven with images from it, as the
iendsils of climbing plants are with the boughs of its trees.
T have seen it at all times of day and all seasons of the
veas: in aytumn, when the chemical odour of decaying
vegetstion flls the air, when all the thistles have shed
their down, when the great beeches in my park have spread
-ust-coloured carpet of leaves on the meadow and the
liuid golden afterncons merge into romantic, theatrical
saxly evenings, with the moon’s sickle swimming in the
sky, whep a mill-brewed mist foats above the lowlands
and » crimson sunset burns through the black silhouettes of
she liee-branches. In autumn, but in winter too, when the
aravel is covered with snow and softly levelled off so that
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one can walk on it in overshoes; when the river looks black
as it fows between sallow frost-bound banks, and the
cries of hundreds of gulls fll the air from morning to night.
But my freest and most familiar intercourse with it is in
the milder months, when no extra clothing is required, to
dash out guickly, between two showers, for a quarter of
an hour; to bend aside in passing a bough of black alder
and get a glimpse of the river as it flows. We may have
had guests, and I am left somewhat worn down by con-
versation, between my four walls, where it seems the breath
of the strangers still hovers on the air. Then it is good not
to linger but te go oui at once and siroll in Gellertstrasse
or Stifterstrasse, to draw a long breath and get the air into
one’s lungs. I lock up into the sky, I gaze into the tender
depths of the masses of green foliage, and peace returns
once more and dwells within my spirit.

And Bashan is always with me. He had not been able

te prevent the influx of strange persons into our dwelling

though he had lifted up his voice and objected. But it did
no good, so he had withdrawn, Now he rejoices to be with
me again in our hunting-ground, He runs before me on
the gravel path, ome ear negligently cocked, with that
sidewise gait' dogs have, the hind legs not just exactly be-
hind the forelegs. And suddenly I see him gripped, as it
were, body and soul, his stump of tail switching furiously,
erect in the air, His head goes forward and down, his body
lengthens out, he makes short dashes in 'several directions,
and then shoots off in one of them with his nose to the
ground. He has struck a scent. He is off after a hare.

The Chase

The region round is full of game, and we hunt it; that
is, Bashan does and I look on. Thus we go hunting: hares,
partridges, field-mice, moles, ducks, and gulls. Neither do
we shrink from larger game, we stalk pheasant, even deer,
if one of them, in winter, happens to stray into our preserve.
It is quite a thrilling sight to see the slender long-legged
creature, yellow against the snow, running away, with its
white buttocks bobbing up and down, i flight from my
litle Bashan. He strains every nerve, I look on with the
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greatest sympathy and suspense. Mot that snything would
ever come of i, nothing ever has or will, But the lack of
concrete results does not affect Bashan’s passionate eager-
ness or mar wy own interest at all. We pursue the chase
for its own sake, not for the prey nor for any other material
advantage. Bashan is, as I have said, the active partner. He
does not expect from me anything more than my moral
support, having no experience, immediate and personal,
thai is, of more direct co-operation. I say immediate and
personal for it is more than likely that his forbears, at
Igast on the pointer side, know what the chase should really
be Mre. 1 have sometimes asked myself whether some
memory might still linger in him, ready tc be awakened by
a chance sight or sound. At his level the life of the mdi-
vidual is certainly less sharply distinguished from the race
than is the case with human beings, birth and death must
he a less far-reaching shock; perhaps the traditions of the
stock ate preserved umimpaired, so that it would only be
an apparent comiradiction to speak of inbom experiences,
wnconscious memories, which, when summoned up, would
fiave the power to confuse the creature-as to what were its
owa individual experiences or give rise to dissatisfaction
with them. I indulged in this thought, but. finally put it
from me, as Bashan obvicusly put from him the rather
brotal episode which gave rise o my speculations,

When we go out to follow the chase it is usually midday,
haif pasi eleven or twelve; sometimes, on particularly
waym summer days, we go late in the afternoon, six o’clock
or sg—or perhaps we go then for the second time. But on
the aftérncon walk things are very different with me-—not
st all as they were on my careless morning stroll. My
freshoess and serepity have departed long since, I have
been stiuggling and taking thought, I have overcome dif-
ficulties, have had to grit my teeth and tussle with a single
detail while at the same time holding a more extended and
complex centext firmly in mind, concentrating my mental
powers upon it down to its furthermost ramifications. And
my head is tired. It is the chase with Bashan that relieves
snd disiracts me, gives me new life, and puts me back into
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condition for the rest of the day, in which there is stll
something to be done.

Of course we do not select each day a certain kind of
game to hunt—only hares, for instance, or only ducks.
Actually we hunt everything that comes—I was going to
say, within reach of cur guns. Sec that we do not need
to go far before starting something, actually the hunt can
begin just outside the garden gate; for there are quantities
of moles and field-mice in the meadow bottom behind the
house. Of course these fur-bearing little creatures are mot
properly. game at all. But their mysterious, burrowing lLittle
ways, and especially the slyness and dexterity of the feld-
mice, which are not blind by day like their brethren the
moles, but scamper discreetly about on the ground, whisk-
ing -into their holes at the approach of danger, so that one
cannot even see their legs moving—all this works power-
fully upon Bashan’s instincts. Besides, they are the only
wild creatures he ever caiches, A feld-mouse, a mole,

"makes a morsel not to be despised, in these lean days, when

he often finds nothing more appetizing than porridge in
the dish beside his kennel.. - .
So then I and my walking-stick will scarcely have taken
two or three steps up the poplar avenue, and Bashan will
have scarcely opened the ball with his wusual riotous
plunges, when I see him capering off to my right—already
be is in the grip of his passion, sees and hears nothing
but the maddening invisible activities of the creatures all
round him. He slinks through the grass, his whole body
tense, wagging his tail and lifting his logs with great cau-
tion; stops, with one foreleg and one hind leg in the air,
eyes the ground with his head on one side, muzzle pointed,
ear muscles stiffly erected—so that his ear-laps fall down
in front, each side of his eyes. Then with both fore-paws
raised he makes a sudden forwards plunge, and another;

- locking with a puzzled air at the place where something

just mow was but is not any more. Then he begins to dig
I feel a strong desire to follow him and see what he gets.
But if I did we should never get further, his whole zeal
for the chase would be expended here on the spot. Se 1
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go on. I need not worry about his losing me. Even if he
siops behind 2 long time and has not seen which way 1
werned, my ail will be as clear to lim as though 1 were
the game he sesks, and he will follow it, head between his
pews, even if I am out of sight; already I can hear his
licence-tag clinking and his stout paws thudding in my
veav. Fie shoots past me, turns round, and wags his tail to
ansounce that he is on the spot

2yt in the woods, of out on the meadows by the brook,
¥ do siop often and wakch him digging for a mouse, even
though the time allotted for my walk is neazly over. It is
en fascinating lo ses his passiomate concentration, I feel
the contagion myself and cannot help a fervent wish that
he may caich something and I be there to see. The spot
where he has chosen to dig looks like any other—perhaps
a mossy litile mound among the roots at the foot of a birch
tree. Dut ho hes heard and scented something at that spot,
nerhaps even viewed it as it whisked away; he is convinced
ihat it is there in its burrow underground, he has only
to get at it—and he digs away for dear life, oblivious of
all else, not angry, but with the professional passion of the
sporisman-—it ic 2 magnificent sight. His little striped body,
the ribs showing and muscles playing under the smooth
gidn. iz drawn in at the middle, his hind quarters stand up
in ihe air, the stump of a tail vibrating in quick time; his
fiead with his fore-paws is down in the slanting hole he
hos dug and he twms his face aside as he plies his iron-
shod naws. Faster and faster, ll earth and little stones and
wufts of grass and fragments of tree-roots fly up almost into
my iace. Sometimes he snorts in the silence, when he has
Lisrowed his nose well into the earth, trying to smell out
vhe motionless, clever, frightened little beast that is besieged
down there. It is a muffled snorting; he draws in the air
hastily and empties his lungs again the better to scent the
Soe, keen, far-away, and buried effluvium. How does the
creature feel when he hears the snorting? Ah, that is ifs
own affair, or God’s, who has made Bashan the enemy of
2ald-mice. Even the emotion of fear is an enhancement of

life; and who knows, i there were no Bashau the mouse
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might find tme hang heavy on its hands. Besides, what
‘would be the use of all its beady-eyed cleverness and min-
ing skill, which more than balance what Bashan can do, so
that the attacker's success is always more than problemati-
calP In short, I do not feel much pity for the mouse, pri-
vately I am on Bashan’s side and cannot always stick to my
réle of onlooker. I take my walking-stick and dig out some
pebble or gnarled piece of root that is too firmly lodged for
him to move. Aund he sends up a swift, warm glance of
understanding to me as he works. With his mouth full of
dirt, he chews away at the stubbom earth and the roots
running  through it, tears out whole chunks and throws
them aside, snorts again into his hole and is emcouraged
by the freshened scent to renewed attack on it with his
daws. :

In nearly every case all this labour is vain. Bashan will
give one last cursory look at the scene and then with soil
sticking to his nose, and his legs black to the shoulder, he

‘will give it up and trot off indifferently beside me. “No.

go, Bashan,” I say when he looks up at me. “Nothing
there,” I repeat, shaking my head and shrugging my shoul-
ders to make my meaning clear. But he needs no consola-
tion, he is mot in the least depressed by his failure. The
chase is the thing, the quarry a minor matter. It was a
good effort, he thinks, in so far as he casts his mind back
at all to his recent strenuous performance—for already he
is bent on a new one, and all three of our zones will furnish

‘him plenty of opportunity.

But sometimes he actuaily catches the mouse. I have my
emotions when that happens, for he gobbles it alive, with-
out compunction, with the fur and the bones. Perhaps the
poor little thing was not well enough advised. by its in-

- stincts, and chose for its hole a place where the earth was

too soft and loose and easy to dig. Perhaps its gallery was
not long enough and it was too terrified to go on digging,
but simply crouched there with its beady eyes popping out
of its head for fright, while the homible snorting came
nearer and nearer. And so at last the iron-shod paw laid it
bare and scooped it up—out into the light of day, a lost
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lirfle mousel It was justified of its fears; luckily these most
likely reduced it to e semiconscious state, so that it will
ardly have noticed being converted into porridge.

Bashan holds it by the tail and dashes it against the
giound, once, twice, thrice; there is the faintest squeak, the
very last sound which the god-forsaken little mouse is
destined to make on this earth, and now Bashan spaps it
s in his jaws, between his- strong white teeth. He stands
with his forelegs braced apart, his neck bent, and his
head stuck out while he chews, shifting the morsel in his
wnouth and then beginning to munch once more. He
ovuomches the tiny bones, a shred of fur hangs from the
corpér of his mouth, it disappears and all is over. Bashan
begins te execute a dance of joy and triumph round me as
7 stand Jeaning on my stick as I have been standing to
waich the whole procedure. “You are a fine onel” 1 say,
nodding i grim tribute to his prowess. “You are a mur.
derex, you know, a canniball” He only redoubles his activity
—ite does everything but laugh aloud. So ¥ walk on, feel-
ing 1ather chilled by what I have seen, yet inwardly amused
by the crude humours of life. The event was in the natural
order of things, and a mouse lacking in the instinct of self-
preservation is on the way to be turned into pulp. But I
feel beiter if 1 happen not to have assisted the matural
prder with my stick but to have preserved throughout my
atiitude of onlooker. :

7t is startling to have a pheasant burst out of the under-
prowii where it was perched asleep or else hoping to be
undiscovered, until Bashan's unerring nose ferveted it out.
The big, rust-coloured, long-tailed bird rises with a great
clapping and flapping and a frightened, angry, cackling
orer, It drops its encrement inte the brush and takes flight
swith the absurd headiessness of a chicken to the nearest
ctes, where % goes on shrieking murder, while Bashan
clewrs at the trunk end barks furiously up at it. “Get up,
get upl” be is saying. “Fly away, you silly cbject of my
sporiing insiincts, thet I may chase youl” And the bird
cannot resist his loud voice, it rises rusting from the
bough and fies on heavy wing through the tree-tops,
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squawking and complaining, Bashan following below, with
ardour, but preserving a stately silence.

This is his' joy. He wants and knows no other. For what
would happen if he actually caught the pheasant? Nothing
at all: ¥ have seen him with one in his claws—he may have
stolen upon it while it slept so that the awkward bird could
not rise—and he stood over it embarrassed by his triumph,
without an idea what to do. The pheasant lay in the grass
with its neck and one wing sprawled out and shrieked
without stopping—it sounded as though an old woman
were being murdered in the bushes, and I hastened up to
prevent; if I could, something frightful happening. But I
quickly convinced myself that there was no danger. Ba-
shan’s obvious helplessness, the half curicus, half disgusted
look he bent on his capture, with his head on one side, quite
reassured me. The old-womanish screaming at his fest got
on his nerves, the whole affair made him feel more both-
ered than triumphant. Perhaps, for his honour as 2 sports-

‘map, he plucked at the bird—I think I saw him pulling

out a couple of feathers with his lips, not using his teeth,
and tossing them to one side with an angry shake of the
head. But then he moved away and let it go. Not out of
magnznimity, but because the affair seemed not to have
anything to do with the joyous hunt and so was merely
stupid. Never have I seen z more nonplussed bird. It had
given itself up for lost, and appeared not to be able to
convince itself to the contrary: awhile it lay in the grass as
though it were dead. Then it staggered along the ground

. a little way, fluttered up on 2 tree, looked like falling off
it, but pulled itself together and few away heavily, with

dishevelled plumes. It did not squawk, it kept its bill shut.
Without-a sound it flew across the park, the river, the woods
on the other side, as far away as possible, and certainly it
never came back. :

But there are plenty of its kind in our hunting-ground
and Bashan hunts them in all honour and according io
the rules of the game. Eating mice is the only blood-guilt
he has on his head and even that is incidental and super-
fluous. The tracking out, the driving up, the chasing—these
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ave ends in themselves to the sporting spixit, and are plainly
0 to him, as anybody would see who watched him at his
prilliaoi pm[m‘mance How beautiful he becomes, how
conswmmate, how ideall Like a clumsy peasant lad, who
will look perfuct and statuesque as 2 huntsman among his
naitre rocks, All that is best in Bashan, all that is genuine
204 dng, comes out and yeaches its Hower at these times.
Hence his yearning for them, his repining when they fruit-

uf,s% slip away. He is no tertier, he is true hunter and .

peimeﬁ_, and jov in himself as such speaks in every virile,
valiani, native pesc he assumes. Not many other things
igjoice my eye as does the sight of him going through the
brush at 2 swinging irot, then standing stock-still, with one
waw daintily raised end turned in, sagacious, serious, alert,
with all his faculties beautifully concentrated. Then sud-
denly he whimpers. He has tzod on a thom and cries out.
Ab, ves, that too is natural, it is amusing to see that he
heg the courage of his simplicity. ¥t could only passingly
mas bis ciigﬂiﬁ:% next moment his posture is as fine as
SR,

I look 2t him and recall 2 Yme when he lost afl his
nobility and distinction and reverted to the low physical
end sorsl state fn which we found him in the kitchen of
that mountain inn and from which he climbed painfully

spough te some.sort of belief in himself and the world. I
de wot kmow what ailed him; he had bleeding from the
mouth or nose or threat, I do not kmow which to this day.
PWharever he went he left traces of blood behind: on the
giass fn our huniting-ground, the straw in his kemnel, om

by
N

the Hoor in the house——though we could not discover any
wound, Sometimes his nose looked as though it had beem
dipped I red paint. When he sneezed he showered blood
all pver, and thep irod in it and left the marks of his paws
apovt. Flo was carefully examined without result, and we
telt sove aud more disturbed. Was he tubercular? Or had
ha some other complaint to which his species was proneP
When the mysterious affliction did not pass off after some
days, wa decided to take him to a veterinary clinic.

Mozt dey at sbout noon I kindly but firmly adjusted his
muezle, the leather mask which Bashan detests as he does
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few other things, always trying to get 1id of it by shaking
kis head or rubbing it with his paws. I put him on the
plaited leather lead and led him thus hamessed up the
poplar avenue, through the English Gardens, and along
a city street to the Academy, where we went under the
arch and crossed the couwrtyard. We were received into
a waiting-room where several people sat, each holding like
me a dog on a lead. They were dogs of all sizes and kinds,
gazing dejectedly at each other over their muzzles, There
was a matron with her apoplectic pug, a liveried man-
servant with a tall, snow-white Russian greyhound, which
from time to time gave a hoarse, aristocratic cough; a
countryman with a dachshund which seemed to need or-
thopeedic assistance, its legs being entirely crooked and
put on all wrong. And many more. The attendant let them
in one by one into the consulting-room, and after & while
it became the turn of Bashan and me.

~ The Professor was a man in-advanced years, wearing a

" white surgeon’s coat and a gold eye-glass. His hair was

curly, and he seemed so mild, expert, and kindly that I
would have unhesitatingly entrusted myself and all my
family to him in any emergency. During my recital he
smiled benevolently at his patient, who sat there looking
up at him with equal trustfulness. “He has fine eyes,” said
be, passing over Bashan’s moustaches in silence, He said
he would make an examination at once, and poor Bashan,
too astounded te offer any resistance, was with the atiend-
ant’s help streiched out on the table forthwith. And then
it was touching to see the physician apply his black steth-
oscope and auscultate my little man just as I have more
than once had it done to me. He listened to his quick-
breathing doggish heart, listened to all his organs, in vari-
ous places. Then with his stethoscope under his arm ke
examined Bashan’s eyes and nose and the cavity of his
mouth, and gave a temporary opinion. The dog was a litide
nervous and anemic, he said, but otherwise in good con-
dition. The origin of the bleeding was unclear. It might be
an epistaxis or a hematemesis. But equally well it might be
tracheal or pharyngeal heemorrhage. Perhaps for the present
one might characterize it as a case of hemoptysis. It would
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be best to keep the animal under careful observation. i
cnight leave it with them and look in at the end of a week.
Phus instructed, T expressed my thanks and look my leave,
satiing Bashan on the shoulder by way of good-bye. I saw
the artendent take the new patient across the courtyard. to
soms back buildings opposite the entrance, Bashan looking
hack at me with a frightened and bewildered face. A'n&
et ha might have felt fattered, as I could not help feeling
wysslf, at having the Professor call him nervous and anee-

mic. (o one could have foretold of him in his cradle t}.lat
bz would one day be called those things or discussed with
: gravity and expert knowledge. ‘
after that my walks abroad were as unseasoned food
:o the pelate; § had Lile relish of them. No dum?) peean of
joy méompamﬁe& my going out, no glorious excitement of
the chase susrounded my footsteps. The park was a fifssert,
tiae hung on my hands, During the period of waiting I
ielephoned several dmes for news. Answer came thmugh a
sahosdinate that the patient was doing as well as possible
ander the circumstances—but the circumstances——for better
o7 woise—were never described in more detail, So. v‘fhen the
wesk came round again, I betook myself to the clinic.
Guided by numerous sigas end arrows I arrived without
diffcuity before the entrance of the department Wh:]ie
Rashan was lodged, and, warned by another sign on the
doos, forbore to knock and went straight in. The medium-
sized zoom I found myself in reminded me of a carnivora-
wouse—a similar atmosphere prevailed. Only here .fhe
smenagerie odour seemed to be kept fiovm. by various
swaetish-smelling medicinal fumes—a disturbing and op-
yyessive combination. Wire cages 1an rouﬁd the room, mos;
of them occupied. Loud baying greeted me from ong o
these, at the opea door of which a man, who secemed to
be the keeper, was busy with rake ar'ld shm:el. He con-
tented himself with returning my grecelhn_g whilst going on
with his work, and left me to my own devices.
mthq:cﬁ E;Zn Bashan directly Iyentered the door,.and went
o7 to him. He was lying behind his bars on a pile of ta.r;i
batk or some such stuff, which coniributed its own spect
cdous to the animal and chemical smells in the room. He
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lay there like a leopard—but a very weary, sluggish, and
disgusted leopard. I was startled by the sullen indifference
with which he met me. His tail thumped the floor once or
twice, weakly; only when I spoke to him did he ILft his
head from his paws, and even then he let it fall again at
-once and blinked gloomily to one side. There was an
earthenware dish of water at the back of his pen. A framed
chart, partly printed and partly written, was fastened to the
bars, giving his name, species, sex, and age and shewing
his temperature curve. “Bastard peinter,” it said, “named
Bashan.” Male. Two years old. Admitted on such and such
a day of the month and the year, for observation of occult
blood,” Undermeath followed the fever curve, drawn with a
pen-and showing small variations; alse daily entries of his
pulse. Yes, his temperature was taken, and his pulse felt,
by a doctor; in this directon everything was being done.
But [ was distressed about his state of mind.

“Is that one yours?” asked the keeper, who had now come

up, his tools in his hands. He had on a sort of gardening

gpron and was a squat red-faced man with a round beard
and rather bloodshot brown eyes that were quite sirikingly
like a dog’s in their humid gaze and faithful expression.

I answered in the affirmative, referred to my telephone
conversations and the instractions I had had to come back
today, and said I should like to hear how things stoed. The
man looked at the chart, Yes, the dog was suffering from
occult blood, that was always a long business, especially
when cne did not know where it came from. But was not
that always the caseP No, they did not really know yet. But
the dog was there to be observed, and he would be. And
did he still bleed? Yes, now and then he did. And had he
fever? I asked, trying tc read the chart. No, no fever. His
temperature and pulse were quite normal, about ninety
beats a minute, he ought to have that much, and if he had
not, then they would have to observe him even more care-
fully. Except for the bleeding, the dog was really doing all
right, He had howled at first, of course; he had howled
for twenty-four hours, but after that he was used to it. He
didnt eat much, for a fact, but then he hadn’t much

exercise, and perhaps he wasn't a big eater, What did they
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give him? Soup, seid the man. But as he had said, the dog
didn’t eat much at all, “He seems depressed,” I remarked
with an assumption of objectivity. Yes, that was true, but
it didn’t mean much. After all it wasn’t very much fun for
2 dog to lic cooped up like that vader observation. They
weie all depressed, more or less, That is, the good-natured
ones, some dogs got mean and treacherous. e could not
say that of Bashan He was 2 good dog, he would not get
sasan if he stayed there ali his days. I agreed with the man,
but 1 did so with pain and rebellion in my heart. How long
then, T asked, did they reckon to keep him here? The man
locked ot the chart again, Another week, he said, would be
necded for the observation, the Herr Professor had said.
3 hetter corne and ask again in angther week; that would

be bwo weeks in all, then they would be able to say more

about the possibility of getting rid of the hemorrhages.

I went away, after trying once more to rouse up Bashan
by wenswed calls and encouragement. In vain, He cared as
litde for my going as for my coming. He seemed weighed
dowe by bitter loathing and despair. He had the air of
saving: “Since you were capable of having me put in this
oage, | expect nothing more from you.” And, actually, had
he not emough ground to despair of reason and justiceP
“What had he done that this should happen to him and that
7 aot only let it happen but took steps to bring it aboutl
And yet my intentions had been of the best. He had bled,
and though it seemed fto make no difference to him,
thought it sensible that we should call in medical advice,
he being a dog in good circumstances. And then we had
Jepined that he was anmmic and nervous—as though he
swers the daughter of some upper-class faraily. And then it
ad fo come out ke thisl How could I explain to him we
were ireaiing him with great distinction, in shutting him up
like = japuar, without sun, aix, or exercise, and plaguing
him avery dey with a thermometerP

Dn the way home I asked myself these things; and if
hofore then 1 had missed Bashan, now worry abeut him
waz added to my distress: worry over his state and re-
piaches to my own sddress. Perhaps after all I had taken
him o the olinic only cut of vanity and arrogance. And
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added to that may I not have secretly wished to get rid of
him for a while? Perhaps I had a craving to see what it
would be like to be free of his incessant watching of me;
to be able to turn calmly to right or left as I pleased,
without having to realize that I had been to ancther living
creature the source of joy or of bitter disappointment. Ces-
tainly while Bashan was interned I felt a certain inner
independence which had long been strange to me. Nec one
exasperated me by looking through the glass door with the
air of a2 martyr. No one put up a hesitating paw to move me
to laughter and relenting and persuade me to ge out sooner
than I wished. Whether I sought the park or kept my room
concerned no one at all, It was quiet, pleasant, and had the
charm of novelty. But lacking the accustomed spur I hazdly
went out at all. My bealth suffered, gradually I appreached
the condition of Bashan in his cage; and the moral re-
flection occurred to me that the bonds of sympathy were

_probably more conducive to my own well-being than the

selfish independence for which I had longed.

The second week went by, and on the appointed day 1
stood with the round-bearded keeper before Bashan's cage.
Its inmate lay on his side on the ten-bark, there were bits of
it on his coat. He had his head flung back as he lay and was
staring with dull, glazed eyes at the bare whitewashed wall.
He did not stir. I could scarcely sec him breathe; but now
and then his chest rose in 2 long sigh that made the ribs
stand out, and fell again with a faint, heart-rending res-
onance from the vocal cords. His legs seemed to have grown
too long, and his paws large out of all proportion, as 2
result of his extraordinary emaciation. His coat was rough
and dishevelled and had, as I said, tan-bark sticking in it.
He did not look at me, he seemed not to want to look at
anything ever any more.

The bleeding, so the keeper said, had not altogether and
entirely disappeared, it came back now and- again. Where

it came from was still not quite clear; in any case it was

harmless. If I liked I could leave the dog here for further
observation, to be quite certain, or I could take him bome,
because the bleeding might disappear just as well there as
here. I drew the plaited lead out of my pocket—I had
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brought it with me——and said that I would take him with
me. The keeper thought that was a sensible thing to do.
Hs opened the grating and we summoned Bashan by name,
both together and in turn, but he did not come, he kept on
stering at the whitewashed wall. But he did not struggle
when I put my arm inte the cage and pulled him out by
the collar, Hle gave 2 spring and landed with his four feet
gn the floor, where he stood with his tail between his legs
and his ears laid back, the picture of wretchedness, I
picked him up, tipped the keeper, and went to the front
oifice to pay mry debi; at the rate of seventy-five pfennigs
a dov plus the medical examination it came to twelve
mmeiks fifty. T led Bashan home, breathing the animal-
chernical odouss which clung to his coat.

Fz was broken, in body and in spirit. Animals are more
primitive and less inhibited in giving expression to their
mental state—there is a sense in which one might say they
are more human: descriptive phrases which to us have be-
comoe mere metaphor still fit them literally, we get a fresh
and diverting sense of their meaning when we see it em-
hodied befors our eyes. Bashan, as we say, “hung his head”;
that is, he did it literaily and visibly, tll he looked like a
worn-out cab-horse, with sores on its legs, standing at the
nab-rank, its skin twitching and its poor fly-infested nose
weighed down towards the pavement. It was as I have said:
those two weeks at the clinic had reduced him to the state
hz had been in at the beginning. He was the shadow of his
former self—if that does not insult the proud and joyous
shadow our Bashan once cast. The hospital smell he had
biought with him wore off after repeated soapy baths till
vou goi only an occasional whiff; but it was not with him as
with human beings: he got no symbolic refreshment from
the physical cleansing. The very first day, I took him out
to our hunting-grounds, but he followed at my heel with
his tongue lolling ocut; even the pheasants perceived that
it was the close season. For days he lay as he had lain in
his cage at the clinic, staring with glazed eyes, flabby with-
out and within. He showed no healthy impatience for the
chase, did net wrge me to go out—indeed it was rather I
who had io go and fetch him from his kennel. Even the

e

A MAN AND HIS DOG e 277

reckless and indiscriminate way he wolfed his food recalled
those early unworthy days. But what a joy to see-him slowly
finding himself again! Little by little he began to greet me
in the morning in his old naive, impetuous way, storming
upon me at my first whistle instead of limping morcsely
up; putting his fore-paws on my chest and snapping play-
fully at my face. Gradually there returned to him his old
out-of-doors pride and joy in his own physical prowess; once
more he delighted my eyes with the bold and beautiful
poses he_s' tock, the sudden bounds with his feet drawn up,
after some creature stirsing in the long grass. . . . He for-
got. The ugly and tc Bashan senseless episode sank into
the past, unresolved indeed, unclarified by comprehension,
that being of course impossible; it was covered by the lapse
of time, as must happen sometimes to human beings. We
went on living and what had not been expressed became
by degrees forgotten. . . . For several weeks, at lengthen-

. ing intervals, Bashan’s nose showed red. Then the phenom-

enon disappeared, it was no more, it only had been, and
s0 it was no matter whether it had been an epistaxis or 2
hematemesis.

Well, there! Contrary to my own itentions, I have told
the story of the clinic. Perhaps my reader will forgive the
lengthy digression, and come back to the park and the
pleasures of the chase, where we were before the interrup-
tion. Do you know that long-drawn wailing howl to which
a dog gives vent when bhe summons up his utmost powers
to give chase to a flying hare? In it rage and rapture
mingle, desire and the ecstasy of despair. How often have
1 heard it from Bashan! It is passion itself, deliberate,
fostered passion, drunkenly revelled in, shrilling through
our woodland scene, and every time I hear it near or far
a fearful thrill of pleasure shoots through my limbs. Re-
joiced that Bashan will come into his own today, I hasten
to his side, to see the chase if I can; when it roars past me
1 stand spellbound—though the futility of it is clear from the
first—and look on with an agitated smile on my face.

And the hare, the common, frightened little- hare? The
air whistles through its ears, it lays back its head and runs

for its Iife, it scrabbles and bounds with Bashan behind it

.
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velling all he can; its yellow-white scut flies up in the air.
And yet at the bottom of its soul, timid as that is and
acquainted with fear, it must Imow that its peril cannot be
grave, that it will get away, as its brothers and sisters have
Jdowe hefore it, and itself too under like circumstances.
#ever in s life has Bashan caught one of them, nor wilk
he over; the thing is as good as impossible. Many dogs,
they say, are the death of a hare, 2 single dog cannot
achieve it, even one much speedier and more enduring than

Bashan, The hare can “double” and Bashan cannot—and -

hat is all there is to i, For the double is the unfailing.
natural weapon of those born to seek safety in flight; they .
abways have it by them, to use at the decisive moment;
when Bashan's hopes are highest—then they are dashed to
the ground, and he is betrayed.

There they come, dashing diagonally through the brush,
across the path in front of me, and on towards the river;
the hars silently hugging his litfle trick in his heart, Bashan
giving tongue in high head-tones. “Be quiet!” I think. “You
ave wasting your wind and your lung-power and you ought
te save them if you want to catch him up.” Thus I think
boeause in my heart I am on Bashan’s side, some of his
fire has kindled me, I fervently hope he may catch the
here-—gven atb the risk of seeing it torn to shreds before
my zyes. How he runsl It is beautiful o see a creature
sxpending the utmost of its powers. He runs better than
the hare does, he has stronger muscles, the distance be-
twoen them visibly diminishes before I lose sight of them.
And T make haste too, leaving the path and cutting across
the park towards the river-bank, reaching the gravelled
street in time to see the chase come raging on—the hopeful,
thailling chase, with Bashan on the hare’s very heels; he is
still, he runs with his jaw set, the scent just in front of his
nose urges him to a final effort—"One more push, Bashan!”
T think, and feel like shouting: “Well run, old chap, re-
member the doublel” But there it is; Bashan does make one
more push, and the misfortune is upon us: at that moment
the hare gives a quick, easy, almost malicious twitch at
sight angles to the course, and Bashan shoots past from his
rear, howling helplessly and braking his very best so that
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dirt and pebbles fly into the air, Before he can stop, turn
rf)und, all1d get going in the other direction, yelling all the
tme as in great mental torment, the hare has gained so
much ground that it is out™of sight; for while he was brak-
ing so desperately Bashan could not watch where it went.

It is no use, I think; it is beautiful but futile; this while
the chase fades away through the park. It takes a lot of
dogs, five or six, a whole pack. Some of them to take it
on the flank, some to cut off its way in front, some io
corner it, some to catch it by the neck. And in my excited
fancy I see 2 whole pack of bloodhounds with their tongues
out rushing on the hare in their midst. -

It_ is my passion for the chase makes me have these
fa.nmes, for what has the hare done to me that I should wish
him such a horrible death? Bashan is nearer to ‘me, of
course, it is matural that I should feel with him and wish
for his success. But the hare is after all a living creature
too, and he did not play his trick on my hunisman out of

‘malice, but only from the compelling desire to live yet

awhile, nibble young iree-shoots, and beget his kind. %t
would be different, I go on in my mind, if this cane of
mine—I lift it and look at it—were not a harmless stick,
but a more serious weapon, effective like lightning and at
a distance, with which I could come to Bashan’s assistance
and hold up the hare in mid career, so that it would turn a
somersault and lie- dead on the ground. Then we should
not need another dog, and it would be Bashan’s only task
to rouse the game. Whereag as things stand it is Bashan who
sometimes tolls over and over in his effort to brake. The
hare sometimes does too, but it is nothing to it, it is used
to such things, they do not make it feel miserable, whereas
it is a shattering experience for Bashan, and might even
quite possibly break his neck.

Often such a chase is all over in a few minutes; that is
when the hare succeeds after a short length in ducking into
‘i;he bushes and hiding, or else by doubling and feinting
in throwing off its pursuer, who stands still, hesitating, or
makes short springs in this and that direction, while I in
my bioodthirstiness shout encouragement and try to show
him with my stick the direction the hare tock. But often
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the bunt sways far and wide across the landscape and
Bashar’s furious baying sounds like a distant bugle-horm,
novs pear, dow vemote; 1 go my own way, lmowing that he
will return, But in what a state he does return, at lastf
Toam diips from his Lips, his ribs flutter, and his loins are
iank and expanded, his tongue lolls out of his jaws, which
yawn so wide as to distort his features and give his drunken,
swimming eyes a weird Mongolian slant. His breath goes
itke » tiip-hammer. “Lie down and rest, Bashan,” say I,
“or vour tungs will burst!” and I wait to give him time to
racover. 1 am alarmed for him when it is cold, when he
oumps the air by gasps into his overheated insides and
it gushes out again in a white steam; when he swallows
whole mouthfuls of snow to guench his furious thirst. He
Yizs there looking helplessly up at me, now and then lick-
ing up the slaver from his lips, and I cannot help teasing
im a bit about the invaviable futility of all his exertions.
“iWhere is the hare, Bashan?” I ask. “Why don’t you bring
it to me?” He thumps with his tail on the ground when I
speak; his sides pump in and out less fevesishly, and he
sives a vather embarrassed snap—for how can he lnow
that T am mocking him because I feel guilty myself and
wani to conceal itP For I did not play my part in his
enterprise, I was not man enough to hold the hare, as a
propes master should have done. He does not know this,
and so I can make fun of him and behave as though it
were all his fault. '

Strange things sometimes happen on these occasions.
Hever shall T forget the day when the hare ran inte my
arms. Jt was on the namow clayey path above the river.
Bashan was in fuil cry; I came from the woeod into the

siver zome, struck across through the thistles of the gravelly

waste, and jumped down the grassy slope to the path just
in iime to sce the hare, with Bashan fifteen paces behind
it, come bounding from the direction of the ferry-house to-
wards which I was facing. It leaped right into the path
and came towards me. My first impulse was that of the
hunter towards his prey: to take advantage of the situation
and cut off its escape, driving it back if possible into the
jaws of the pursuer joyously yelping behind. I stood fixed
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to the spot, quite abandoned to the fury of the chase,
weighing my cane in my hand as the hare came towards
me. A hare’s sight is poor, that I knew; hearing and smell
are the senses that guide and preserve it. It might have
taken me for a tree as I stood there; I hoped and foresaw
it would do so and thus fall victim to a frightiul error, the
possible consequences of which were not very clear to me,
though I meant to twm them to our advantage. Whether
it did at any time make this mistake is unclear. I think it
did not see me at all until the last minute, and what it did
was so unexpected as to upset all my plans in a trice and
cause a complete and sudden revulsion in my feelings.
Was it beside itself with fright? Anyhow, it jumped straight
at me, like a dog, ran up my overcoat with its fore-paws
and snuggled its head into me, me whom it should most
fear, the master of the chasel I stood bent back with my
arms raised, I looked down at the hare and it looked up at
me. It was only a second, perhaps only part of a second,
that this lasted. I saw the hare with such extraordinary
distinctness, its long ears, one of which stood up, the other
hung down; its large, bright, short-sighted, prominent syes,

its cleft lip and the long hairs of its moustache, the white -

on its breast and litle paws; I felt or thought I feit the
threbbing of its hunted heart. And it was strange to see
it so clearly and have it so close to me, the little genius of
the place, the inmost beating heart of our whole region, this
everileeing little being which I had never seen but for brief

. moments in our meadows and bottoms, frantically and drolly

getting out of the way-—and now, in its hour of need, not
knowing where to turn, it came to me; it clasped as it were
my knees, a human being’s knees: not the knees, so it seemed
to me, of Bashan’s master, but the knees of a man who felt
himself master of hares and this hare’s master as well as
Bashan's. It was, I say, only for the smallest second. Then
the hare had dropped off, taken again to its uneven legs,
and bounded up the slope on my left; while in its place
there was Bashan, Bashan giving tongue in all the horrid
head-tones of his hue-and-cry. When he got within reach he
was abruptly checked by ‘a deliberate and well-aimed: blow
from the stick of the hare’s master, which sent him yelping
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cown the slope with a temporarily disabled hind quartter.
He had to limp painfully back again before he could take
up the wail of his by this time vanished prey.

Finally, there are the waterfowl, to our pursuit of which
i must devote a few lines, We can cnly go after them in
winter and early spring, before they leave their town quar-
ters-—where they stay for their food’s sake, and return to
their lakes in the mountains, They furnish, of course, much
tess exciting sport than can be got out of the hares; still, it

has its attractons for hunter and hound—or, rather, for the
irunter and his master. For me the charm lies in the scenery,
the intimate bond with living water; also it is amusing and
diverdng o waich the creatures swimming and flying
and iy provisionally to exchange one’s personality for theirs
and enter into their meode of life.

The ducks lead a quieter, more comfortable, more bour-
geois life than do the gulls. They seem to have enough to
eat, on the whole, and not to be tormented by the pangs of
hunger-—their kind of food is regularly to be had, the table,
so to speak, always laid. For everything is fish that comes to
their net: worms, snails, insects—even the coze of the river-
bed. So they have plenty of time fo sit on the stones in the
sun, doze with their bills tucked under one wing, and preen
their well-oiled plumes, off which the water rolls in drops.

Sometimes they take a pleasure-ride on the waves, with their

peinted rumps in the air; paddling this way and that and
giving little seli-satisfied shrugs. .

But the nature of gulls is wilder and more sirident; there
is a dreary monotony about what they do, they arxe the
sternally hungry bird of prey, swooping all day long in
hoides across the waterfall, croaking about the drain-pipes
that disgorge their brown siveams into the river. Single
gulls hover and pounce down upon a fish now and then,
but this does not go far te satisfy their inordinate mass
hunger; they have to fill in with most unappetizing-locking
morsels from the drains, snatching them from the water
in Hight and carrying them off in their crooked beaks. They
do not like the river-bank, But when the river is low, they
huddle together on the rocks that stick out of the water—
the scene is white with them, as the cliffs and islets of
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northern oceans are white with hosts of nesting eider-duck,
1 like to watch them rise all together with a great cawing
and take to the air, when Bashan barks at them from the
bank, across the intervening stream. They need not be
frightened, certainly they are in no danger. He has a native
aversion to water; but aside from that he would never
trust himself to the current, and he is quite right, it is much
stronger than he.and would scon sweep him away and
carry him God knows where. Perhaps into the Danube—
but he would only arrive there after having suffered a river-
change of a very drastic kind, as we know from seeing the
bloated corpses of cats on their way to some distant bourne.
Bashan never goes further into the water than the point
where it béegins to break over the stones. Even when he
seems most tense with the pleasure of the chase and looks
exactly as though he meant to jump in the very next minute,
one knows that under all the excitement his sense of cau-
tion is alert and that the dashings and rushings are pure
theatre—empty threats, not so much dictated by passion
as cold-bloodedly undertaker in order to temfy the web-
footed tribe.

But the gulls are too witiess and poor-spirited to make
light of his performance. He cannot get to them himself,
but he sends his voice thundering across the water; it
reaches them, and it, too, has actuality; it is an attack
which they cannot long resist. They try to at first, they sit
still, but a wave of uneasiness goes through the host, they
turn their heads, a few lift their wings, and suddenly they
all rush up into the air, like a white cloud, whence issue
the bitterest, most fatalistic screams, Bashan springing hither
and thither on the rocks, to scatter their flight and keep
them in motion, for it is motion that he wants, they are not
to sit quiet, they must fly, fly up and down the river so that
he may chase them.

He scampers along the shore far and wide, for every-
where there are ducks, siiting with their bills tucked in
homely comfort under theu' wings; and wherever he comes
they fly up before him. He is like a jolly little hurricane
making a clean sweep of the beach. Then they plump
down on the water again, where they rock and ride in
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comfort and salety, or else they fly away over his head with
their mecks stretched out, while below on the shore he
measures the strength of his leg-muscles quite creditabl
against those of their wings. =
He is enchanted, and really grateful to them if they will
only fly and give him occasion for this gloricus race up
and down the beach. It may be that they know what he
wants and turn the fact to their own advantage. I saw a
mother duck with her brood—this was in spring, 2il the
hirds had forsaken the river and only this one was left
with her Hedglings, not yet able to fly. She had them in a
stagnant puddle left by the last flood in the low-lying b‘.ad
of the shrunken river, and there Bashan found them, while
I watched the event from the upper path. He jun_lped' i.].fltO
the puddle and lashed about, furiously barking, driving
the family of ducklings inte wild disorder. He did them no
harm, of course, but he frightened them beyond measure;
the ducklings flapped their stumps of wings and scattered
in all directions, and the duck was overtaken by an attack
of the matersal heroism which will hurl itself blind with
valour upon the fiercest foe to protect her brqod; more,
will even by a frenzied and unnatural display of intrepidity
bully the attacker into surrender. She opened her besk to
a bomific extent, she ruffled up her feathers, she flew
repeatedly into Bashan’s face, she made onslf%ught after
onslaught, hissing all the while. The grim seriousness of
her hehaviour was so convincing that Bashan actually gave
cround in confusion, though without definitely retiring from
?ne ficld, for each time after retreating he would bark e-md
advance anew. Then the mother duck changed her tactics:
heroics having failed, she took refuge in strategy. .Probably
she knew Bashan already and was aware of his foibles ar{d
the childish nature of his desires. She left her children in
the lurch—or she pretended to; she took to flight, she flew up
above the river, “pursued” by Bashan. At least, he thought

he was pursuing her, in reality it was she who was leading
him on, playing on his childish passion, leading him by the
nose. She flew downstream, then upstream, she flew further

and further away, Bashan racing equal with her along the
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bank; they left the pool with the ducklings far behind, and
at length both dog and duck disappeared from my sight.
Bashan came back to me after a while; the simpleton was
quite winded and panting for dear life. But when we passed
the pool again on our homeward way, it was empty of its
brood.

So much for the mother duck. As for Bashan, he was
quite grateful for the sport she had given him. For he
hates the ducks who selfishly prefer their bourgeois com-
fort and refuse to play his game with him, simply gliding
off into the water- when he comes rushing along, and rock-
ing there in base security before his face and eyes, heedless
of his mighty barkings, heedless too—unlike the nervous
gulls—of all his feints and plungings. We stand there, Ba-
shan and I, on the stones at the waters edge, and two
paces away a duck floats on the wave, floats impudently
up and down, her beak pressed coyly against her breast;
safe and untouched and sweetly reasonable she bobs u
and down out there, let Bashan rave as he will. Paddling
against the cument, she keeps abreast of us fairly well;
yet she is being slowly carried down, closer and closer o
one of those beautiful foaming eddies in the stream. In
her folly she rides with her tail tumed towards it——and now
it is only a yard away. Bashan loudly gives tongue, standing
with his forelegs braced against the stones; and in my
heart 1 am barking with him, I am on his side and against
that impudent, self-satisfied floating thing out there. I wish
her ill. Pay attention to our barking, I address her mentally;
do mot hear the whirlpool roar—and then presently you
will find yourself in an unpleasant and undignified situation
and I shall be gladl But my malicious hopes are not ful-
filled. For at the rapid’s very edge she flutters up inte the
air, flies a few yards upstream, and then, oh, shameless
hussy, seitles down again,

1 recall the feelings of baffied anger with which we locked
at that duck—and I am reminded of another occasion, an-
other and final episode in this tale of our hunting-ground.
It was attended by a certain satisfaction for my companion
and me, but had its painful and disturbing side as well; yes,
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it even gave rise to some coolness bebween us, and if I could
have foreseen it I would bave avoided the spot where it
igok place.

It was a long way out, beyond the ferry-house, down-
stveam, where the wilds that border the river approach the
upper road along the shore. We were going along this, I
at an easy pace, Bashan in front with his easy, lop-sided
lope. Fle had soused a hare—or, if you like, it had roused
hirn-—had stirred up four pheasants, and now was minded
io give his master a litde attention. A small bevy of ducks

were flying above the river, in v-formation, their necks

siretched out. They flew rather high and closer to the
ather shore, so that they were out of our reach as game,
but moving in the same direction as ourselves. They paid
a0 attention to us and we only cast casual glances at them
now and then.

Then it happened that opposite to us oo the other bank,
which like ours was steep here, 2 men struck out of the
bushes, and directly he appeared upon the scene he tock
up 2 position which fized our attention, Bashan'’s no less
ihan mine, upon him at once. We stopped in our tracks
end faced him. He was a fine figure of a man, though
rather sough-looking; with drooping moustaches, wearing
puttees, & frieze hat cocked down over his forehead, wide
velveteen trousers and jerkin to match, over which hung
nwmerous ieather straps, for he had a rucksack slung on
his back and a gun over his shoulder. Or rather he had
had it over his shoulder; for he no sconer appeared than
e ool it in his hand, laid his cheek along the butt, and
aimed it diegonally wpwards at the sky. He took a step
fovwards with one putieed leg, the gun-barrel rested in
the hollow of his left hand, with the arm siretched out
and the elbow against his side. The other elbow, with the

hand on the trigger, stack out at his side, and we could see

his bold, foreshortened face quite clearly as he sighted up-
sravds. 1t looked somehow very theatrical, this figure stand-
ing out above the boulders on the bank, against a back-
ground of shrubbery, river, and open sky. But we could
fave pazed for only 2 moment when the dull sound of the
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explosion made me start, I had waited for it with such in-
ward tension. There was a tny flash at the same time; it
looked pale in the broad daylight; a puff of smoke followed.
The man tock one slumping pace forwards, like an operatic
star, with his face and chest lifted towards the sky, his gun
hanging from the strap in his right fist. Something was
going on up there where he was looking and where we
now looked too. There was a great confusion and scatter-
ing, the ducks flew in all directions wildly flapping their
wings with a noise like wind in the sails, they tried to
volplane down—then suddenly a body {ell like a stone onto
the water near the other shore. |

This was only the first half of the action. But I must
interrupt my narrative here to ‘turn the vivid light of my
memory upon the figure of Bashan. I can think of large
words with which to describe it, phrases we use for great
cccasions: I could say that he was thunderstruck, But I do

. not like them, I do not want to use them. The large words

are worn out, when the great cccasion comes they do not
describe it. Better use the small ones and put into them
every ounce of their weight. I will simply say that when
Bashan heard the explosion, saw its meaning and conse-
quence, he started; and it was the same start which I have
seen him give a thousand times when something surprises
him, only raised to the nth degree. It was a.start which
flung his whole body backwards with a right-and-left motion,
so sudden that it jerked his head against his chest and almost
bounced it off his shoulders with the shock; a start which
made his whole body seem to be crying out: What! Whati
What was that? Wait a minute, in the devil’s namel What
was that? He looked and listened with that sort of rage in
which extreme astonishment expresses itself; listened within
himself and heard things that had always been there, how-
ever novel and unheard-of the present form they took, Yes,
from this start, which flung him to right and left and half-
way round on his axis, I got the impression that he was
trying to look at himself, trying to ask: What am 7 Who
am I? Is this me? At the moment when the duck’s body

plopped on the water he bounded, forwards to the edge of
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the bank, as though he were going to jump down to the
river-bed and plunge in. But he bethought himself of the
current and checked his impulse; then, rather shamefaced,
devoted himself to staring, as before.

1 looked ai him, somewhat disturbed. After the duck had
faflen I felt that we had had enough and suggested that we
go op our way. But he had sat down on his haunches,
facing the other shore, his ears erected as high as they
would po. When I said: “Well, Bashan, shall we go on?” he
turned his head only the briefest second as though saying,
with some anncyance: Please don't disturb mel And kept
on looking. So I resigned myself, crossed my legs, leaned
on my cane, 2nd watched to see what would happen.

The duck-—nc doubt one of those that had rocked in
such pert security on the water in front of our noses—went
diiving like a wreck on the water, you could not tell which
wes head and which tail. The river is quieter at this point,
fic rapids avo not so swift as they are further up. But even
sc, the body was seized by the current, whirled round, and
swept away. If the men was not concerned only with sport
but had a practical goal in view, then be would better act
guickly. And so he did, not losing a moment—it all went
verv fast. Fwen as the duck fell he bad rushed forward
sturnbling and almost falling down the slope, with his gun
Ticid out af arm’s length. Again I was struck with the pic-
ruresqueness of the sight, as he came down the slope'h:ke
o robber or smuggler in a melodrama, in the highly effective
scenary of boulder and hush, He held somewhat leftwards,
sliowing for the current, for the duck was drifting away
2nd he had to head it off. This he did successfully, stretch-
ing out fhe butt end of the gun and bending forward with
his feat in the water, Carefully and painstakingly he piloted
the duck towards the stones and drew it to shore.

The job was done, the man drew & long breath. He put
down his weapon against the bank, took his knapsack from

his shoulders, and stuffed the duck inside; buckled it on .

again, and thus satisfactorily laden and using his gun as &
aiick, he clambered over the boulders and up the sloPe.
“Well, he got his Sunday joint,” thought I, half enviously,
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half approvingly. “Come, Bashan, let’s go now, it’s all over.”
Bashan got up and tumed round on himself, but then he
sat down again and locked after the man, even after he
had left the scene and disappeared among the bushes. It
did not occur to me to ask him twice. He knew where wo
lived, and he might sit here goggling, after it was all over,
as long as he thought well. It was quite 2 long walk home
and I meant to be stirring. So then he came.

He kept beside me on our whole painful homeward way,
and did not hunt. Nor did he run diagenally a litile ahead,
as he does as a rule when not in a hunting mood; he kept
behind me, at a jog-trot, and put on a sour face, as I could
see when I happened to turn round. ¥ could have berne
with that and should not have dreamed of being drawn; I
was rather inclined to laugh and shrug my shoulders. But
every thirty or forty paces he yawned—and that I could
net stand. It was that impudent gape of his, expressing the

~ extreme of boredom, accompanied by a throaty little whine

which seems fo say: Fine master I've gotl No master at allf
Rotten master, if you ask mel—I am always sensitive to
the insulting sound, and this time it was almost encugh to
shake our friendship to its foundations.

“Go awayl” said I “Get out with you! Go to your new
friend with the blunderbuss and attach yourself to himl
He does not seem to have a dog, perhaps he could use you

in his business. He is only a man in velveteens, to be sure,

not a gentleman, but in your eyes he may be one; perhaps
he is the right master for you, and I honestly recommend
you to suck up to him—now that he has put a flea in your
ear to go with your others.” (Yes, I actually said thatl)
“We'll not ask if he has a hunting-licence, or if you won't
both get into fine trouble some day at your dirty game—
that is your affair, and, as I tell you, my advice is perfectly
sincere. You think so much of yourself as a2 hunter] Did
you ever bring me a hare of .all those I let you chaseP Is
it my fault that you do not know how to double, but moust
come down with your nose in the gravel at the moment
when agility is required? Or a pheasant, which in these
lean times would be equally welcome? And now you yawz!
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Coit aloag, 1 tell vou. Co to your master with the puttees
snd see if he konows how o scratch your neck and make
vou laugh. Tl wager he does not know how to laugh a
decent langh himself. Do you think he is likely to have you
put under scientific observation when you decide to suffer
from socult blood, or that when you are his dog you will be
proncunced mervous and ememic? If you do, then you'd
better get along, But you may be cverestimating the respect
which that kind of master would have for you. There are
cortain distinctions—that kind of man with a gun is very
keen on them: native advantages or ‘disadvantages, to
make my sneaning clearer, troublesome questions of
padigree and breeding, if I must be plain. Not everybody
passes these over on grounds of humanity and fine feeling;
end if your wonderful master reproaches you with your
mousiaches the first time you and he have a difference of
poinion, then you may remember me and what I am telling
you now.”

With such biting words did I address Bashan as he sthunk
behind me on our way home. And though I did not utter
bat only thought them, for 1 did not care to look as
though I were mad, yet I am convinced that he got my
meaning perfectly, at least in Its main lines. In short, it
was 2 serious quairel, and when we got home I deliberately
ier the gate laich behind me so that he could not slip
through and had to climb over the fence. 1 went into the
house without even looking round, and shrugged my shoul-
dess when 1 heard him yelp because he scratched his belly
on. the rail.

But all that is long ago, more than six months. Now, like
sur Hitrle clinical episode, it has dropped into the past.
Time and forgetfulness have buried i, and on their alluvial
deposit where all life lives, we too live on. For a few days
Bashan appeared to mope. But long ago he recovered all
his joy in the chase, in mice and moles and pheasant, hares
and waterfowl., When we return home, at once begins his
period of waiting for the ‘next time. I stand at the house
door and tarn towards him; upon that signal he bounds in
twe oreat leaps up the steps and braces his fore-paws
apainst the door, reaching as far up as he can that I may
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Pat_h1m on the shoulder. “Tomorrow, Bashan,” say I; “that
is, if I am not obliged to pay a visit to the outer world.”
Then I hasten inside, to take off my hobnailed boots, for
the soup stands waiting o the table. ’
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